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LAST CHRONICLE OF BARSET. 



CHAPTER I. 

"I SUPPOSE I MUST LET YOU HAVE IT," 

Ceosbie had been preparing the exact words with which -he 
assailed Mr. Butterwell for the last quarter of an hoar, before 
they were uttered. There is always a difficulty in the choice, 
not only of the words with which money should be borrowed, 
but of the fashion after which they should be spoken. There 
is the slow deliberate manner, in using which the borrower 
^attempts to carry the wished-for lender along with him by force 
/ ^ of argument, and to prove that the desire to borrow shows no 
imprudence on his own part, and that a tendency to lend will 
show none on the part of the intended lender. It may be said 
that this mode fails offcener than any other. There is the 
piteous manner, — ^the plea for commiseration. ** My dear 
fellow, unless you will see me through now, upon my word 
I shall be very badly off." And this manner may be divided 
again into two. There is the plea piteous with a lie, and the 
plea piteous with a truth. *' You shall have it again in two 
months as sure as the sun rises." That is generally the plea 
piteous with a lie. Or it may be as follows : "It is only fair 
to say that I don't quite know when I can pay it back." This 
is the plea piteous with a truth, and upon the whole I think 
that this is generally the most successful mode of borrowing. 
II. 1 
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And there is the assured demand, — ^which betokens a close 
intimacy. " Old fellow, can you let me have thirty pounds ? 
No ? Just put your name, then, on the back of this, and I'll 
get it done in the City." The worst of that manner is, that 
the bill so often does not get itself done in the City. Then 
there is the sudden attack, — that being the manner to which 
Crosbie had recourse in the present instance. That there are 
other modes of borrowing by means of which youth becomes 
indebted to age, and love to respect, and ignorance . to 
experience, is a matter of course. It will be understood that 
I am here speaking only of borrowing and lending between the 
Butterwells and Crosbies of the world. '* I have come to you 
in great distress," said Crosbie. ** I wonder whether you can 
help me. I want you to lend me five hundred pounds." 
Mr. Butterwell, when he heard the words, dropped the paper 
which he was reading from his hand, and stared at Crosbie over 
his spectacles. 

M Five hundred pounds," he said. ** Pear me, Crosbie ; 
that's a large sum of money." 

" Yes, it is, — ^a very large sum. Half that is what I want 
at once ; but I shall want the other half in a month." 

^* 1 thought that you were always so much above the world 
in money matters. Gracious me ; — ^nothing that I have heard 
for a long time has astonished me. more* I don't know 
why,, but I always thought that you had your things so 
very snug." 

Crosbie was. aware that he had made one very great step 
towards success. The idea had been presented to Mr. Butter- 
well's mind, and had not been instantly rejected as a scan- 
dalously iniquitous idea, as an idea to which no reception could 
be given for a moment. Crosbie had not been treated as was 
the needy knife-grinder, and had ground to stand upon while 
he urged his request. ''I have been so pressed since my 
marriage," he said, '* that it has been impossible for me to 
keep things straight." 

** But Lady Alexandrina " 

''Yes ; of course ; I know. I do not like to trouble you 



** I SUPPOSE I MUST LET YOU HAVE IT." 8 

with my privaie affairs ; — ^there is nothing, I think, so bad as 
washing one*s dirty linen in public ; — ^bnt the tmth is, that I 
am only now free from the rapacity of the De Courcys. You 
would hardly believe me if I told you what I*ve had to pay. 
What do you think of two hundred and forty-five pounds for 
bringing her body over here, and burying it at De Courcy ? " 

** I'd have left it where it was." 

'* And so would I. You don't suppose I ordered it to be 
done. Poor dear thing. If it could do her any good, God 
knows I would not begrudge it. We had a bad time of it when 
we were together, but I would have spared nothing for her, 
alive or dead, that was reasonable. But to make me pay for 
bringing the body over here, when I never had a shilling with 
her I By George, it was too bad. And that oaf John De 
Courcy, — I had to pay his travelling bill too." 

** He didn't come to be buried ; — did he ? " 

** It's too disgusting to talk of, Butterwell ; it is indeed. 
And when I asked for her money that was settled upon me, — 
it was only two thousand pounds, — ^they made me go to law, 
and it seems there was no two thousand pounds to settle. If 
I like, I can have another lawsuit with the sisters, when the 
mother is dead. Oh, Butterwell, I have made such a fool af 
myself. I have come to such shipwreck I Oh, Butterwell, if 
you could but know it all ! " 

" Are you free from the De Courcys now ? " 

'* 1 owe Gazebee, the man who married the other woman, 
over a thousand pounds. But I pay that off at two hundred a 
year, and he has a policy on my life." 

*• What do you owe that for ? " 

" Don't ask me. Not that I mind telling you ; — furniture, 
and the lease of a houses and his bill for the marriage settle- 
ment, — d him." 

'' God bless me. They seem to have been very hard 
upon you." 

*<A man doesn't marry an earl's daughter for nothing, 
Butterwell. And then to think what I lost! It can't be 
helped now, you know. As a man makes his bed he must lie 
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on it. I am sometimes so mad with myself when I think over 
it all, — ^that I should like to blow my brains ont.*' 

'' Yon must not talk in that way, Crosbie. I hate to hear 
a man talk like that.'* 

*' I don't mean that I shall. I'm too mnch of a coward, I 
fancy." A man who desires to soften another man's heart, 
should always abuse himself. In softening a woman's heart, 
he should abuse her. " But life has been so bitter with me 
for the last three years ! I haven't had an hour of comfort ; — 
not an hour. I don't know why I should trouble you with all 
this, Butterwell. Oh, — about the money ; yes ; that's just 
how I stand. I owed Gazebee something over a thousand 
pounds, which is arranged as I have told you. Then there 
were debts, due by my wife, — at least some of them were, I 
suppose, — and that horrid, ghastly funeral, — and debts, I 
don't doubt, due by the cursed old countess. At any rate, to 
get myself clear I raised something over four hundred pounds, 
L now I owe five, which must b! paid, part to-morrow, and 
ihe remainder this day month." 

" And you've no security ? " 

*^ Not a rag, not a shred, not a line, not an acre. There's 
my salary, and after paying Gazebee what comes due to him, I 
can manage to let you have the money within twelve months, — 
that is, if you can lend it me. I can just do that and live ; and 
if you will assist me with the money, I will do so. That's what 
I've brought myself to by my own folly." 

'* Five hundred pounds is such a large sum of money." 

" Indeed it is." 

** And without any security ! " 

" I know, Butterwell, that I've no right to ask for it. I 
feel that. Of course I should pay you what interest you 
please." 

** Money's about seven now," said Butterwell. 

**rve not the slightest objection to seven per cent.," 
said Crosbie. 

'' Bat that's on security," said Butterwell. 

'< You can name your own terms," said Crosbie. 
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Mr. Bntterwell got out of his chair, and walked about the 
room with his hands in his pockets. He was thinking at that 
moment what Mrs. Bntterwell wonld say to him. ** Will an 
answer do to-morrow morning ! *' he said. '' I would much 
rather have it to-day," said Crosbie. Then Mr. Bntterwell 
took another turn about the room. <* I suppose I must let you 
haye it," he said. 

"Bntterwell," said Crosbie, "Tm eternally obliged to 
you. It's hardly too much to say that you've saved me 
from ruin." 

*' Of course I was joking about interest," said Bntterwell. 
"Five per cent, is the proper thing. You*d better let me 
have a little acknowledgment. I'll give you the first half 
to-morrow." 

They were genuine tears which filled Crosbie's eyes, as he 
seized hold of the senior's hands. "Bntterwell," he said, 
" what am I to say to you ? " 

" Nothing at all, — ^nothing at all." 

" Your kindness makes me feel that I ought not to have 
come to you." 

" Oh, nonsense. By-the-by, would you mind telling 
Thompson to bring those papers to me which I gave him 
yesterday ? I promised Optimist I would read them before 
three, and it's past two now." So saying he sat himself dowit 
at his ^ble, and Crosbie felt that he was bound to leave* 
the room. 

Mr. Bntterwell, when he was left alone, did not read the^ 
papers which Thompson brought him ; but sat, instead,, 
thinking of his five hundred pounds. "Just put them 
down," he said to Thompson. So the papers were put 
down, and there they lay all that day and all the next. Then 
Thompson took them away again, and it is to be hoped that 
somebody read them. Five hundred pounds ! It was a large 
sum of money, and Crosbie was a man for whom Mr. Butter- 
well in truth felt no very strong affection. " Of course he 
must have it now," he said to himself. "But where should 
I be if anything happened to him ? " And then he remem- 
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bered that Mrs. Batterwell especially disliked Mr. Crosbie, — 
didiked him because she knew that he snubbed her husband. 
'^Butit*s hard to refuse, when one man has known another 
for more than ten years." Then he comforted himself some- 
what with the reflection, that Crosbie would no doubt make 
himself more pleasant for the future than he had done lately, 
and with a second reflection, that Crosbie's life was a good 
life, — ^and with a third, as to his own great goodness, in 
assisting a brother officer. Nevertheless, as he sat looking 
out of the omnibus-window, on his journey home to Putney, 
he was not altogether comfortable in his mind. Mrs. Butter- 
well was a very prudent woman. 

But Crosbie was very comfortable in his mind on that 
afternoon. He had hardly dared to hope for success, but he 
had been successful. He had not even thought of Butterwell 
as a possible fountain of supply, till his mind had been 
brought back to the aflairs of his office, by the voice of Sir 
Eaffie Buffie at the comer of the street. The idea that his 
bill would be dishonoured, and that tidings of his insolvency 
would be conveyed to the Commissioners at his Board, had 
been dreadful to him. The way in which he had been treated 
by Musselboro and Dobbs Broughton had made him hate City 
men, and what he supposed to be City ways. Now there had 
come to him a relief which suddenly made everything feel 
light. He could almost think of Mr. Mortimer Gazebee 
without disgust. Perhaps after all there might be some 
happiness yet in store for him. Might it not be possible that 
lily would yet accept him in spite of the chilling letter, — ^the 
freezing letter which he had received from Lily's mother ? 
Of one thing he was quite certain. If ever he had an 
opportunity of pleading his own cause with her, he certainly 
would tell her everything respecting his own money difficulties. 

In that last resolve I think we may say that he was right. 
If Lily. would ever listen to him again at all, she certainly 
would not be deterred from marrying him by his own story of 
bis debts. 
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CHAPTER n. 

LILY DALE GOES TO LONDON. 

One morning towards the end of March the squire rapped at 
the window of the drawing-room of the Small House, in which 
Mrs. Dale and her daughter were sitting. He had a letter in 
his hand, and both Lily and her mother knew that he had 
come down to speak about the contents of the letter. It 
was always a sign of good-humour on the squire's part, 
this rapping at the window. When it became necessary to 
him in his gloomy moods to see his sister-in-law, he would 
write a note to her, and she would go across to him at the 
Great House. At other times, if, as Lily would say, he was just 
then neither sweet nor bitter, he would go round to the front 
door and knock, and be admitted after the manner of ordinary 
people ; but when he was minded to make himself thoroughly 
pleasant he would come and rap at the drawing-room window, 
as he was doing now. 

** I'll let you in, uncle ; wait a moment," said Lily, as she 
unbolted the window which opened out upon the lawn. ** It's 
dreadfully cold, so come in as fast as you can." 

** It's not cold at all," said the squire. " It's more like 
spring than any morning we've had yet. I've been sitting 
without a fire." 

** You won't catch us without one for the next two months; 
will he, mamma ? You have got a letter, uncle. Is it for us 
to see ? " 

" Well, — ^yes ; I've brought it down to show you. Mary, 
what do you think is going to happen ? " 

A terrible idea occurred to Mrs. Dale at that moment, but 
she was much too wise to give it expression. Could it be 
possible that the squire was going to make a fool of himself 
and get married? <<I am very bad at guessing," said 
Mrs. Dale. '* You bad better tell us." 

^^Bemard is going to be married," said Lily. 
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** How did you know ? " said the squire. 

" I didn't know. I only guessed." 

"Then you've guessed right," said the squire, a little 
annoyed at having his news thus taken out of his mouth. 

** 1 am so glad," said Mrs. Dale ; ** and I know from your 
manner that you like the match." 

** Well, — ^yes. I don't know the young lady, but I think 
that upon the whole I do like it. It's quite time, you know, 
that he got married.'* 

** He's not thirty yet,'* said Mrs. Dale. 

" He will be in a month or two." 

** And who is it, uncle ? '* 

** Well ; — as you're so good at guessing, I suppose you can 
guess that ? " 

<' It's not that Miss Partridge he used to talk about ? *' 

" No ; it's not Miss Partridge, — ^I'm glad to say. I don't 
believe that the Partridges have a shilling among them." 

" Then I suppose it's an heiress ? " said Mrs. Dale. 

'^ No ; not an heiress ; but she will have some money of 
her own. And she has connexions in Barsetshire, which makes 
it pleasant." 

** Connexions in Barsetshire ! Who can it be ? '* said 
Lily. 

**Her name is Emily Dunstable," said the squire, "and 
she is the niece of that Miss Dunstable who married Dr. Thome 
and who Hves at Chaldicotes." 

" She was the woman who had millions upon millions," said 
Lily, " all got by selling ointment." 

" Never mind how it was got," said the squire, angrily. 
" Miss Dunstable married most respectably, and has always 
made a most excellent use of her money." 

** And will Bernard's wife have all her fortune ? " asked 
Lily. 

** She will have twenty thousand pounds the day she 
marries, and I suppose that will be all." 

*' And quite enough too," said Mrs. Dale. 

<' It seems that old Dr. Dunstable, as he was called, who. 
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as Liilj says, sold the ointment, quarrelled mth his son or with 
his son's widow, and left nothing either to her or her child. 
The mother is dead, and the annt, Dr. Thome's wife, has 
always provided for the child. That's how it is, and Bernard 
is going to marry her. They are to be married at Chaldicotes 
in May.'* 

'* I am delighted to hear it," said Mrs. Dale. 

** I've known Dr. Thome for the last forty years ; " and 
the sqnire now spoke in a low melancholy tone. ''I've 
written to him to say that the young people shidl have the old 
place np there to themselves if they like it." 

'< What ! and tnm you out ? " said Mrs. Dale. 

" That would not matter," said the squire. 

** You'd have to come and live with us," said Lily, taking 
him by the hand. 

<'It doesn't matter much now where I live," said the 
squire. 

« Bernard will never consent to that," said Mrs. Dale. 

** I wonder whether she'll ask me to be a bridesmaid ? " 
said Lily. ** They say that Chaldicotes is such a pretty place, 
and I should see all the Barsetshire people that I've been 
hearing about from Grace. Poor Grace! I know that the 
Grantlys and the Thomes are very intimate. Fancy Bernard 
having twenty thousand pounds from the making of oint- 
ment ! " 

'' What does it matter to you where it comes from ? " said 
the squire, half in anger, 

** Not in the least ; only it sounds so odd. I do hope she's 
a nice girl." 

Then the squire produced a photograph of Emily Dunstable 
which his nephew had sent to him, and they all pronounced 
her to be very pretty, to be very much like a lady, and to be 
very good-humoured. The squire was evidently pleased with 
the match, and therefore the ladies were pleased also. 
Bernard Dale was the heir to the estate, and his marriage was 
of course a matter of moment ; and as on such properties as 
that of Allington money is always wanted, the squire may be 
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forgiyen for the great importance which he attached to the 
yonng lady's fortnne. '' Bernard could hardly haye married 
pnidently without any money," he said, — "unless he had 
chosen to wait till I am gone/' 

"And then he would haye been too old to marry at all," 
said Lily, 

But the squire*s budget of news had not yet been emptied. 
He told them soon afterwards that he himself had been 
summoned up to London. Bernard had written to him, 
begging him to come and see the young lady ; and the family 
lawyer had written also, saying that his presence in town 
would be very desirable. ** It is very troublesome, of course ; 
but I shall go,'* said the squire, ** It will do you all the* good 
in the world," said Mrs. Dale ; " and of course yoU' ought to 
know her personally before the marriage." And then the 
squire made a clean breast of it and declared his full purpose. 
" I was thinking that, perhaps, Lily would not object to go up 
to London with me." 

" Oh, uncle Christopher, I should so like itj" said Lily. 

" If your mamma does not object." 

" Mamma never objects to anything. I should like to see 
her objecting to that!" And Lily shook her head at her 
mother. 

" Bernard says that Miss Danstable particularly wants to 
see you." 

" Does she, indeed ? ^ And I particularly want to see Miss 
Dunstable. How nice ! Mamma, I don't think I've ever 
been in London since I wore short frocks. Do you remember 
taking ns to the pantomime ? Only think how many years ago 
that is. I'm quite sure it's time that Bernard should get 
married. Uncle, I hope you're prepared to take me to the 
play." 

" We mnst see about that ! " 

" And the opera, and Madame Tussaud, and the Horticul- 
tural Gardens, and the new conjuror who makes a woman lie 
upon nothing. The idea of my going to London ! And then 
I suppose I shall be one of the bridesmaids. I declare a new 
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-rista of life is opening oat to me ! Mamma, you mnstn't be 
duli while I'm away. It won't be very long, I suppose, 
uncle ? " 

<< About a mouth, probably," said the squire. 

*^ Oh^ mamma ; what will you do ? " 

** Never mind me, Lily." 

'*-You must get Bell and the children to come. But I 
cannot imagine living away from home a month. I was never 
away from home a month in my life." 

And Lily did go up to town with her uncle, two days only 
having been allowed to her for her preparations. There was very 
much for her to think of in such a journey. It was not only 
that she would see Emily Dunstable, who was to be her cousin's 
wife, and that she would go to the play and visit the new con- 
juror's entertainment, but that she would be in the same city 
both with Adolphus Orosbie and with John Eames. Not 
having personal experience of the wideness of London, and of 
the wilderness which it is ; — of the distance which is set thero 
between persons who are not purposely brought together — ^it 
seemed to her fancy as though for this month of her absence 
firom home she would be brought into close contiguity with both 
her lovers. She had hitherto felt herself to be at any rate safe 
in her fortress at Allington. When Crosbie had written to her 
mother, making a renewed offer which had been rejected, Lily 
had felt that she certainly need not see him unless it pleased 
her to do so. He could hardly force himself upon her at 
Allingtcm. And as to John Eames, though he would, of course, 
be welcome at Allington as often as he pleased to show him- 
self, still there was a security in the place. She was so much 
at home there that she could always be mistress of the occa- 
sion. She knew that she could talk to him at Allington as 
though from ground higher than that on which he stood him- 
self ; but she felt that this would hardly be the case if she 
should chance to meet him in London. Crosbie probably 
would not come in her way. Orosbie she thought, — ^and she 
blushed for the man she loved, as the idea came across her 
mind, — ^would be afraid of meeting her uncle. But John 
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Eames wonld certainly find her ; and she was led by the expe- 
rience of latter days to imagine that John would never cross 
her path without renewing his attempts. 

But she said no word of all this, even to her mother. She 
was contented to confine her outspoken expectations to Emily 
Dunstable, and the play, and the conjuror. '' The chances 
are ten to one against my liking her, mamma," she said. 

" I don't see that, my dear." 

*' I feel to be too old to think that I shall ever like any 
more new people. Three years ago I should have been quite 
sure that I should love a new cousin. It would have been like 
having a new dress. But I've come to think that an old dress 
is the most comfortable, and an old cousin certainly the best.'' 

The squire had had taken for them a gloomy lodging in 
Sackville Street. Lodgings in London are always gloomy. 
Gloomy colours wear better than bright ones for curtains and 
carpets, and the keepers of lodgings in London seem to think 
that a certain dinginess of appearance is respectable. I never 
saw a London lodging in which any attempt at cheerfulness 
had been made, and I do not think that any such attempt, if 
made, would pay. The lodging-seeker would be frightened 
and dismayed, and would unconsciously be led to fiancy that 
something was wrong. Ideas of burglars and improper persons 
would present themselves. This is so certainly the case that 
I doubt whether any well- conditioned lodging-house matron 
could be induced to show rooms that were prettily draped or 
pleasantly coloured. The big drawing-room and two large 
bedrooms which the squire took, were all that was proper, and 
were as brown, and as gloomy, and as ill-suited for the com> 
forts of ordinary life as though they had been prepared for two 
prisoners. But Lily was not so ignorant as to expect cheerful 
lodgings in London, and was satisfied. '' And what are we to 
do now ? " said Lily, as soon as they found themselves settled. 
It was still March, and whatever may have been the nature of 
the weather at Allington, it was very cold in London. They 
reached Sackville Street about five in the evening, and an hour 
was taken up in unpacking their trunks and making themselves 
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as comfortable as their circumstances allowed. ''And now 
what are we to do ? '' said Lily. 

'' I told them to have dinner for ns at half-past six." 

" And what after that ? Won't Bernard come to ns to- 
night? I expected him to be standing on the door-steps 
waiting for ns with his bride in his hand/' 

'* I don't suppose Bernard will be here to-night," said the 
sqnire. '' He did not say that he would, and as for Miss Dun- 
stable, I promised to take you to her aunt's house to-morrow." 

"But I wanted to see her to-night. Well, — of course 
bridesmaids must wait upon brides. And ladies with twenty 
thousand pounds can't be expected to run about like common 
people. As for Bernard, — but Bernard neyer was in a hurry." 
Then they dined, and when the squire had very nearly fallen asleep 
over a bottle of port-wine which had been sent in for him from 
some neighbouring public-house, Lily began to feel that it was 
Tery duU. And she looked round the room, and she thought 
that it was very ugly. And she calc.ulated that thirty evenings 
so spent would seem to be very long. And she reflected that 
the hours were probably going much more quickly with Emily 
Dunstable, who, no doubt, at this moment had Bernard Dale 
by her side. And then she told herself that the hours were 
not tedious with her at home, while sitting with her mother, 
with all her daily occupations within her reach. But in so 
telling herself she took herself to task, inquiring of herself 
whether such an assurance was altogether true. Were not 
the hours sometimes tedious eyen at home ? And in this way 
her mind wandered off to thoughts upon life in general, and 
she repeated to herself over and oyer again the two words 
which she had told John Eames that she would write in her 
journal. The reader will remember those two words; — Old 
Maid. And she had written them in her book, making each 
letter a capital, and round them she had drawn a scroll, 
ornamented after her own fashion, and she had added the 
date in quaintly-formed figures, — ^for in such matters Lily 
had some little skill and a dash of fun to direct it ; and she 
had inscribed below it an Italian motto, — " Who goes softly, 
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goes safely; '' and above her work of art she had put a heading 
— " As arranged by Fate for L. D." Now she thought of all 
this, and reflected whether Emily Dunstable was in truth very 
happy. Presently the tears came into her eyes, and she got 
up and went to the window, as though she were afraid that 
her uncle might wake and see them. And as she looked, 
out on the blank street, she muttered a word or two — " Dear 
mother 1 Dearest mother ! " Then the door was opened, 
and her cousin Bernard announced himself. She had not 
heard his knock at the door as she had been thinking of 
the two words in her book. 

** What ; Bernard ! — ^ah, yes, of course,'* said the squire, 
rubbing his eyes as he strove to wake himself. 'M wasn't 
sure you would come, but I'm delighted to see you. I wish 
you joy with all my heart, — with all my heart." 

'^ Of course, I should come," said Bernard. '* Dear Lily, 
this is so good of you« Emily is so delighted.'' Then lily 
spoke her congratulations warmly, and there was no trace 
of a tear in her eyes, and she was thoroughly happy as 
she sat by her cousin's side and listened to his raptures about 
Emily Dunstable. *^ And you will be so fond of her aunt/' 
he said. 

" But is she not awfully rich ? " said Lily. 

** Frightfully rich," said Bernard ; " but really you would 
hardly find it out if nobody told you. Of course she lives in 
a big house, and has a heap of servants ; but she can't help 
that." 

*^ I hate a heap of servants," said Lily. 

Then there came another knock at the door, and who 
should enter the room but John Eames. Lily for a moment 
was taken aback, but it was only for a moment. She had 
been thinking so much of him that his presence disturbed her 
for an instant. ** He probably will not know that I am here,'* 
she had said to herself; but she had not yet been three hours 
in London, and he was already with her ! At first he hardly 
spoke to her, addressing himself to the squire. '' Lady Julia 
told me you were to be here, and as I start for the Continent 
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early to-morrow morning, I thonght you would let me come 
and see you before I went/' 

"I'm always glad to see you, John," said the squire, — 
'' very glad. And so you're going abroad, are you ? " 

Then Johnny congratulated his old acquaintance, Beroard 
Dale, as to his coming marriage, and explained to them how 
Lady Julia in one of her letters had told him all about it, and 
had even given him the numb^ in Sackville Street. '* I 
suppose she learned it from you, Lily?" said the squire. 
*' Yes, uncle, she did." And then there came questions as 
to John's projected journey to the Continent, and he explained 
that he was going on law-business, on behalf of Mr. Crawley, 
to catch the dean and Mrs. Arabin, if it might be possible. 
" Ton see, sir, Mr. Toogood, who is Mr. Crawley's cousin, 
and also his lawyer, is my cousin, too ; and that's why I'm 
going." And still there had been hurdly a word spoken 
between him and Lily. 

" But you're not a lawyer, John ; are you ? " said the 
squire. 

" No. I'm not a lawyer myself." 

" Nor a lawyer's clerk." 

" Certainly not a lawyer's clerk," said Johnny, laughing. 

'^ Then why should you go ? " asked Bernard Dale. 

Then Johnny had to explain ; and in doing so he became 
very eloquent as to the hardships of Mr. Crawley's case. 
'' You see, sir, nobody can possibly believe that such a man 
as that stole twenty pounds." 

" I do not for one,^' said lily. 

*^ God forbid that I should say h« did,*' said the squire. 

*< I'm quite sure he didn't," said Johnny, warming to his 
sulrject. *' It couldn't be that* such a man as that should 
become a thief all at once. It's not human nature, sir ; is it ? " 

" It is very hard to know what is human nature," said the 
squire. 

<< It's the general opinion down in Barsetshire that he did 
steal it," said Bernard. ''Dr. Thome was. one of the magis- 
trates who committed him, and I know he thinks so." 
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'^ I don't blame the magistrates in the least/' said Johnny. 

" That's kind of yon," said the squire. 

" Of coarse yon'll langh at me, sir ; bat yoa'U see that we 
shall come oat right. There's some mystery in it of which we 
hayen't got at the bottom as yet ; and if there is anybody that 
can help as it's the dean." 

<' If the dean knows anything, why has he not written and 
told what he knows ? " said the sqaire. 

'< That's what I can't say. The dean has not had an 
opportunity of writing since he heard,— even if he has yet 
heard, — that Mr. Crawley is to be tried. And then he and 
Mrs. Arabin are not together. It's a long story, and I will 
not trouble you with it all ; but at any rate I'm going off to- 
morrow. Lily, can I do anything for you in Florence ? " 

** In Florence ? " said Lily ; " and are you really going to 
Florence ? How I envy you." 

<' And who pays your expenses ? " said the squire. 

" Well ; — as to my expenses, they are to be paid by a 
person who won't raise any unpleasant questions about the 
amount." 

" I don't know what you mean," said the squire. 

** He meaps himself," said Lily. 

" Is he going to do it out of his own pocket ? " 

'^ He is," said Lily, looking at her lover. 

** I'm going to have a trip for my own fun," said Johnny, 
<' and I shall pick up evidence on the road, as I'm going ; — 
that's all." 

Then Lily began to take an active part in the conversation, 
and a great deal was said about Mr. Crawley, and about Grace, 
and Lily declared that she would be very anxious to hear any 
news which John Eames might be able to send. " Tou know, 
John, how fond we are of your cousin Grace, at Allington ? 
Are we not, uncle ? " 

'< Yes, indeed," said the squire. ** 1 thought her a veiy 
nice girl." 

** If you should be able to learn anything that may be of 
use, John, how happy you will be." 
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*^ Yes, I shaU/' said Johnny. 

'' And I think it so good of yon to go, John. Bat it is just 
like yon. Yon were idways generons.*' Soon after that he 
got up and went. It was very clear to him that he .wonld have 
no moment in which to say a word alone to Lily ; and if he conld 
find such a moment, what good wonld snch a word do him ? 
It was as yet hnt a few weeks since she had positively refused 
him. And he too rememhered very well those two words which 
she had told him that she wonld write in her book. As he 
had been coming to the honse he had told himself that his 
coming wonld be, — conld be of no use. And yet he was dis- 
appointed with the result of his visit, although she had spoken 
to him so sweetly. 

" I suppose you'll be gone when I come back ? " he said. 

'* We shall be here a month,'' said the sqnire. 

*^ 1 shall be back long before that, I hope," said Johnny. 
"Good-by, sir. Good-by, Dale. Good-by, Lily." And he 
put out his hand to her. 

** Good-by, John." And then she added, almost in a 
whisper, "I think you are very, very right to go." How 
could he fail after that to hope as he walked home that she 
might still relent. And she also thought much of him, but 
her thoughts of him made her cling more firmly than ever to 
the two words. She could not bring herself to marry him ; 
but, at least, she would not break his heart by becoming the 
wife of any one else. Soon after this Bernard Dale went also. 
I am not sure that he had been well pleased at seeing John 
Eames become suddenly the hero of the hour. When a young 
man is going to perform so important an act as that of mar- 
riage, he is apt to think that he ought to be the hero of the 
hour himself — at any rate among his own family. 

Early on the next morning Lily was taken by her uncle to 
call upon Mrs. Thome, and to see Emily Dunstable. Bernard 
was to meet them there, but it had been arranged that they 
should reach the house first. *' There is nothing so absurd 
I as these introductions," Bernard had said. '^ You go and look 
at her, and when you've had time to look at her, then 111 
II. 2 
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come 1 " So the squire and Lily went off to look at Emily 
Dunstable. 

<< You don't mean to say that she lives. in that house?" 
said Lily, when the cab was stopped before an enormous 
mansion in one of the most fashionable of the London squares. 

'* I beUeye she does/' said Uie squire. 

** I never shall be able to speak to anybody living in such 
a house as that," said Lily. " A duke couldn't have anything 
grander." 

<< Mrs. Thome is richer than half the dukes," said the 
squire. Then the door was opened by a porter, and Lily 
found herself within the hall. Everything was very great, and 
very magnificent, and, as she thought, very uncomfortable. 
Presently she heard a loud jovial voice on the stairs. 
** Mr. Dale, I'm delighted to see you. And this is your niece 
Lily. Come up, my dear. There is a young woman upstairs, 
dying to embrace you. Never mind the umbrella. Put it 
down anywhere. I want to have a look at you, because 
Bernard swears that you're so pretty." This was Mrs. Thorne, 
once Miss Dunstable, the richest woman in England, and the 
aunt of Bernard's bride. The reader may perhaps remember 
the advice which she once gave to Migor Grantly, and her 
enthusiasm on that occasion. '' There she is, Mr. Dale ; 
what do you think of her ? " said Mrs. Thome, as she opened 
the door of a small sitting-room wedged in between two large 
saloons, in which Emily Dunstable was sitting. 

^* Aunt Martha, how can you be so ridiculous ? " said the 
young lady. 

'< I suppose it is ridiculous to ask the question to which 
one really wants to have an answer," said Mrs. Thome. 
'^ But Mr. Dale has, in tmth, come to inspect you, and to 
form an opinion ; and, in honest tmth, I shall be very 
anxious to know what he thinks, — though, of course, he won't 
teU me." 

The old man took the girl in his arms, and kissed her on 
both cheeks. ''I have no doubt you will find out what I 
think," he said, " though I should never tell you." 
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'' I generally do find out what people think/' she said. 
" And so you're Lily Dale ? " 
"Yes, rm Lily Dale." 

" I have so often beard of yon, pariicolarly of late ; for 
yon mnst know that a certain Major . Grantly is a friend of 
mine. We mnst take care that that afihir comes off all right, 
must we not ? " 

" I hope it will." Then Lily tuned to Emily Dunstable, 
and, taking her hand, went up and sat beside her, while 
Mrs. Thome and the squire talked of the coming marriage. 
*^ How long haye you been engaged ? " said Lily, 

"Beally engaged, about three weeks. I think it is not 
more than three weeks ago." 

" How very discreet Bernard has been. He never told us 
a word about it while it was going on." 

<< Men neyer do tell, I suppose," said Emily Dunstable. 
" Of course you love him very dearly ? " said Lily, not 
knowing what else to say. 
" Of course I do." 

" So do we. You know he's almost a brother to us ; that 
is, to mo and my sister. We never had a brother of our own." 
And so the morning was passed, till Lily was told by her uncle 
to come away, a^id was told also by Mrs. Thome that she was 
to dine with them in.the Square on that day. '^ You must not 
be surprised that my husband is not here," she said. ''He is 
a veiy odd sort of man, and he never comea to London if he 
can help it." 



• 09 



CHAPTER in. 

THE BAYSWATEB ROMANCE . 

^^AMEs had by no means done his work for that evening when 
be 1^ Mr. Dale and Lily at their lodgings. He had other 
bnnnesB on hand to which he had promised to give attention, 
and another person to see who would welcome his coming qtdte 
^ warmly, tiiough by no means as pleasantly, as Lily Dale. 
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It was then just nine o'clock, and as lie had told Miss Demo- 
lines, — ^Madalina we may as well call her now, — ^that he would 
be in Porchester Terrace by nine at the latest, it was 
incumbent on him to make haste. He got into a cab, and bid 
the cabman drive hard, and, lighting a cigar, began to inquire 
of himself whether it was well for him to hurry away from the 
presence of Lily Dale to that of Madalina Demolines. He felt 
that he was haJf-ashamed of what he was doing. Though he 
declared to himself over and over again that he neyer had said 
a word, and never intended to say a word, to Madalina, which all 
the world might not hear, yet he knew that he was doing amiss. 
He was doing amiss, and half repented it, and yet he was half 
proud of it. He was most anxious to be able to give himself credit 
for his constancy to Lily Dale ; to be able to feel that he was 
steadfast in his passion ; and yet he liked the idea of amusing 
himself with his Bayswater romance, as he would call it, and 
was not without something^of conceit as he thought of the 
progress he had made in it. '' Love is one thing and 
amusement is another," he said to himself as he puffed the 
cigar-smoke out of his mouth ; and in his heart he was proud 
of his own capacity for enjoyment. He thought it a fine 
thing, although at the same moment he knew it to be an evil 
thing — ^this hurrying away from the young lady whom lie 
really loved, to another as to whom he thought it very likely 
that he should be caUed upon to pretend to love her. And lie 
sang a little song as he went, *' If she be not fair for me, what 
care I how fair she be." That was intended to apply to 
Lily, and was used as an excuse for his fickleness in going to 
Miss Demolines. And he was, perhaps, too, a little conceited 
as to his mission to the Continent. Lily had told him that 
she was very glad that he was going ; that she thought him 
very right to go. The words had been pleasant to his ears, 
and Lily had never looked prettier in his eyes than when she 
had spoken them. Johnny, therefore, was rather proud of 
himself as he sat in the cab smoking his cigar. He had, 
moreover, beaten his old enemy Sir Raffle Buffle in another 
contest, and he felt that the world was smiling on him ; — ^that 
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the world was smiling on him in spite of his cruel fate in the 
matter of his real loye-snit. 

There was a mystery about the Bayswater romance which 
was not without its allurement, and a portion of the mystery 
was connected with Madalina's mother. Lady Demolines was 
very rarely seen, and John Eames could not quite understand 
what was the manner of life of that unfortunate lady. Her 
danghter usually spoke of her with affectionate regret as being 
unable to appear on that particular occasion on account of 
some passing malady. She was suffering from a nervous 
headache, or was afflicted with bronchitis, or had been touched 
with rheumatism, so that she was seldom on the scene when 
Johnny was passing his time at Porchester Terrace. And yet 
he heard of her dining out, and going to plays and operas ; 
and when he did chance to see her, he found that she was a 
sprightly old woman enough. I will not venture to say that he 
much regretted the absence of Lady Demolines, or that he was 
keenly alive to the impropriety of being left alone with the 
gentle Madalina; but the customary absence of the elder 
lady was an incident in the romance which did not Mi to 
strike him. 

Madalina was alone when he was shown up into the 
drawing-room on the evening of which we are speaking. 

" Mr. Eames,*' she said, << will you kindly look at that 
watch which is lying on the table." She looked full at him 
with her great eyes wide open, and the tone of her voice was 
intended to show him that she was aggrieved. 

'<Yes, I see it,'' said John, looking down on Miss 
Demolines' little gold Geneva watch, with which he had 
already made sufficient acquaintance to know that it was 
worth nothing. " Shall I give it you ? " 

** No, Mr. Eames ; let it remain there, that it may remind 
me, if it does not remind you, by how long a time you have 
broken your word." 

"Upon my word I couldn't help it; — ^upon my honour 
I couldn't." 

" Upon your honour, Mr. Eames ! " 
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'* I was obliged io go and see a friend who has just eome to 
town from my part of the country." 

<< That is the friend, I suppose, of whom I have heard from 
Maria.'' It is to be feared that Conway Dalrymple had not 
been so guarded as he should have been in some of his conver- 
sations with Mrs. Dobbs Broughton, and that a word or two 
had escaped from him as to the love of John Eames for 
Lily Dale. 

'' I don't know what you may have heard,"; said Johnny^ 
" but I was obliged to see these people before. I left town. 
There is going to be a marriage and all that sort of thing." 

" Who is going to be married ? " 

*' One Captain Dale is going to be married to one. Migs 
Dunstable." 

'' Oh I And as to one Miss Lily Dale, — ^is she to be 
married* to anybody ? " 

*' Not that I haye heard of," said Johnny. 

*' She is not going to become the wife of one Mr. John 
Eames ? " 

He did not wish to talk to Miss Demolines about Lily- 
Dale. He did not choose to disown the imputation, or tp 
acknowledge its truth. 

" Silence gives consent," she said. ** If it be so, I con- 
gratulate you. I have no doubt she is a most charming young 
woman. It is about seven years, I believe, since that little 
affair with Mr. Crosbie, and therefoxe that, I suppose, may be 
considered as forgotten." 

" It is only three years," said Johnny, angrily. " Besides, 
I don't know what that has to do with ii." 

<< You need not be ashamed," said Madalina. *^ I have 
heard how well you behaved on that occasion. You were quite 
the preux chevalier ; and if any gentleman ever deserved well 
of a lady you deserved well of her. I wonder how Mr. Crosbie 
felt when he met you the other day at Maria's. I had not heard 
anything about it then, or I should have been much more 
interested in watching your meeting." 

" I really can't say how he felt." 
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*^ I daresay not ; but I saw him shake hands wiUi yon. 
And so Lily Dale lits come to town ? " 

'* Tes, — ^Miss Dale is here with her uncle.*' 

" And you are going away to-morrow ? " 

" Yes, — and I am going away to-morrow." 

After that there was a pause in the conversation. Eames 
was sick of it, and was very anxious to change the conversation. 
Miss Demolines was sitting in the shadow, away from the light, 
with her face half hidden by her hands. At last she jumped up, 
and came roimd and stood opposite to him. ** I charge you to 
tell me truly, John Eames,'' she said, *^ whether Miss Lilian 
Dale is engaged to you as your fiiture wife ? " He looked up 
into her face, but made no immediate answer. Then she 
repeated her demand. '< I ask you whether you are engaged 
io marry Miss Lilian Dale, and I expect a reply." 

*^ What makes you ask me such a question as that ? " 

*' What makes me ask you ? Do you deny my right to 
feel so much interest in you as to desire to know whether you 
are about to be married ? Of course you can decline to tell 
me if you choose." 

" And if I were to decline ? " 

'* I should know then that it was true, and I should think 
{hat you were a coward." 

** I don't see any cowardice in the matter* One does not 
talk about that kind of thing to everybody." 

" Upon my word, Mr. Eames, you are complimentary ;— 
indeed you are. To everybody ! I am everybody, — am I ? 
That is your idea of — friendship! You may be sure that 
after that I shall ask no further questions." 

** I didn't mean it in the way you've taken it, Madalina." 

*' In what way did you mean it, sir ? Eveiybody I 
Mr. Eames, you must excuse me if I say that I am not well 
enough this evening to bear the company of — everybody. I 
think you had better leave me. I think that you had 
better go." 

" Are you angry with me ? " 

" Yes, I am, — ^very angry. Because I have condescended 
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to feel an interest in your welfare, and have asked jon a 
question which I thonght that our intimacy justified, you tell 
me that that is a kind of thing that yon will not talk abont to 
— everybody, I beg you to understand that I will not be your 
everybody. Mr. Eames, there is the door,** 

Things had now become very serious. Hitherto Johnny 
had been seated comfortably in the comer of a sofa, and had 
not found himself bound to move, though Miss Demolines was 
standing before him. But now it was absolutely necessary 
that he should do something. He must either go, or else he 
must make entreaty to be allowed to remain. Would it not 
be expedient that he should take the lady at her word and 
escape ? She was still pointing to the door, and the way was 
.open to him. If he were to walk out now of course he would 
never return, and there would be the end of the Bayswater 
romance. If he remained it might be that the romance would 
become troublesome. He got up from his seat, and had 
almost resolved that he would go. Had she not somewhat 
relaxed the majesty of her anger as he rose, had the fire of 
her eye not been somewhat quenched and the lines of her 
mouth softened, I think that he would have gone. The 
romance would have been over, and he would have felt that it 
had come to an inglorious end ; but it would have been well 
for him that he should have gone. Though the fire was 
somewhat quenched and the lines were somewhat softened, 
she was still pointing to the door. '<Do you mean it?" 
he said. 

** I do mean it, — certainly.*' 

'* And this is to be the end of everything ? " 

" I do not know what you mean by everything. It is a 
very little everything to you, I should say. I do not quite 
understand your everything and your everybody." 

** I will go, if you wish me to go, of course." 

*' I do wish it." 

'' But before I go, you must permit me to excuse myself* 
I did not intend to ofifend you. I merely meant " 

« You merely meant ! Give me an honest answer io 
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a downright qncsiion. Are yoa engaged to Miss Lilian 
Dale?" 

"No;— I am not." 

" Upon yonr honour ? " 

" Do yon think that I wonld tell yon a falsehood ahont it ? 
What I meant was that it is a kind of thing one doesn't like 
talking ahont, merely because stories are bandied about. 
People are so fond of saying that this man is engaged to that 
woman, and of making up tales ; and it seems to be so foolish 
to contradict such things." 

" But yon know that you used to be very fond of her ? " 

He had taken up his hat when he had risen from the sofa, 
and was still standing with it ready in his hand. He was even 
now half-minded to escape ; and the name of Lily Dale in 
Miss Demolines' mouth was so distasteful to him that he would 
liave done so, — he would have gone in sheer disgust, had she 
not stood in his way, so that he could not escape without 
moving her, or going round behind the sofa. She did not stir 
to make way for him, and it may be that she understood that 
He was her prisoner, in spite of her late command to him to 
go. It may be, also, that she understood his vexation and 
the cause of it, and that she saw the expediency of leaving 
Lily Dale alone for the present. At any rate, she pressed him 
no more upon the matter. '^ Are we to be £dends again ? '* 
she said. 

" I hope so," replied Johnny. 

" There is my hand, then." So Johnny took her hand 
and pressed it, and held it a little while, — just long enough to 
seem to give a meaning to the action. '* You will get to 
understand me some day," she said, '< and will learn that I do 
^oi Hke to be reckoned among the everybodies by those for 
vhom I really — really — ^really have a regard. When I am 
fingry, I am angry." 

" Yon were Yerj angry just now, when you showed me the 
^ay to the door." 

** And I meant it too, — ^for the minute. Only think, — 
Apposing you had gone 1 We should never have seen each 
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other again ; — ^never, never ! What a change one word xaay 
make I '* 

*' One word often does make a change." 

"Does it not? Just a little * yes/ or *no.' A *no'' is 
said when a ' yes ' is meant, and then there comes no second 
chance, and what a change that may he from bright hopes to 
desolation I Or, worse again, a 'yes * is said when a 'no * 
should be said — ^when the speaker knows that it should be 
'no.' What a difference that ^ no * makes ! When one thinks 
of it, one wonders that a woman should ever say anything but 
• no. 

" They never did say anything else to me,'' said Johnny. 

*^ I don't believe it. I daresay the h'uth is, you never 
asked anybody." 

** Did anybody ever ask you ? " 

" What would you give to know ? But I will tell you 
frankly — yes. And once, — once I thought that my answer 
would not have been a ' no.' " 

** But you changed your mind ? " 

'' When the moment came 1 could not bring myself to say 
the word that should rob me of my liberty for ever. I had 
said * no ' to him often enough before, — ^poor fellow ; and on 
this occasion he told me that he asked for the last time. ' I 
shall not give myself another chance,' he said, ' for I shall be 
on board ship within a week.' I merely bade him good-by. It 
was the only answer I gave him. He understood me, and 
since that day his foot has never pressed his native soil." 

" And was it all because you are so fond of your liberty ? '* 
said Johnny. 

"Perhaps, — ^I did not — ^love him," said Miss Demolines, 
thoughtfully. She was now again seated in her chair, and 
John Eames had gone back to his comer of the sofiEi. " If I 
had really loved him I suppose it would have been otherwise. 
He was a gallant fellow, and had two thousand a year of his 
own, in India stock and other securities." 

** Dear me ! And he has not married yet ? " 

" He wrote me word to say that he would never many till 
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X was married, — ^but that on the day that he should hear of 
xnj wedding, he would go to the first single woman near him 
and propose. It was a droll thing to say ; was it not 9 " 
'< The single woman onght to feel herself flattered.'-' 
'< Ho would find plenty to accept him. Besides being so 
well off he was a very handsome fellow, and is connected with 
people of title. He had everything to recommend him.*' 
" And yet you refused him so often ? " 
** Yes. You think I was foolish ;^ — do you not ? " ' 

" I don't think you were at all foolish if you didn't care for 
him." 

" It was my destiny, I suppose ; I daresay I was wrong. 
Other girls marry without violent love, and do very well after- 
wards. Look at Maria Clntterbuck." 

The name of Maria Clutterbuck had become odious to 
John Eames. As long as Miss Demolines would continue to 
talk about herself he could listen with some amount of gratifi- 
cation. Conversation on that subject was the natural progress 
of the Bayswater romance. And if Madalina would only call 
her friend by her present name, he had no strong objection to 
an occasional mention of the lady ; but the combined names of 
Maria Clutterbuck had come to be absolutely distasteful to 
bim. He did not believe in the Maria Clutterbuck friendship, 
— either in its past or present existence, as described by 
Madalina. Indeed, he did not put strong faith in anything 
that Madalina said to him. In the handsome gentleman with 
two thousand a year he did not believe at all. But the hand- 
some gentleman had only been mentioned once in the course 
of his acquaintance with Miss Demolines, whereas Maria 
Clutterbuck had come up so often I '* Upon my word I must 
wish you good-by," he said. "It is going on for eleven 
o'clock, and I have to start to-morrow at seven." 
" What difference does that make ? " 
" A fellow wants to get a little sleep, you know." 
" Go then ; — ^go and get your sleep. What a sleepy- 
headed generation it is." Johnny longed to ask her whether 
the last generation was less sleepy-headed, and whether the 
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gentleman with two thousand a year had sat np talking all 
night before he pressed his foot for the last time on his native 
soil ; but he did not dare. As he said to himself afterwards, 
*' It would not do to bring the Bayswater romance too suddenly 
to its termination ! " '* But before you go/' she continued, 
^' I must say a word to you about that picture. Did you 
speak to Mr. Dalrymple ? " 

" I did not. I have been so busy with diflferent things 
that I have not seen him.*' 

" And now you are going ? '* 

" Well, — to tell the truth, I think I shall see him to-night, 
in spite of my being so sleepy-headed. I wrote him a line 
that I would look in and smoke a cigar with him if he chanced 
to be at home ! " 

" And that is why you want to go. A gentleman cannot 
live without his cigar now." 

''It is especially at your bidding that I am going to 
see him." 

** Go, then, — and make your friend understand that if he 
continues this picture of his, he will bring himself to great 
trouble, and will probably ruin the woman for whom he 
professes, I presume, to feel something like friendship. You 
may tell him that Mrs. Van Siever has already heard of it." 

" Who told her ? " demanded Johnny. 

« Never mind. You need not look at me like that. It 
was not I. Do you suppose that secrets can be kept when so 
many people know them ? Every servant in Maria's house 
knows all about it." 

"As for that, I don't suppose Mrs. Broughton makes any 
great secret of it." 

" Do you think she has told Mr. Broughton ? I am sure 
she has not. I may say I know she has not. Maria Clutter- 
buck is infatuated. There is no other excuse to be made 
for her." 

** Good-by," said Johnny, hurriedly. 

" And you really are going ? " 

" Well, — ^yes. I suppose so." 
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'* Go then. I have nothing more to say to yon." 

" I shall come and call directly I retom,'* said Johnny. 

** Yon may do as you please ahont that, sir." 

*' Do yon mean that yon won't be glad to see me again ? *' 

'^ I am not going to flatter yon, Mr. Eames. Mamma will 
be well by that time, I hope, and I do not mind telling you 
that you are a favourite with her." Johnny thought that this 
was particularly kind, as he had seen so very little of the old 
lady. " If yon choose to call upon her," said Madalina, " of 
coarse she will be glad to see you." 

** But I was speaking of yourself, you know ? " and 
Johnny permitted himself for a moment to look tenderly 
at her. 

*'Then from myself pray understand that I will say nothing 
to flatter your self-love." 

'* I thought you would be kinder just when I was going 
away." 

*^ I think I have been quite kind enough. As you observed 
yourself just now, it is nearly eleven o'clock, and I must ask 
you to go away. Bon voyage, and a happy return to you." 

** And you will be glad to see me when I am back ? Tell 
me that yon will be glad to see me." 

" I will tell you nothing of the kind. Mr. Eames, if you 
do, I will be very angry with you." And then he went. 

On his way back to his own lodgings he did call on 
Conway Dalrymple, and in spite of his need for early rising, 
sat smoking with the artist for an hour. ** If you don't take 
care, young man," said his friend, ** you will flnd yourself in 
a scrape with your Madalina." 

'* What sort of a scrape ? " 

"As you walk away from Porchester Terrace some fine 
^y* you will have to congratulate yourself on having made a 
successful overture towards matrimony." 

" You don't think I am such a fool as that comes to ? " 
'' Other men as wise as you have done the same sort of 
thing. Miss Demolines is very clever, and I dare say you 
find it amusing." 
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'< It isn't so mncli that she's cleyer, and I can hardly say 
that it is amusing. One gets awfally tired of it, yon know. 
But a fellow mnst have something to do, and that is as good 
as. anything else." 

'< I suppose you have not heard that one young man 
leyanted last year to save himself from a hreach of promise 
case ? " 

" I wonder whether he had any fnoney in Indian secu- 
rities?" 

" What makes you ask that.? " 
. " Nothing particular." 

<< Whateyer little he had he chose to save, and I think I 
heard that he went to Canada. His name was Shorter ; and 
they say that, on the eye of his going, Madalina sent him 
word that she had no ohjection to the colonies, and that, 
under the pressing emergency of his expatriation, she was 
willing to hecome Mrs. Shorter with more expedition than 
usually attends fashionable weddings. Shorter, however, 
escaped, and has never been seen back again." 

Eames declared that he did not believe a word of it. 
Nevertheless, as he walked home he came to the conclusion 
that Mr. Shorter must have been the handsome gentleman 
with Indian securities, to whom '^ no " had been said once 
too often. 

While sitting with Conway Dalrymple, he had forgotten to 
say a word about Jael and Sisera. 



CHAPTER rV. 

DR. TEMPEST AT THE PALACE. 

Intimation had been sent from the palace to Dr. Tempest of 
Silverbridge of the bishop's intention that a commission should 
be held by him, as rural dean, with other neighbouring clergy- 
men, as assessors with him, that inquiry might be made on the 
part of the Church into the question of Mr. Crawley's guilt. It 
must be understood that by this time the opinion had become 
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very general that Mr. Crawley had been gniltj, — ^ihat he had 
found the cheque in his honse, and that he had, after holding 
it for many months, snccumbed to temptation, and applied it to 
his own purposes. But yarious excuses were made for him by 
those who so belieyed. In the first place it was felt by all who 
really knew anything of the man*s character, that the very fact 
of his committing such a crime proved him to be hardly 
responsible for his actions. He must have known, had not all 
judgment in such matters been taken fi*om him, that the cheque 
would certainly be traced back to his hands. No attempt had 
been made in the disposing of it to dispose of it in such a way 
that the trace should be obliterated. He had simply given it 
to a neighbour with a direction to have it cashed, and had 
written his own name on the back of it. And therefore, 
though there could be no doubt as toi the thefb in the mind of 
those who supposed that he had found the cheque in his own 
house, yet the guilt of the theft seemed to be almost annihi* 
lated by the folly of the thief. And then his poverty, and his 
struggles, and the sufferings oi his wife, were remembered ; .and 
stories were told firom mouth to mouth of his industry in his 
profession, of his great zeal among those brickmakers of Hoggle 
Bud, of acts of charity done by him which startled the people 
of the district into admiration ; — ^how he had worked with his 
own hands for the sick poor to whom he could not give relief in 
money, turning a woman's mangle for a couple of hours, and 
carrying a boy's load along the lanes.. Dr. Tempest and others 
declared that he had derogated from the dignity of his position 
as an English parish clergyman by such acts ; but, never- 
theless, the stories of these deeds acted strongly on the 
niinds of both men and women, creating an admiration for 
Mr. Crawley which was much stronger than the condemnation 
of his guilt. 

£ven Mrs. Walker and her daughter, and the Miss Pretty- 
mans, had so far given way that they had ceased to asseverate 
their belief in Mr. Crawley's innocence. They contented 
themselves now with simply expressing a hope that he would 
be acquitted by a jury, and that when he should be so acquitted 
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the thing might be allowed to rest. If he had sinned, no doubt 
he had repented. And then there were serious debates whether 
he might not have stolen the money without mnch sin, being 
mad or half-mad, — touched with madness when he took it ; and 
whether he might not, in spite of such temporary touch of 
madness, be well fitted for his parish duties. Sorrow had 
afflicted him grievously; but that sorrow, though it had 
incapacitated him for the management of his own af&irs, had 
not rendered him unfit for the ministrations of his parish. 
Such were the arguments now used in his favour by the women 
around him ; and the men were not keen to contradict them. 
The wish that he should be acquitted and allowed to remain in 
his parsonage was very general. 

When therefore it became known that the bishop had 
decided to put on foot another investigation, with the view of 
bringing Mr. Crawley's conduct under ecclesiastical condem- 
nation, almost everybody accused the bishop of persecution. 
I'he world of the diocese declared that Mrs. Proudie was at 
work, and that the bishop himself was no better than a puppet. 
It was in vain that certain clear-headed men among the clergy, 
of whom Dr. Tempest himself was one, pointed out that the 
bishop after all might perhaps be right ; — ^that if Mr. Crawley 
were guilty, and if he should be found to have been so by a 
jury, it might be absolutely necessary that an ecclesiastical 
court should take some cognizance of the crime beyond that 
taken by the civil law. "The jury," said Dr. Tempest, 
discussing the case with Mr. Eobarts and other clerical 
neighbours, — " the jury may probably find him guilty and 
recommend him to mercy. The judge will have heard his 
character, and will have been made acquainted with his 
manner of life, and ^vill deal as lightly with the case as the 
law will allow him. For aught I know he may be imprisoned 
for a month. I wish it might be for no more than a day, — or 
an hour. But when he comes out from his month's imprison- 
ment, — ^how then ? Surely it should be a case for ecclesiastical 
inquiry, whether a clergyman who has committed a theft should 
be allowed to go into his pulpit directly he comes out of 



DB. TEMPEST AT THE PALACE. 83 

prison?" But the answer to this was that Mr. Crawley 
always had been a good clergyman, was a good clergyman 
at this moment, and would be a good clergyman when he did 
eome out of prison. 

But Dr. Tempest, though he had argued in this way, was 
by no means eager for the commencement of the commission 
over which he was to be called upon to preside. In spite of 
such arguments as the above, which came from the man's 
head when his head was brought to bear upon the matter, 
there was a thorough desire within his heart to oppose the 
bishop. He had no strong sympathy with Mr. Crawley, as 
had others. He would have had Mr. Crawley silenced without 
regret, presuming Mr. Crawley to have been guilty. But he 
had a much stronger feeling with regard to the bishop. Had 
there been any question of silencing the bishop, — could it 
haye been possible to take any steps in that direction, — ^he 
would haye been very active. It may therefore be understood 
that in spite of his defence of the bishop's present proceedings 
as to the commission, he was anxious that the bishop should 
fail, and anxious to put impediments in the bishop's way, 
should it appear to him that he could do so with justice. 
Dr. Tempest was well known among his parishioners to be 
hard and unsympathetic, some said unfeeling also, and cruel ; 
but it was admitted by those who disliked him the most that 
he was both practical and just, and that he cared for the 
welfare of many, though he was rarely touched by the misery 
of one. Such was the man who was rector of Silverbridge 
and rural dean in the district, and who was now called upon 
by the bishop to assist him in making further inquiry as to 
this wretched cheque for twenty pounds. 

Once at this period Archdeacon Grantly and Dr. Tempest 
met each other and discussed the question of Mr. Crawley's 
guilt. Both these men were inimical to the present bishop of 
the diocese, and both had perhaps respected the old bishop 
beyond all other men. But they were different in this, that 
the archdeacon hated Dr. Proudie as a partisan, — ^whereas 
Dr. Tempest opposed the bishop on certain principles which 
II. 8 
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lie endeavonred to make clear, at any rate to himself. 
*^ Wrong I *' said the archdeacon, speaking of the hishop*s 
intention of issuing a conunission — *< of course he is wrong. 
How could anything right come from him or from her ? I 
should he sorry to have to do his hidding." 

" I think you are a little hard upon Bishop Proudie," said 
Dr. Tempest, 

** One cannot be hard upon him," said the archdeacon. 
<< He is so scandalously weak, and she is so radically yicious, 
that they cannot but be wrong together. The very fact that 
such a man should be a bishop among us is to me terribly 
strong evidence of evil days coming." 

'* You are more impulsive than I am," said Dr. Tempest. 
" In this case I am sorry for the poor man, who is, I am sure, 
honest in the main. But I believe that in such a case your 
father would have done just what the present bishop is doing ; 
— ^that he could have done nothing else ; and as I think that 
Dr. Froudie is right I shall do all that I can to assist him in 
the commission." 

The bishop's secretary had written to Dr. Tempest, telling 
him of the bishop's purpose ; and now, in one of the last days 
of March, the bii^op himself wrote to Dr. Tempest, asking 
him to come over to the palace. The letter was worded most 
courteously, and expressed, very feelingly the great regret 
which the writer felt at being obliged to take these proceedings 
against a clergyman in his diocese. Bishop Froudie knew 
how to write such a letter. By the writing of such letters, 
and by the making of speeches in the same strain, he 
had become Bishop of Barchester. Now, in this letter, 
he begged Dr. Tempest to come over to him, saying how 
delighted Mrs. Froudie would be to see him at the palace. 
Then he went on to explain the great difficulty which he 
felt, and great sorrow also, in dealing with this matter of 
Mr. Crawley. He looked, therefore, confidently for Dr. Tem- 
pest's assistance. Thinking to do the best for Mr. Crawley, 
and anxious to enable Mr. Crawley to remain in quiet retire- 
ment till the trial should be over, he had sent a clergyman 
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over to Hogglestock, who wonld have relieved Mr. Crawley 
from the burden of the church-services ; — ^but Mr. Crawley 
would have none of this relief. Mr. Crawley had been 
obstinate and overbearing, and had persisted in claiming 
his right to his own pulpit. Therefore was the bishop 
obliged to interfere legally, and therefore was he under 
the necessity of asking Dr. Tempest to assist him. Would 
Dr. Tempest come over on the Monday, and stay till the 
Wednesday ? 

The letter was a very good letter, and Dr. Tempest was 
obliged to do as he was asked. He so far modified the bishop's 
proposition that he reduced the sojourn at the palace by one 
night: He wrote to say that he would have the pleasure of 
dining with the bishop and Mrs. Proudie on the Monday, but 
would return home on the Tuesday, as soon as the business in 
hand would permit him. ** I shall get on very well with him,** 
he said to his wife before he started ; '* but I am afraid of the 
woman. If she interferes, there will be a row." " Then, my 
dear," said his wife, ** there will be a row, for I am told that 
she always interferes." On reaching the palace about half-an- 
hour before dinner-time. Dr. Tempest found that other guests 
were expected, and on descending to the great yellow drawing- 
room, which was used only on state occasions, he encountered 
Hi's. Proudie and two of her daughters arrayed in a full 
panoply of female armour. She received him with her sweetest 
Bmilee, and if there had been any former enmity between 
Bilverbridge and the palace, it was now all forgotten. She 
regretted greatly that Mrs. Tempest had not accompanied the 
doctor; — for Mrs. Tempest also had been invited. But 
Mrs. Tempest was not quite as weD as she might have been, 
the doctor had said, and veiy rarely slept away from home. 
And then the bishop came in and greeted his guest with his 
pleasantest good-humour. It was quite a sorrow to him that 
Bilverbridge was so distant, and that he saw so little of 
^^r. Tempest;- but he hoped that that might be somewhat 
Blended now, and that leisure might be found for social 
delights ;— to all which Dr. Tempest said but little, bowing 
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to the bishop at each separate expression of his lordship's 
kindness. 

There were guests there that evening who did not often sit 
at the bishop's table. The archdeacon and Mrs. Grantlj had 
been summoned from Plnmstead, and had obeyed the summons. 
Great as was the enmity between the bishop and the arch- 
deacon, it had never quite taken the form of open palpable 
hostility. Each, therefore, asked the other to dinner perhaps 
once every year ; and each went to the other, perhaps, once in 
two years. And Dr. Thome from Chaldicotes was there, but 
without his wife, who in these days was up in London. Mrs. 
Proudie always expressed a warm friendship for Mrs. Thome, 
and on this occasion loudly regretted her absence. '^Yon 
must tell her, Dr. Thome, how exceedingly much we miss 
her." Dr. Thome, who was accustomed to hear his wife speak 
of her dear friend Mrs. Proudie with almost unmeasured ridi- 
cule, promised that he would do so. " We are so sorry the 
Luftons couldn^t come to us,*' said Mrs. Proudie, — not allud- 
ing to the dowager, of whom it was well known that no earthly 
inducement would have sufficed to make her put her foot within 
Mrs. Proudie's room ; — " but one of the children is ill, and 
she could not leave him.** But the Greshams were there from 
Boxall Hill, and the Thomes from Ullathome, and, with the 
exception of a single chaplain, who pretended to carve. 
Dr. Tempest and the archdeacon were the only clerical guests 
at the table. From all which Dr. Tempest knew that the 
bishop was anxious to treat him with special consideration on 
the present occasion. 

The dinner was rather long and ponderous, and occasionally 
almost dull. The archdeacon talked a good deal, but a 
bystander with an acute ear might have understood from the 
tone of his voice that he was not talking as he would have 
talked among friends. Mrs. Proudie felt this, and understood 
it, and was angry. She could never find herself in the pre- 
sence of the archdeacon without becoming angry. Her accurate 
ear would always appreciate the defiance of episcopal autho- 
rity, as now existing in Barchester, which was concealed, or 
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only half concealed, by all the archdeacon's words. Bat the 
bishop was not so keen, nor so easily roused to wrath ; and 
though the presence of his enemy did to a certain degree cow 
him, he strove to fight against the feeling with renewed good- 
hnmonr. 

" Yon have improved so upon the old days,'* said the arch- 
deacon, speaking of some small matter with reference to the 
cathedral, ^^ that one hardly knows the old place." 

*' I hope we have not &llen ofif," said the bishop, with a 
smile. 

" We have improved, Dr. Grantly," said Mrs. Proudie, 
with great emphasis on her words. " What you say is true. 
We have improved." 

'' Not a doubt about that," said the archdeacon. Then 
Mrs. Grantly interposed, strove to change the subject, and 
threw oil upon the waters. 

** Talking of improvements," said Mrs. Grantly, ** what an 
excellent row of houses they have built at the bottom of High 
Street. I wonder who is to live in them ? " 

^' I remember when that was the very worst part of the 
town," said Dr. Thome. 

^' And now they're asking seventy pounds apiece for houses 
which did not cost above six hundred each to build," said 
Mr. Thome of Ullathome, with that seeming dislike of modem 
saccess which is evinced by most of the elders of the 
world. 

** And who is to live in them ? " asked Mrs. Grantly. 

** Two of them have been already taken by clergymen," 
said the bishop, in a tone of triumph. 

** Yes," said the archdeacon, *' and the houses in the Close 
which used to be the residences of the prebendaries have been 
leased out to tallow-chandlers and retired brewers. That 
comes of the working of the Ecclesiastical Commission." 

** And why not ? " demanded Mrs. Proudie. 

** Why not, indeed, if you like to have tallow-chandlers 
next door to you ? " said the archdeacon. "In the old days, 
we would sooner have had our brethren near to us." 
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^< There is nothing, Dr. Grantly, so objectionable in a 
cathedral town as a lot of idle clergymen," said Mrs. Proudie.. 

'' It is beginning to be a question to me," said the arch- 
deacon, ^* whether there is any use in clergymen at all for the 
present generation." 

"Dr. Grantly, those cannot be your real sentiments," 
said Mrs. Proudie. Then Mrs. Grantly, working hard in her 
vocation as a peacemaker, changed the eouTersation again, 
and began to talk of the American war. But even that was 
made matter of discord on church matters, — ^the archdeacon 
professing an opinion that the Southerners were Christian 
gentlemen, and the Northerners infidel snobs ; whereas 
Mrs. Proudie had an idea that the Gospel was preached 
with genuine zeal in the Northern States. And at each such 
outbreak the poor bishop would laugh uneasily, and say a 
word or two to which no one paid much attention. And so 
the dinner went on, not always in the most pleasant manner 
for those who preferred continued social good-humour to the 
occasional excitement of a half- suppressed battle. 

Not a word was said about Mr. Crawley. Whien Mrs. Proudie- 
and the ladies had left the dining-room, the bishop strove to 
get up a little lay conversation. He spoke to Mr. Thome 
about his game, and to Dr. Thome about his timber, and 
even to Mr. Gresham about his hounds. "It is not so very 
many years, Mr. Gresham," said he, " since the Bishop of 
Barchester was expected to keep hounds himself," and the 
bishop laughed at his own joke. 

" Your lordship shall have them back at the palace next 
season," said young Frank Gresham, ** if you will promise to 
do the county justice." 

** Ha, ha, ha ! " laughed the bishop. " What do you say, 
Mr. Tozer ? " Mr. Tozer was the chaplain on duty. 

"I. have not the least objection in the world, my lord," 
said Mr. Tozer, " to act as second whip." 

" I'm afraid you'll find them an expensive adjunct to the 
episcopate," said the archdeacon. And then the joke was 
over; for there had been a rumour, now for some years 
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prevalent in Barohesier, that Bishop Proadie was not liberal 
in his expenditure. As Mr. Thome said afterwards to his 
consin the doctor, the archdeacon might have spared that 
sneer. *^ The archdeacon will never spare the man who sits 
in his &.ther*s seat," said the doctor. << The pity of it is that 
men who are so thordughlj different in all their sympathies 
should ever be brought into contact. " Dear, dear," said the 
archdeacon, as he stood afterwards on the rug before the 
drawing-room fire, " how many rubbers of whist I have seen 
played in this room.** ** I sincerely hope that you will never 
see another played here,** said Mrs. Proudie. '*I'm quite 
sure that I shall not,*' said the archdeacon. For this last 
sally his wife scolded him bitterly on their way home. " You 
know very well,*' she said, '' that the times are changed, and 
that if you. were Bishop of Barchester yourself you would 
not have whist played in the palace.** "I only know,** said 
he, '* that when we had the whist we had some true religion 
idong with it, and some good sense and good feeling also." 
" You cannot be right to sneer at others for doing what you 
would do yourself,*' said his wife. Then the archdeacon 
threw himself sulkDy into the comer of his carriage, and 
nothing more was said between him and his wife about the 
bishop's dinner-party. 

Not a word was spoken that night at the palace about 
Mr. Crawley ; and when that obnoxious guest from Plumstead 
was gone, Mrs. Proudie resumed her good-humour towards 
Dr. Tempest. So intent was she on conciliating him that 
she refrained even from abusing the archdeacon, whom she 
knew to have been intimate for very many years with the 
rector of Silverbridge. In her accustomed moods she would 
liave broken forth in loud anger, caring nothing for old friend- 
ships ; but at present she was thoughtful of the morrow, and 
desirous that Dr. Tempest should, if possible, meet her in a 
friendly humour when the great discussion as to Hogglestock 
should be opened between them. But Dr. Tempest under- 
stood her bearing, and as he pulled on his nightcap made 
certain resolutions of his own as to the morrow's proceedings. 
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*' I don't suppose she will dare to interfere," he had said to 
his wife ; '* hnt if she does, I shall certainly tell the hishop 
that I cannot speak on the subject in her presence." 

At breakfast on the following morning there was no one 
present but the bishop, Mrs. Prondie, and Dr. Tempest* 
Very little was said at the meal. Mr. Crawley's name was 
not mentioned, bnt there seemed to be a general feeling 
among them that there was a task hanging over them which 
prevented any general conversation. The eggs were eaten 
and the cofifee was drank, bnt the eggs and the coffee 
disappeared almost in silence. When these ceremonies had 
been altogether completed, and it was clearly necessary that 
something farther shonld be done, the bishop spoke i 
** Dr. Tempest," he said, ** perhaps you will join me in 
my study at eleven. We can then say a few words to each 
other about the unfortunate matter on which I shall have to 
trouble you." Dr. Tempest said he would be punctual to his 
appointment, and then the bishop withdrew, muttering some- 
thing as to the necessity of looking at his letters. Dr. Tempest 
took a newspaper in his hand, which had been brought in by 
a servant, but Mrs. Proudie did not allow him to read it. 
'^ Dr. Tempest," she said, ** this is a matter of most vital 
importance. I am quite sure that you feel that it is so." 

<* What matter, madam ? " said the doctor. 

'< This terrible affair of Mr. Crawley's. If something be 
not done the whole diocese will be disgraced." Then she 
waited for an answer, but receiving none she was obliged to 
continue. ^^ Of the poor man's guilt there can, I fear, be no 
doubt." Then there was another pause, but still the doctor 
made no answer. " And if he be guilty," said Mrs. Proudie, 
resolving that she would ask a question that must bring forth 
some reply, ^'can any experienced clergyman think that he 
can be fit to preach from the pulpit of a parish church ? I am 
sure that you must agree with me. Dr. Tempest ? Consider 
the souls of the people ! " 

*' Mrs. Proudie," said he, " I think that we had better not 
discuss the matter." 
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" Not discuss it ? " 

" I think that we had better not do so. If I nnderstand 
the bishop aright, he wishes that I should take some step in 
the matter.'' 

" Of course he does." 

''And therefore I must decline to make it a matter of 
common" conversation." 

« Common conversation, Dr. Tempest ! I should be the 
last person in the world to make it a matter of common con- 
versation. I regard this as by no means a common conversa- 
tion. God forbid that it should be a common conversation. I 
am speaking now very seriously with reference to the interests 
of the Church, which I think will be endangered by having 
among her active servants a man who has been guilty of so 
base a crime as thefb. Think of it, Dr. Tempest. Theft! 
Stealing money ! Appropriating to his own use a cheque for 
twenty pounds which did not belong to him ! And then telling 
such terrible falsehoods about it! Can anything be worse, 
anything more scandalous, anything more dangerous ? Indeed, 
Dr. Tempest, I do not regard this as any common conversa- 
tion." The whole of this speech was not made at once, 
fluently, or without a break. From stop to stop Mrs. Proudie 
paused, waiting for her companion's words ; but as he would 
not speak she was obliged to continue. '' I am sure that you 
cannot but agree with me. Dr. Tempest ? " she said. 

'* 1 am quite sure that I shall not discuss it with you," said 
the doctor, very brusquely. 

" And why not ? Are you not here to discuss it ? " 

" Not with you, Mrs. Proudie. You must excuse me for 
saying so, but I am not here to discuss any such matter with 
you. Were I to do so, I should be guilty of a very great 
impropriety." 

*' All these things are in common between me and the 
bishop," said Mrs. Proudie, with an air that was intended to 
be dignified, but which nevertheless displayed her rising 
anger. 

'<As to that I know nothing, but they cannot be in 
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common between yon and me. It grieves me mnch that I 
shonld have to speak to yon in such a strain, bnt my duty 
allows me no alternative. I think, if yon will permit me, I 
will take a turn round the garden before I keep my appoint* 
ment with his lordship." And so saying he escaped from the 
lady without hearing her further remonstrance. 

It still wanted nearly an hour to the time named by the 
bishop, and Dr. Tempest used it in preparing for his with- 
drawal from the palace as soon as his interview with the 
bishop should be over. After what had passed ha thought 
that he would be justified in taking his departure without 
bidding adieu formally to Mrs. Proudie. He would say a word 
or two, explaining his haste, to the bishop ; and then, if he 
could get out of the house at once, it might be that he would 
never see Mrs. Proudie again. He was rather proud of his 
success in their late battle, but he felt that, having been so 
completely victorious, it would be foolish in him to risk his 
laurels in the chance of another encounter. He would say not 
a word of what had happened to the bishop, and he thought it 
probable that neither would Mrs. Proudie speak of it, — ^at any 
rate till after he was gone. Generals who are beaten out of 
the field are not quick to talk of their own repulses. He, 
indeed, had not beaten Mrs. Proudie out of the field. He had, 
in fact, himself run away. But he had left his foe silenced ; 
and with such a foe, and in such a contest, that was everything. 
He put up his portmanteau, therefore, and prepared for his 
final retreat. Then he rang his bell and desired the servant 
to show him to the bishop's study. The servant did so, 
and when he entered the room the first thing he saw was 
Mrs. Proudie sitting in an arm-chair near the window. The 
bishop was also in the room, sitting with his arms upon, the 
writing-table, and his head upon his hands. It was very 
evident that Mrs. Proudie did not consider herself to have 
been beaten, and that she was prepared to fight another battle. 
" Will you sit down, Dr. Tempest ?" she said, motioning him 
with her hand to a chair opposite to that occupied by the 
bishop. Dr. Tempest sat down. He felt that at the moment 
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he had nothing else to do, and that he mnst restrain any 
remonstrance that he might make till Mr. Crawley's name 
shonld be mentioned. He was almost lost in admiration of the 
woman. He had left her, as he thought, utterly vanquished 
and prostrated by his determined but uncourteous usage of 
her ; and here she was, present again upon the field of battle 
as though she had never been even wounded. He could see 
that there had been words between her and the bishop, and 
that she had carried a point on which the bishop had been 
very anxious to have his own way. He could perceive at once 
that the bishop had begged her to absent herself and was 
greatly chagrined that he should not have prevailed with her. 
There she was, — ^and as Dr. Tempest was resolved that he 
would neither give advice nor receive instructions respecting 
Mr. Crawley in her presence, he could only' draw upon his 
courage and his strategy for the coming warfare. For a 
few moments no one said a word. The bishop felt that if 
Dr. Tempest would only begin, the work on hand might be got 
through, even in his wife's presence. Mrs. Proudie was aware 
that her husband should begin. If he would do so, and if 
Br. Tempest would listen and then reply, she might gradually 
make her way into the conversation ; and if her words were 
once accepted then she could say all that she desired to say; 
then she could play her part and become somebody in the 
episcopal work. When once she should have been allowed 
liberty of speech, the enemy would be powerless to stop her. 
But all this Dr. Tempest understood quite as well as she 
nnderstood it, and had they waited till night he would not 
We been the first to mention Mr. Crawley's name. 

The bishop sighed aloud. The sigh might be taken as 
expressing grief over the sin of the erring brother whose 
conduct they were then to discuss, and was not amiss. But 
when the sigh with its attendant murmurs had passed away it 
was necessary that some initiative step should be taken. 
"Dr. Tempest," said the bishop, " what are we to do about 
this poor stiff-necked gentleman ? " Still Dr. Tempest did not 
speak. " There is no clergyman in the diocese," continued 
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the bishop, " in whose pradence and wisdom I have more 
confidence than in yours. And I know, too, that you are by 
no means disposed to severity where severe measures are not 
necessaiy. What ought we to do ? If he has been guilty, he 
should not surely return to his pulpit after the expiration of 
such punishment as the law of his country may award to him.'* 

Dr. Tempest looked at Mrs. Proudie, thinking that she 
might perhaps say a word now; but Mrs. Proudie knew her 
part better and was silent. Angry as she was, she contrived 
to hold her peace. Let the debate once begin and she would 
be able to creep into it, and then to lead it, — and so she would 
hold her own. But she had met a foe as wary as herself. 
** My lord," said the doctor, " it will perhaps be well that you 
should communicate your wishes to me in writing. K it be 
possible for me to comply with them I will do so." 

** Yes ; — exactly ; no doubt ; — ^but I thought that perhaps 
we might better understand each other if we had a few words 
of quiet conversation upon the subject. I believe you know the 
steps that I have " 

But here the bishop was interrupted. Dr. Tempest rose 
from his chair, and advancing to the table put both his hands 
upon it. ** My lord," he said, ** I feel myself compelled to say 
that which I would very much rather leave unsaid, were it 
possible. I feel the difficulty, and I may say delicacy, of my 
position ; but I should be untrue to my conscience and to my 
feeling of what is right in such matters, if I were to take any 
part in a discussion on this matter in the presence of — a lady.*' 

** Dr. Tempest, what is your objection ? " said Mrs. Proudie, 
rising from her chair, and coming also to the table, so that 
from thence she might confront her opponent; and as she 
stood opposite to Dr. Tempest she also put both her hands 
upon the table. 

" My dear, perhaps you will leave us for a few moments," 
said the bishop. Poor bishop ! Poor weak bishop I As the 
words came from his mouth he knew that they would be spoken 
in vain, and that, if so, it would have been better for him to 
have left them unspoken. 
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" Why should I be dismissed from your room without a 
reason?" said Mrs. Proudie. " Cannot Dr. Tempest under- 
stand that a wife may share her husband's counsels, — ^as she 
mnst share his troubles ? If he cannot, I pity him very much 
as to his own household." 

"Dr. Tempest," said the bishop, ** Mrs. Proudie takes the 
greatest possible interest in eyerything concerning the diocese." 

" I am sure, my lord," said the doctor, ** that you will see 
how unseemly it would be that I should interfere in any way 
between you and Mrs. Proudie. I certainly will not do so. I 
can only say again that if you will communicate to me your 
wishes in writing, I will attend to them, — ^if it be possible." 

"You mean to be stubborn," said Mrs. Proudie, whose 
pmdence was beginning to give way under the great provocation 
to which her temper was being subjected. 

" Yes, madam ; if it is to be called stubbornness, I must 
be stubborn. My lord, Mrs. Proudie spoke to me on this 
subject in the breakfast-room after you had left it, and I then 
ventured to explain to her that in accordance with such light 
as I have on the matter, I could not discuss it in her presence. 
I greatly grieve that I failed to make myself understood by 
her, — as, otherwise, this unpleasantness might have been 
spared." 

** I understood you very well, Dr. Tempest, and I think 
you to be a most unreasonable man. Indeed, I might use a 
much harsher word." 

" You may use any word you please, Mrs. Proudie," said 
the doctor. 

" My dear, I really think you had better leave us for a few 
minutes," said the bishop. 

** No, my lord, — no," said Mrs. Proudie, turning round 
upon her husband. '* Not so. It would be most unbecoming 
that I should be turned out of a room in this palace by an 
uncourteous word from a parish clergyman. It would be 
unseemly. If Dr. Tempest forgets his duty, I will not forget 
mine. There are other clergymen in the diocese besides 
Dr. Tempest who can undertake the very easy task of this 
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eommission. As for his having been appointed rural dean I don't 
know how many years ago, it is a matter of no consequence 
whatever. In such a preliminary inquiry any three clergymen 
will suffice. It need not be done by the rural dean at all." 

<* My dear I ** 

** 1 will not be turned out of this room by Dr Tismpest ;— 
and that is enough." 

" My lord," said the doctor, *<you had better write to me 
as I proposed to you just now." 

" His lordship will not write. His lordship will do nothitg 
of the kind,'* said Mrs. Proudie. 

" My dear ! " said the bishop, driven in his perplexity 
beyond all carefulness of reticence. " My dear, I do wish you 
wouldn't, — I do, indeed. If you would only go away ! " 

** I will not go away, my lord,'* said Mrs. Proudie. 

** But I will," said Dr. Tempest, feeling true compassion 
for the unfortunate man whom he saw writhing in agony before 
him. '< It will manifestly be for the best that I should retire. 
My lord, I wish you good morning. Mrs. Proudie, good 
morning." And so he left the room'. 

^* A most stubborn and a most ungentlemanlike man," 
said Mrs. Proudie, as soon as the door was closed behind the 
retreating rural dean. '<I do not think that in the whole 
course of my life I ever met with any one so insubordinate and 
so ill-mannered. He is worse than the archdeacon." As she 
uttered these words she paced about the room. The bishop 
said nothing ; and when she herself had been silent for a' few 
minutes she turned upon him. " Bishop," she said, " I hope 
that you agree with me. I expect that yon will agree with me 
in a matter that is of so much moment to my comfort, and I 
may say to my position generally in the diocese. Bishop, i^hy 
do you not speak ? " 

^' You have behaved in such a way that I do not know that 
I shall ever speak again," said the bishop. 

" What is this that you say ? " 

** I say that I do not know how I shall ever speak again. 
You have disgraced me.". 
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'* Disgraced you ! I disgrace you I It is yoa that disgrace 
yourself by saying such words." 

" Very well. Let it be so. Perhaps you will go away 
now and leave me to myself. I have got a bad headache, and 
I can't talk any more. Oh, dear, oh, dear, what will he think 
of it!" 

** And you mean to tell me that I have been wrong ! " 

" Yes, you have been wrong, — ^veiy wrong. Why didn't 
you go away when I asked you ? You are always being wrong. 
I wish I had never come to Barchester. In any other position 
I should not have felt it so much. As it is I do not know how 
I can ever show my face again." 

" Not have felt what so much, Mr. Proudie ? " said the 
wife, going back in the excitement of her anger to the 
nomenclature of old days. '* And this is to be my return for 
all my care in your behalf I Allow me to tell you, sir, that in 
any position in which you may be placed I know what is due 
to you, and that your dignity will never lose anything in my 
hands. I wish that you were as well able to take care of 
it yourself." Then she- stalked out of the room, and left the 
poor man alone. 

Bishop Proudie sat alone in his study throughout the whole 
day. Once or twice in the course of the morning his chaplain 
came to him on some matter of business, and was answered 
mth a smile, — the peculiar softness of which the chaplain did 
not &il to attribute to the right cause. For it was soon known 
throughout the household that there had been a quarrel. 
Could he quite have made up his mind to do so, — could he 
have resolved that it would be altogether better to quarrel with 
his wife, — the bishop would have appealed to the chaplain, and 
have asked at any rate for sympathy. But even yet he could 
not bring himself to confess his miseiy, and to own himself to 
another to be the wretch that he was. Then during the long hours 
of the day he sat thinking of it all. How happy could he be if 
it were only possible for him to go away, and become even a 
curate in a parish, without his wife I Would there ever come 
to him a time of freedom ? Would she ever die ? He was 
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older than she, and of coarse he would die first. Wonld it not 
be a fine thing if he could die at once, and thus escape from 
his misery. 

What could he do, even supposing himself strong enough 
to fight the battle ? He could not lock her up. He could 
not even very well lock her out of his room. She was his 
wife, and must have the run of his house. He could not 
altogether debar her from the society of the diocesan clergy- 
men;. He^had, on this very morning, taken strong measures 
with her. More than once or twice he had desired her to 
leave the room. What was there to be done with a woman 
who would not obey her husband, — who would not even leave 
him to the performance of his own work ? What a blessed 
thing it would be if a bishop could go away from his home to 
his work every day like a clerk in a public office — as a stone- 
mason does I But there was no such escape for him. He 
could not go away. And how was he to meet her again on 
this very day ? 

And then for hours he thought of Dr. Tempest and Mr. 
Crawley, considering what he had better do to repair the 
shipwreck of the morning. At last he resolved that he would 
write to the doctor ; and before he had again seen his wife, he 
did write his letter, and he sent it off. In this letter he made 
no direct allusion to the occurrence of the morning, but wrote 
as though there had not been any fixed intention of a personal 
discussion between them. *' I think it will be better that 
there should be a commission," he said, *' and I would suggest 
that you should have four other clergymen with you. Perhaps 
you will select two yourself out of your rural deanery ; and, if 
you do not object, I will name as the other two Mr. Thumble 
and Mr. Quiverful, who are both resident in the city." As he 
wrote these two names he felt ashamed of himself, knowing 
that he had chosen the two men as being special friends of his 
wife, and feeling that he should have been brave enough to 
throw aside all considerations of his wife's favour, — especially 
at this moment, in which he was putting on his armour to do 
battle against her. ** It is not probable/' he continued to say 
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in his letter, *^ that yon will be able to make your report until 
after the trial of this nnfortunate gentleman shall have taken 
place, and a yerdict shall have been given. Should he be 
acquitted, that, I imagine, should end the matter. There can 
be no reason why we should attempt to go beyond the verdict 
of a jury. But should he be found guilty, I think we ought 
to be ready with such steps as it will be becoming for us to 
take at the expiration of any sentence which may be pro- 
nounced. It will be, at any rate, expedient that in suclt case 
the matter should be brought before an ecclesiastical court." 
He knew well, as he wrote this, that he was proposing some- 
thing much milder than the course intended by his wife when 
she had instigated him to take proceedings in the matter ; but 
be did not much regard that now. Though he had been weak 
enough to name certain clergymen as assessors with the rural 
dean, because he thought that by doing so he would to a certain 
degree conciliate his wife, — ^though he had been so far a 
coward, yet he was resolved that he would not sacrifice to her 
his own judgment and his own conscience in his manner of 
proceeding. He kept no copy of his letter, so that he might 
be unable to show her his veiy words when she should ask to 
Bee them. Of course he would tell her what he had done ; 
but in telling her he would keep to himself what he had said 
as to the result of an acquittal in a civil court. She need not 
yet be told that he had promised to take such a verdict as 
snfScing also for an ecclesiastical acquittal. In this spirit his 
letter was written and sent off before he again saw his wife. 

He did not meet her till they came together in the drawing- 
room before dinner. In explaining the whole truth as to cir- 
cumstances as they existed at the palace at that moment, it 
iiiust be acknowledged that Mrs. Proudie herself, great as was 
her courage, and wide as were the resources which she pos- 
sessed within herself, was somewhat appalled by the position 
of affiurs. I fear that it may now be too late for me to excite 
much sympathy in the mind of any reader on behalf of Mrs. 
^oudie. I shall never be able to make her virtues popular. 
But she had virtues, and their existence now made her unhappy, 
n. 4 
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She did regaxd the dignity of her husband, and she felt at the 
present moment that she had almost compromised it. She did 
also regard the welfare of the clergymen around her, thinking 
of course, in a general way, that certain of them who agreed 
with her were the clergymen whose welfare should be studied, 
and that certain of them who disagreed with her were the 
clergymen whose welfare should be postponed. But now an 
idea made its way into her bosom that she was not perhaps 
doing the best for the welfare of the diocese generally. What 
if it should come to pass that all the clergymen of the diocese 
should refuse to open their mouths in her presence on eccle- 
siastical subjects, as Dr. Tempest had done? This special 
day was not one on which she was well contented with herself, 
though by no means on that account was her anger mitigated 
against the offending rural dean. 

During dinner she struggled to say a word or two to her 
husSand, as though there had been no quarrel between them. 
With him the matter had gone so deep that he could not 
answer her in the same spirit. There were sundry members 
of the family present, — daughters, and a son-in-law, and a 
daughter's Mend who was staying with them ; but even in the 
hope of appearing to be serene before them he could not 
struggle through his deep despondence. He was veiy silent, 
and to his wife's words he answered hardly anything. He 
was courteous and gentle with them all, but he spoke as httle 
as was possible, and during the evening he sat alone, with his 
head leaning on his hand, — ^not pretending even to read. He 
was aware that it was too late to make even an attempt to 
conceal his misery and his disgrace from his own family. 

His wife came to him that night in his dressing-room in a 
spirit of feminine softness that was very unusual with her. 
" My dear," said she, " let us forget what occurred- this 
morning. If there has been any anger we are bound as 
Christians to forget it." She stood over him as she spoke, and 
put her hand upon his shoulder almost caressingly. 

** When a man's heart is broken, he cannot forget it," was 
his reply. She still stood by him, and still kept her hand 
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upon him : bnt she conld think of no otiier words of comfort to 
say. ** I will go to bed," he said. '* It is the best place for 
me." Then she left him, and he went to bed. 
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CHAPTER V. 



THE SOFTNESS OF SIR BAFFLE BUFFLE. 



^^ 



We have seen that John Eames was prepared to start on his 

jonmej in search of the Arabins, and have seen him after he 

had taken farewell of his office and of his master there, previous 

to his departure ; bat that matter of his departure had not 

been arranged altogether with comfort as far as his official 

interests were concerned. He had been perhaps a little abrupt 

in his mode of informing Sir Baffie Buffle that there was a 

pressing cause for his official absence, and Sir Baffie had 

replied to him that no priyate pressure could be allowed to 

interfere with his public duties. " I must go. Sir Baffie, at 

any rate," Johnny had said ; ^' it is a matter affecting my 

family, and must not be neglected." ** If you intend to go 

without leave," said Sir Baffie, " I presume you will first put 

your resignation into the hands of Mr. Kissing." Now, 

Mr. Kissing was the secretary to the Board. This had been 

serious undoubtedly. John Eames was not specially anxious 

to keep his present position as private secretary to Sir Baffie, 

but he certainly had no desire to give up his profession 

altogether. He said nothing more to the great man on that 

occasion, but before he left the office he wrote a private note 

to the chairman expressing the extreme importance of his 

business, and begging that he might have leave of absence. 

On the next morning he received it back with a very few words 

written across it. " It can't be done," were the very few* words 

wbich Sir Baffle Buffie had written across the note from his 

private secretary. Here was a difficulty which Johnny had not 

^ticipated, and which seemed to be insuperable. Sir Baffle 

would not have answered him in that strain if he had not been 

very much in earnest. 
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'* I should send him a medical certificate/' said Cradell, 
his friend of old. 

** Nonsense," said Eames. 

** I don't see that it's nonsense at all. They can*t get over 
a medical certificate from a respectahle man ; and everybody 
has got something the matter with him of some kind." 

** I should go and let him do his worst,** said Fisher, who 
was another clerk. '' It wouldn't he more than putting yon 
down a place or two. As to losing your present herth yon don't 
mind that, and they would never think of dismissing you." 

"But I do mind being put down a place or two," said 
Johnny, who could not forget that were he so put doTm his 
friend Fisher would gain the step which he would lose. 

** I should give him a barrel of oysters, and talk to him 
about the Chancellor of the Exchequer," said FitzHoward, who 
had been private secretary to Sir Baffle before Eames, and 
might therefore be supposed to know the man. 

** That might have done very well if I had not asked him 
and been refused first," said John Eames. '* I'll tell you 
what I'll do, I'll write a long letter on a sheet of foolscap 
paper, with a regular margin, so that it must come before the 
Board, and perhaps that will frighten him." 

When he mentioned his difficulty on that evening to 
Mr. Toogood, the lawyer begged him to give up the journey* 
" It will only be sending a clerk, and it won't cost so very 
much after all," said Toogood. But Johnny's pride could not 
allow him to give way. ** I'm not going to be done about it," 
said he. " I'm not going to resign, but I will go even though 
they may dismiss me. I don't think it will come to that, but 
if it does it must." His uncle begged of him not to think of 
such an alternative; but this discussion took place after 
dinner, and away from the office, and Eames would not subpiit 
to bow his neck to authority. " If it comes to that," said he, 
<' a fellow might as well be a slave at once. And what is the 
use of a fellow having a little money if it does not make him 
independent ? You may be sure of one thing, I shall go ; and 
that on the day fixed." 
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On the next morning John Eames was very silent when he 

went into Sir Baffle's room at the office. There was now only 

this day and another before that fixed for his departure, and it 

was of conrse very necessary that matters should be arranged. 

Bat he said nothing to Sir Baffle during the morning. The 

great man himself was condescending and endeavoured to be 

kind. He knew that his stem refusal had greatly irritated his 

private secretary, and was anxious to show that, though in the 

cause of public duty he was obliged to be stern, he was quite 

willing to forget his sternness when the necessity for it had 

passed away. On this morning, therefore, he was very cheery. 

Bat to all his cheery good-humour John Eames would make 

no response. Late in the afternoon, when most of the men 

had left the office, Johnny appeared before the chairman for 

the last time that day with a very long face. He was dressed 

in black, and had changed his ordinary morning coat for a 

frock, which gave him an appearance altogether unlike that 

which was customary to him. And he spoke almost in a 

whisper, very slowly; and when Sir Baffle joked, — and Sir 

llaffle often would joke, — he not only did not laugh, but he 

absolutely sighed. " Is there anything the matter with you, 

Eames ? " asked Sir Baffle. 

" I am in great trouble," said John Eames. 

" And what is your trouble ? " 

" It is essential for the honour of one of my family that I 
Bhould be at Florence by this day week. I cannot make up 
my mind what I ought to do. I do not wish to lose my position 
in the public service, to which, as you know, I am warmly 
attached ; but I cannot submit to see the honour of my family 
fiacrificed I " 

** Eames," said Sir Baffle, *^ that must be nonsense ; — ^that 
must be nonsense. There can be no reason why you should 
always expect to have your own way in everything.** 

" Of course if I go without leave I shall be dismissed." 

" Of course you will. It is out of the question that a young 
man should take the bit between his teeth in that way." 

'' As for taking the bit between his teeth, Sir Baffle, I do 
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not think that any man was ever more obedient, perhaps I 
should say more submissive, than I have been. But ihere 
must be a limit to everything. " 

"What do you mean by that, Mr. Eames?" said Sir 
Baffle, turning in anger upon his private secretary. But Johnny 
disregarded his anger. Johnny, indeed, had made up his mind 
that Sir BalHe should be very angry. " What do you mean, 
Mr. Eames, by saying that there must be a limit ? I know 
nothing about limits. One would suppose that you intended 
to make an accusation against me." 

" So I do. I think, Sir Baffle, that you are treating me 
with great cruelty. I have explained to you that fiunily 
circumstances ' ' 

<* You have explained nothing, Mr. Eames." 

" Yes, I have, Sir Baffle. I have explained to you that 
matters relating to my family, which materially affect the 
honour of a certain one of its members, demand Uiat I should 
go at once to Florence. You tell me that if I go I shall be 
dismissed." 

" Of course you must not go without leave. I never heard 
of such a thing in all my life." And Sir Baffle lifted up his 
hands towards heaven, almost in dismay. 

" So I have drawn up a short statement of the circumstances, 
which I hope may be read at the Board when the question of 
my dismissal comes before it." 

** You mean to go, then ? " 

'<Yes, Sir Baffle; I must go. The lionour of a certain 
branch of my family demands that I should do so. As I have 
for some time been so especially under you, I thought it would 
be proper to show you what I have said before I send my letter 
in, and therefore I have brought it with me. Here it is." And 
Johnny handed to Sir Baffle an offlcial document of large 
dimensions. 

Sir Baffle began to be uncomfortable. He had acquired a 
character for tyranny in the public service of which he was 
aware, though he thought that he knew well that he had never 
deserved it. Some official big-wig,— perhaps that Chancellor 
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of the Exchequer of whom he was so fond, — ^had on one 
occasion hinted to him that a little softness of usage would be 
compatible with the prejudices of the sTge. Softness was 
impossible to Sir Baffle ; but his temper was sufficiently under 
his control to enable him to encounter the rebuke, and to pull 
himself up &om time to time when he found himself tempted 
to speak loud and to take things with a high hand. He knew 
that a clerk should not be dismissed for leaving his office, who 
could show that his absence had been caused by some matter 
really affecting the interest of his family ; and that were he to 
driye Eames to go on this occasion without leave, Eames would 
be simply called in to state what was this matter of moment, 
which had taken him away. Probably he had stated that 
matter of moment in this very document which Sir Baffle was 
holding in his hand. But Sir Baffle was not willing to be 
conquered by the document. If it was necessary that he should 
give way, he would much prefer to give way, — out of his own 
good-nature, let us say, — ^without looking at the document at 
all. ** I must, under the circumstances, decline to read this," 
said he, " unless it should come before me officially," and he 
handed back the paper. 

" I thought it best to let you see it if you pleased," said 
John Eames. Then he turned round as though he were 
gomg to leave the room ; but suddenly he turned back again. 
" I don*t like to leave you. Sir Baffle, without saying good- 
by. I do not suppose we shall meet again. Of course you 
must do your duty, and I do not wish you to think that I have 
any personal ill-will against you." So saying, he put out his 
hand to Sir Baffle as though to take a final farewell. Sir 
Baffle looked at him in amazement. He was dressed, as has 
been said, in black, and did not look like the John Eames of 
every day to whom Sir Baffle was accustomed. 

" I don't understand this at all," said Sir Baffle. 

'*I was afraid that it was only too plain," said John 
Eames. 

" And you must go ? " 

" Oh, yes ; — that's certain. I have pledged myself to go." 
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** Of course I don't know anything of this matter that is 
so important to your family." 

** No ; you do not," said Johnny. 

** Can't you explain it to me, then ? so that I may have 
some reason, — if there is any reason." 

Then John told the story of Mr. Crawley, — a considerahle 
portion of the story ; and in his telling of it, I think it prohahle 
that he put more weight upon the necessity of his mission to 
Italy than it could have fairly heen made to hear. In the 
course of the narration Sir Baffle did once contrive to suggest 
that a lawyer hy going to Florence might do the business at 
any rate as well as John Eames. But Johnny denied this. 
*'*No, Sir Baffle, it is impossible; quite impossible," he said. 
** If you saw the lawyer who is acting in the matter, Mr. Too- 
good, who is also my uncle, he would tell you the same." 
Sir Baffle had already heard something of the story of 
Mr. Crawley, and was now willing to accept the sad tragedy 
of that case as an excuse for his private secretary's somewhat 
insubordinate conduct. ** Under the circumstances, Eames, 
I suppose you must go ; but I think you should have told me 
all about it before." 

"I did not like to trouble you, Sir Baffle, with private 
business." 

" It is always best to tell the whole of a story," said Sir 
Baffle. Johnny being quite content with the upshot of the 
negotiations accepted this gentle rebuke in silence, and with- 
drew. On the next day he appeared again at the office in his 
ordinary costume, and an idea crossed Sir Baffle's brain that 
he had been partly ** done " by the affectation of a costume. 
" I'll be even with him some day yet," said Sir Baffle to 
himself. 

" I've got my leave, boys," said Eames, when he went out 
into the room in which his three friends sat. 

" No ! " said Cradell. 

" But I have," said Johnny. 

** You don't mean that old Huffle Scuffle has given it out 
of his own head? " said Fisher. 
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"Indeed he has,** said Johnny; ''and bade God bless 
me into the bargain.*' 

" And you didn't give him the oysters ? '* saidFitzHoward. 

"Not a shell,** said Johnny. 

"I'm blessed if you don*t beat cock-fighting,** said 
Cradell, lost in admiration at his friend*s adroitness. 

We know how John passed his evening after that. He 
went first to see Lily Dale at her Qncle*s lodgings in Sack- 
yille Street, from thence he was taken to the presence of the 
charming Madalina in Fbrchester Terrace, and then wound up 
the night with his friend Conway Dalrymple. When he got 
to his bed he felt himself to have . been triumphant, bat in 
Bpite of his triumph he was ashamed of himself. Why had 
he left Lily to go to Madalina ? As he thought of this he 
quoted to himself against himself Hamlet*s often-quoted 
appeal to the two portraits. How could he not despise 
himself in that he could find any pleasure with Madalina, 
having a Lily Dale to fill his thoughts ? " But she is not 
fair for me," he said to himself, — thinking thus to comfort 
himself. But he did not comfort himself. 

On the next morning early his uncle, Mr. Toogood, met 
him at the Dover Bailway Station. ** Upon my word, Johnny, 
you're a clever fellow,** said he. ** I never thought that you*d 
make it aU right with Sir Baffle.** 

** As right as a trivet, uncle. There are some people, if 
you can only get to learn the length of their feet, you can 
always fit them with shoes afterwards.** 

" You'll go on direct to Florence, Johnny ? ** 

" Yes ; I think so. From what we have heard, Mrs. Arabin 
must be either there or at Venice, and I don't suppose I could 
learn from any one at Paris at which town she is staying at 
this moment.** 

** Her address is Florence ; — poste rostante, Florence. 
You will be sure to find out at any of the hotels where she is 
staying, or where she has been staying.** 

" But when I have found her, I don't suppose she can tell 
me anything,** said Johnny. 
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" Who can tell ? She may or she may not. My belief is 
that the money was her present altogether, and not his. It 
seems that they don't mix their moneys. He has always had 
some scruple about it because of her son by a former marriage, 
and they always have different accounts at their banker's. I 
found that out when I was at Barchester." 

** But Crawley was his friend." 

" Yes, Crawley was his friend ; but I don't know that fifty- 
pound notes have always been so very plentiful with him. 
Deans' incomes ain't what they were, you know." 

" I don't know anything about that," said Johnny. 

** Well ; they are not. And he has nothing of his own, as 
far as I can learn. It would be just the thing for her to do, — 
to give the money to his friend. At any rate she will tell you 
whether it was so or not." 

" And then I will go on to Jerusalem after him." 

** Should you find it necessary. He will probably be on 
his way back, and she will know where you can hit him on the 
road. You must make him understand that it is essential that 
he should be here some little time before the trial. You 
can understand, Johnny," — and, as he spoke, Mr. Toogood 
lowered his voice to a whisper, though they were walking 
together on the platform of the railway station, and could not 
possibly have been overheard by any one. " You can 
understand that it may be necessary to prove that he is not 
exactly compos mentis, and if so it will be essential that he 
should have some influential friend near him. Otherwise that 
bishop will trample him into dust." If Mr. Toogood conld 
have seen the bishop at this time and have read the troubles 
of the poor man's heart, he would hardly have spoken of him 
as being so terrible a tyrant. 

<* I understand all that," said Johnny. 

" So that, in fact, I shall expect to see you both together," 
said Toogood. 

" I hope the dean is a good fellow." 

" They tell me he is a very good fellow." 

" I never did see much of bishops or deans as yet," said 
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Johnny, *' and I should feel rather awe- struck travellmg with 
one." 

*' I should fancy that a dean is very much like anybody 
else." 

" But the man's hat would cow me." 

** I dare say you'll find him walking about Jerusalem with 
a wide-awake on, and a big stick in his hand, probably 
smoking a cigar. Deans contriye to get out of their armour 
sometimes, as the knights of old used to do. Bishops, I 
fancy, find it more difficult. Well ; — ^good-by, old fellow. I'm 
♦ yery much obliged to you for going, — I am indeed. I don't 
doubt but what we shall pull through somehow." 

Then Mr. Toogood went home to breakfast, and from his 
own house he proceeded to his office. When he had been 
there an hour or two, there came to him a messenger from the 
Income-tax Office, with an official note addressed to himself 
by Sir Raffle Buffle, — a note which looked to be very official. 
Sir Baffle BuMe presented his compliments to Mr. Toogood, 
and could Mr. Toogood favour Sir R. B. with the present 
address of Mr. John Eames. " Old fox," said Mr. Toogood ; 
' — " but then such a stupid old fox I As if it was likely that 
I should have peached on Johnny if anything was wrong." So 
Mr. Toogood sent his compliments to Sir Baffle Buffle, and 
begged to inform Sir R. B. that Mr. John Eames was away on 
"Very particular family business, which would take him in the 
first instance to Florence ; — but that from Florence he would 
probably have to go on to Jerusalem without the loss of an 
hour. ** Stupid old fool 1 " said Mr. Toogood, as he sent off 
bis reply by the messenger. 
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CHAPTER YI. 

NEAR THE CLOSE. 



I WONDER whether any one will read these pages who has 
never known anything of the bitterness of a family quarrel ? 
If so, I shall have a reader very fortunate, or else very cold- 
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blooded. It would be wrong to say that love produces 
quarrels; but love does produce those intimate relations of 
which quarrelling is too often one of the consequences, — one 
of the consequences which frequently seem to be so natural, 
and sometimes seem to be unavoidable. One brother rebukes 
the other, — and what brothers ever lived together between 
whom tliere was no such rebuking ? — ^then some warm word is 
misunderstood and hotter words follow and there is a quarrel. 
The husband tyrannizes, knowing that it is his duty to direct, 
and the wife disobeys, or only partially obeys, thinking that a 
little independence will become her, — and so there is a quarrel. 
The father, anxious only for his son's good, looks into that son's 
future with other eyes than those of his son himself, — and so 
there is a quarrel. They come very easily, these quarrels, but 
the quittance from them is sometimes terribly difficult. Much 
of thought is necessary before the angry man can remember 
that he too in part may have been wrong ; and any attempt at 
such thinking is almost beyond the power of him who is care- 
fully nursing his wrath, lest it cool ! But the nursing of such 
quarrelling kills all happiness. The very man who is nursing 
his wrath, lest it cool, — ^his wrath against one whom he loves 
perhaps the best of all whom it has been given him to love, — 
is himself wretched as long as it lasts. His anger poisons 
every pleasure of his life. He is sullen at his meals, and 
cannot understand his book as he turns its pages. His work, 
let it be what it may, is ill done. He is full of his quarrel, — 
nursing it. He is telling himself how much he has loved that 
wicked one, how many have been his sacrifices for that wicked 
one, and that now that wicked one is repaying him simply 
with wickedness ! And yet the wicked one is at that very 
moment dearer to him than ever. If that wicked one could 
only be forgiven how sweet would the world be again I And 
yet he nurses his wrath. 

So it was in these days with Archdeacon Grantly. He 
was very angry with his son. It is hardly too much to say 
that in every moment of his life, whether waking or sleepingi 
he was thinking of the injury that his son was doing him. 
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He bad almost come to forget the fact that his anger had first 
been ronsed by the feeling that his son was about to do himself 
an injnry, — to cut his own throat. Various other considera- 
tions had now added themselves to that, and filled not only his 
mind but his daily conversation with his wife. How terrible 
would be the disgrace to Lord Hartletop, how incurable the 
injury to Griselda, the marchioness, should the brother-in-law 
of the one, and the brother of the other, marry the daughter 
of a convicted thief! '* Of himself he would say nothing.'^ 
So he declared constantly, though of himself he did say a great 
deal. ** Of himself he would say nothing, though of course 
such a marriage would ruin him in the county." ** My dear,*' 
said his wife, <* that is nonsense. That really is nonsense. I 
feel sure there is not a single person in the county who would 
think of the marriage in such a light.'' Then the archdeacon 
\7ould have quarrelled with his wife too, had she not been toa 
wise to admit such a quarrel. Mrs. Grantly was very wise and 
knew that it took two persons to make a quarrel. He told her 
over and over again that she was in league with her son, — that 
she was encouraging her son to marry Grace Crawley. '*I 
believe that in your heart you^wish it,'' he once said to her. 
'* No, my dear, I do not wish it. I do not think it a becoming 
marriage. But if he does marry her, I should wish to receive 
his wife in my house, and certainly should not quarrel with 
him." << I will never receive her," the archdeacon had 
replied; ^' and as for him, I can only say that in such case 
I will make no provision for his family." 

It will be remembered that the archdeacon had on a former 
occasion instructed his wife to write to their son and tell him 
of his father's determination. Mrs. Grantly had so manoeuvred 
that a little time had been gained, and that those instructions 
had not been insisted upon in all their bitterness. Since that 
time Major Grantly had renewed his assurance that he would 
marry Grace Crawley if Grace Crawley would accept him, — 
writing on this occasion direct to his father, — and had asked 
his father whether, in such case, he was to look forward to be 
^inherited. *' It is essential that I should know," the major 
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advantages innst be very mnch felt in the education of a girl. 
You would hardly wish Henry to marry a young woman who, 
from want of money, had not been brought up among ladies. 
It is not Miss Crawley's fsiult, but such has been her lot. We 
cannot ignore these deficiencies, papa." 

" Certainly not, my dear." 

'' You would not, for instance, wish that Henry should 
marry a kitchen-maid." 

" But is Miss Crawley a kitchen-maid, Susan ? " 

** I don't quite say that." 

'' I am told that she has been educated infinitely better 
than most of the young ladies in the neighbourhood," said 
Mr. Harding. 

** I believe that her father has taught her Greek ; and I 
suppose she has learned something of French at that school at 
Silverbridge." 

** Then the kitchen-maid theory is sufficiently disposed of," 
said Mr. Harding, with mild triumph. 

<* You know what I mean, papa. But the fact is, that it 
is impossible to deal with men. They will never be reasonable. 
A marriage such as this would be injurious to Henry ; but it 
will not be ruinous ; and as to disinheriting him for it, that 
would be downright wicked." 

** I think so," said Mr. Harding. 

<* But the archdeacon will look at it as though it would 
destroy Henry and Edith altogether, while you speak of it as 
though it were the best thing in the world." 

"If the young people love each other, I think it would be 
the best thing in the world," said Mr. Harding. 

" But, papa, you cannot but think that his father's wish 
should go for something," said Mrs. Grantly, who, desirous as 
she was on the one side to support her son, could not bear that 
her husband should, on the otiier side, bo declared to be alto- 
gether in the wrong. 

" I do not know, my dear," said Mr. Harding; " but I do 
think that if the two young people are fond of each other, and 
if there is anything for them to live upon, it cannot be right to 
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keep them apart. Yon know, my dear, she is the daughter of 
a gentleman.** Mrs. Grantly upon this left her father almost 
bmsquelj, without speaking another word on the subject ; for, 
though she was opposed to the vehement anger of her husband, 
she could not endure the proposition now made by her father. 
Mr. Harding was at this time living all alone in the deanery. 
For some few years the deanery had been his home, and as 
his youngest daughter was the dean's wife, there could be no 
more comfortable resting-place for the evening of his life. 
Bnring the last month or two the days had gone tediously 
with him ; for he had had the large house all to himself, and 
he was a man who did not love solitude. It is hard to con- 
ceive that the old, whose thoughts have been all thought out, 
should ever love to live alone. Solitude is surely for the young, 
who have time before them for the execution of schemes, and 
who can, therefore, take delight in thinking. In these days 
the poor old man would wander about the rooms, shambling 
from one chamber to another, and would feel ashamed when 
the servants met him ever on the move. He would make little 
apologies for his uneasiness, which they would accept graciously, 
imderstanding, after a fashion, why it was that he was uneasy. 
*' He ain't got nothing to do," said the housemaid to the cook, 
** and as for reading, they say that some of the young ones can 
read all day sometimes, and all night too ; but, bless you, when 
you're nigh eighty, reading don't go for much." The house- 
maid was right as to Mr. Harding's reading. He was not one 
who had read so much in his earlier days as to enable him to 
make reading go far with him now that he was near eighty, 
^ he wandered about the room, and sat here for a few minutes, 
And there for a few minutes, and though he did not sleep much, 
he made the hours of the night as many as was possible. 
Every morning he shambled across from the deanery to the 
cathedral, and attended the morning service, sitting in the stall 
which he had occupied for fifty years. The distance was very 
fitort, not exceeding, indeed, a hundred yards from a side-door 
^ the deanery to another side-door into the cathedral; but 
short as it was there had come to be a question whether he 
II. 5 
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shonld be allowed to go alone. It had been feared that he 
might fall on his passage and hnrt himself; for there was a 
step here, and a step there, and the light was not totj good in 
the ptirlieas of the old cathedral. A word or two had been 
said once, and the offer of an arm to help him had been made ; 
bnt he had rejected the proffered assistance, — softly, indeed, bat 
still firmly, — and every day he tottered off by himself, hardly 
lifting his feet as he went, and aiding himself on his joimiey 
by aiiand upon the wall when he thought that nobody was 
looking at him. But many did see him, and they who knew 
him, — ladies generally of the city, — ^wonld offer him a hand. 
Nobody was milder in his dislikings than Mr. Harding; bnt 
there were ladies in Barchester upon whose arm he would 
always decline to lean, bowing oourteousljr as he did so, and 
saying a word or two of constrained civility. There were others 
whom he would allow to' accompany him home to the door of 
the deanery, with whom he delighted to linger and chat if the 
morning was warm, and to whom he would tell little stories of 
his own doings in the cathedral services in the old days, when 
Bishop Grantly had ruled in the diocese. Never a word did 
he say against Bishop Proudie, or against Bi^op Proudie's 
wife ; bnt the many words which hc^d say in praise of Bishop 
Grantly, — ^who, by his showing, was surely one of the best of 
churchmen who ever walked through this vale of sorrow,-— 
were as eloquent in dispraise of the existing prelate as could 
have been any more clearly-pointed phrases. This daily visit 
to the cathedral, where he would say his prayers as he had 
said them for so many years, and listen to the organ, of which 
he knew all the power and every blemish as though he himself 
had made the stops and fixed the pipes, was the chief occupa- 
tion of his life. It was a pity that it could not have been 
made to cover a larger portion of the day. 

It was sometimes sad enough to watch him as he sat alone. 
He would have a book near him, and for a while would keep it 
in his hands. It would generally be some volume t)f good old 
standard theology with which he had been, or supposed hiin- 
self to have been, conversant from his youth. But the book 
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would soon be laid aside, and gradnally he would move himself 
away from it, and he would stand about in the room, looking 
now out of a window from which he would fancy that he could 
not be seen, or gazing up at some print which he had known 
for years ; and then he would sit down for a while in one chair, 
and for a while in another, while his mind was wandering back 
into old days, thinking of old troubles and remembering his old 
joys. And he had a habit, when he was sure that he was not 
watched, of creeping up to a great black wooden case, which 
alwaya stood in one corner of the sitting-room which he 
occupied in the deanery. Mr. Harding, when he was younger, 
had been a performer on the violoncello, and in this case there 
was still the instrument from which he had been wont to 
extract the sounds which he had so dearly loved. Now in 
these latter days he never made any attempt to play. Soon 
after he had come to the deanery there had fallen upon him an 
illness, and after that he had never again asked for his bow. 
They who were around him, — his daughter chiefly and her 
hQsband,'^-liad given the matter much thought, arguing with 
themselves whether or- no it would be better to invite him to 
resume the task he had so loved ; for of all the works of his 
life this playing on the violoncello had been the sweetest to 
him; but even before that illness his hand had greatly fetiled 
him, and the dean and Mrs. Arabin had agreed that it would 
be better to let the matter pass without a word. He had never 
asked to be allowed to play. He had expressed no regrets. 
When he himself would propose that his daughter should ** give 
ihem a little music,'' — and he would make such a proposition 
on eveiy evening that was suitable, — he would never say a 
word of those former performances at which he himself had 
taken a part« But it had become known to Mrs. Arabin, 
through the servants, that he had once dragged the instrument 
forth from its ease when he had thought the house to be nearly 
deserted ; and a wail of sounds had been heard, very low, very 
short-lived, recurring now and again at fitful iatervals. He 
had at those times attempted to play, as though with a muffled 
bow, — so that none should know of his vanity and folly. Then 
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there had been farther consultations at the deanery, and it had 
been again agreed that it would be best to say nothing to him 
of his music. 

In these latter days of which I am now speaking he wonld 
never draw the instrument out of its case. Indeed he was 
aware that it was too heavy for him to handle without 
assistance. But he would open the prison door, and gaze upon 
the thing that he loved, and he would ^pass his fingers among 
the broad strings, and ever and anon he would produce from 
one of them a low, melancholy, almost unearthly sound. And 
then he would pause, never daring to produce two such notes 
in succession, — one close upon the other. And these last sad 
moans of the old fiddle were now known through the household. 
They were the ghosts of the melody of days long past. He 
imagined that his visits to the box were unsuspected, — ^that 
none knew of the folly of his old fingers which could not keep 
themselves from touching the wires ; but the voice of the 
violoncello had been recognized by the servants and by his 
daughter, and when that low wail was heard through the house, 
— ^like the last dying note of a dirge, — ^they would all know 
that Mr. Harding was visiting his ancient friend. 

When the dean and Mrs. Arabin had first talked of going 
abroad for a long visit, it had been understood that Mr. Harding 
should pass the period of their absence with his other daughter 
at Plumstead ; but when the time came he begged of Mrs. 
Arabin to be allowed to remain in his old rooms. *' Of coarse 
I shall go backwards and forwards," he had said. ^* There is 
nothing I like so much as a change now and then." The 
result had been that he had gone once to Plumstead during the 
dean's absence. When he had thus remonstrated, begging to 
be allowed to remain in Barchester, Mrs. Arabin had declared 
her intention of giving up her tour. In telling her father of 
this she had not said that her altered purpose had arisen from 
her disinclination to leave him alone ; — but he had perceived 
that it was so, and had then consented to be taken over to 
Plumstead. There was nothing, he said, which he would like 
80 much as going over to Plumstead for four or five months* 



J 
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It had ended in his having his own way altogether. The 
Arabins had gone npon their tour, and he was left in possession 
of the deanery. '' I should, not like to die ont of Barchest6r/' 
he said to himself in excuse to himself for his disinclination to 
sojonm long under the archdeacon's roof. But, in truth, the 
archdeacon, who loved him well and who, after a fashion, had 
always been good to him, — who had always spoken of the 
connection which had bound the two families together as the 
great blessing of his life, — was too rough in his greetings for 
the old man. Mr. Harding had ever mixed something of fear 
with his warm affection for his elder son-in-law, and now in 
these closing hours of his life he could not avoid a certain 
amount of shrinking from that loud voice, — a certain inaptitude 
to be quite at ease in that commanding presence. The dean, 
his second son- in-law, had been a modem friend in comparison 
with the archdeacon ; but the dean was more gentle with him ; 
ttnd then the dean's wife had ever been the dearest to him of 
homan beings. It may be a doubt whether one of the dean's 
duldren was not now almost more dear, and whether in these 
days he did not have more free communication with that little 
girl than with any other human being. Her name was Susan, 
hut he had always called her Posy, having himself invented for 
her that soubriquet. When it had been proposed to him to 
pass the winter and spring at Plumstead, the suggestion had 
been made alluring by a promise that Posy also should bo 
taken to Mrs. Grantly's house. But he, as we have 
seen, had remained at the deanery, and Posy had remained 
with him. 

Posy was now five years old, and could talk well, and had 
her own ideas of things. Posy's eyes, — ^hers, and no others 
besides her own, — were allowed to see the inhabitant of the 
big black case ; and now that the deanery was so nearly deserted. 
Posy's fingers had touched the strings, and had produced an 
infantine moan. ^* Grandpa, let me do it again." Twang I 
It was not, however, in truth, a twang, but a sound as of a 
prolonged dull, almost deadly, hum-m-m-m-m! On this 
occasion the moan was not entirely infantine, — Posy's fingers 
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baying been sometbing too strong, — ^and tbe case was elosed 
and locked, and grandpapa sbook bis bead. 

'* Bat Mrs. Baxter won't be angry," said Posy. Mis. Baiter 
was tbe boasekeeper in tbe deanery, and bad Mr. Harding 
under ber especial cbarge. 

'' No, my darling ; Mrs. Baxter will not be angry, bat we . 
mustn't disturb tbe bouse." 

*^ No," said Posy, witb mucb of important awe in ber 
tone ; '* we mustn't disturb tbe bouse ; must we, grandpapa ? " 
And so sbe gave in ber adbesion to tbe closing of tbe case. 
But Posy could play cat's-cradle, and as cat^a-cradlo did not 
disturb tbe bouse at all, tbere was a good deal of cat's-cradle 
played in tbese days. Posy's fingers were so soft and pretty, 
so small and deft, tbat tbe dear old man deligbted in taking 
tbe strmgs from tbem, and in baving tbem taken .from bis 
own by tbose tender little digits. 

On tbe afternoon after tbe conyersatiou respecting Grace 
Crawley wbicb is recorded in tbe early part of tbis cbapter, a 
messenger from Barcbester went. over to Plumstead, and a 
part of bis mission consisted of a. note from Mrs. Baxter to 
Mrs. Grantly, beginning, .'* Honoured Madam," and informing 
Mrs. Grantly, among otber tbings, tbat ber '< respected piqpa," 
as Mrs. Baxter called bim, was. not quite so well as usual ; 
not tbat Mrs. Baxter tbougbt tbere was mucb tbe matter. 
Mr. Harding bad been to tbe catbedral service, as was usual 
witb bim, but bad come bome leaning on a lady's arm, who 
bad tbougbt it well to stay witb bim at tbe door till it bad 
been opened for bim. After tbat ^' Miss Posy " bad found 
bim asleep, and bad been unable, — or if not unable, unwilling, 
to wake bim. << Miss Posy " bad come down to Mrs. Baxter 
somewbat in a frigbt, and bence tbis letter bad been writt^* 
Mrs. Baxter tbougbt tbat tbere was notbing^to ''frigbt" 
Mrs. Grantly, and sbe wasn't sure tbat sbe sbould bave 
written at all only tbat Dick was bound to go over to 
Plumstead witb tbe wool ; but as Dick was going, Mrs. Baxter 
tbougbt it proper to send ber duty, and to say tbat to ber 
bumble way of tbinking perbaps it migbt be best tbat 
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Mr. Harding, sbonldii't . go alone, to the .cathedral eveTy 
morning. '* If. the dear*: reyerend gentleman was to. get a* 
tnmhle, ma? am/' said the letter^.^'it would be awkward." 
Then Mrs. Grantly remembered that she had le&.her £9,^1^ 
almost withont . a greeting an the pcBvions daj^ and she 
resohed that she wonld go over very early on the following 
morning, — so early that she would be at the. deanery before 
her fiEither should have gone to the .oathedraL > . 

'' He ought to have come over hexe, and not . stayed there 
by himself," said the archdeacon, when his. wife .told him. of 
her intention. 

^' It is too late tp think of that now, my dear ; and one 
can understand, I think, .that, het should, not likeilearing tha 
cathedral as long as he can attend it. The. truth is he does 
not like being out of Barehester." .:....,. 

"He would be much better here,:" said the archdeacon. 
** Of course you can have. the carriage. and go oybx. We oani 
breakfast at eight; and if you can bring, him back with you,.: 
do. I.should tell him that.heought.tQ.«ome.:f Mrs. Grantly 
made no answer to this, knowing vesy well that she could not< 
bring herself to go beyond the. gentlest. persuasion with her, 
&ther, and on the next moming she was at the deanery by 
ten o'clock. Half-past ten was the hour. at which the service 
began.. Mrs. Baxter: contrived to/meet.her before she- saw her 
lather^ and begged her not to let itihe^knownihat any special 
tidings of Mr. Harding's failing strength had been sent from« 
the. deanery to Flumstead« ^' And how.is my.father ? ".asked 
Mrs. Grantly. " Well, then, ma*am," said Baxter, ** in one 
seiuie he's finely* He took a morsel of early lamb to his 
diimer yesterday, and relished it ever so: well, — only he gave 
Miss Posy the best part of it..^ And then he sat with Miss 
Posy quite happy for an hour or so. And. then he slept in his 
chair; and you know, ma'am, .we never wakes him. And 
after that old SkuJpit toddled up iw»a tha hospital,'* — this 
was Hiram's Hospital, of which establishment, in the city of 
Barohester, Mr. Harding had once been the warden and kind 
inaster, as has been told in former chronicles of the city, — 
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'* and your papa has said, ma*am, yon know, that he is always 
to see any of the old men when they come np. And 8knlpit 
is sly, and no hotter than he should he, and got money from 
yonr father, ma'am, I know. And then he had jnst a drop of 
tea, and after that I took him his glass of port- wine with my 
own hands. And it touched me, ma*am, so it did, when he 
said, ' Oh, Mrs. Baxter, how good you are ; you know well 
what it is I like.' And then he went to hed. I listened 
hard, — ^not from idle cur'osity, ma'am, as you, who know me, 
will helieve, hut just because it's becoming to know what he's 
about, as there might be an accident, you know, ma'am." 
** You are very good, Mrs. Baxter, veiy good." " Thank ye, 
ma'am, for saying so. And so I listened hard ; but he didn't 
go to his music, poor gentleman ; and I think he had a quiet 
night. He doesn't sleep much at nights, poor gentleman, 
but he's very quiet ; leastwise he was last night." This was 
the bulletin which Mrs. Baxter gaTO to Mrs. Grantly on that 
morning before Mrs. Grantly saw her father. 

She found him preparing himself for his visit to the 
cathedral. Some year or two, — but no more, — ^before the 
date of which we are speaking, he had still taken some small 
part in the service ; and while he had done so he had of course 
worn his surplice. Living so close to the cathedral, — so close 
that he could almost walk out of the house into the transept, — 
he had kept his surplice in his own room, and had gone down in 
his vestment. It had been a bitter day to him when he had first 
found himself constrained to abandon the white garment which 
he loved. He had encountered some failure in the perform- 
ance of the slight clerical task allotted to him, and the dean 
had tenderly advised him to desist. He did not utter one 
word of remonstrance. ** It will perhaps be better," the dean 
had said. '< Yes, — it will be better," Mr. Harding had replied. 
*' Few have had accorded to them the high privilege of serving 
their Master in His house for so many years, — ^though few 
more humbly, or with lower gifts." But on the following 
morning, and for nearly a week afterwards, he had been unable 
to face the minor canon and the vergers, and the old women 
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who knew him so well, in liis ordinary black garments. At 
last lie went down with the dean, and occupied a stall close to 
the dean's seat, — far away from that in which he had sat for 
80 many years, — and in this seat he had said his prayers ever 
since that day. And now his surplices were washed and ironed 
and folded and put away ; but there were moments in which 
he would stealthily yisit them, as he also stealthily visited his 
&iend in the black wooden case. This was very melancholy, 
and the sadness of it was felt by all those who lived with him ; 
but he never alluded himself to any of those bereavements 
which age brought upon him. Whatever might be his regrets, 
he kept them ever within his own breast. 

Posy was with him ifhen Mrs. Grantly went up into his 
room, holding for him his hat and stick while he was engaged 
in brushing a suspicion of dust from his black gaiters. 
** Grandpapa, here is aunt Susan," said Posy. The old man 
looked up with something, — with some slightest sign of that 
kabitual fear which was always aroused within his bosom by 
visitations from Plumstead. Had Mrs. Arabin thoroughly 
understood the difference in her father's feeling toward herself 
and toward her sister, I think she would hardly have gone 
forth upon any tour while he remained with her in the deanery. 
It id very hard sometimes to know how intensely we are loved, 
and of what value our presence is to those who love us I 
Mrs. Grantly saw the look, — did not analyse it, did not quite 
^derstand it, — but felt, as she had so often felt before, that it 
was not altogether laden with welcome. But all this bad nothing 
to do with the duty on which she had come ; nor did it, in the 
shghtest degree, militate against her own affection. *^ Papa," 
sbe said, kissing him, '' you are surprised to see me]so early ? '* 

" Well, my dear, yes ; — but very glad all the same. I 
liope everybody is well at Plumstead ? " 

" Everybody, thank you, papa." 

** That is well. Posy and I are getting ready for church. 
Are we not. Posy ? " 

'' Grandpapa is getting ready. Mrs. Baxter won't let 
nie go." 
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"No, my dear, no;— not yet, Pbsy,.. Wlien Posy is a 
great girl she can go to cathedral erery day. . Only then, 
perhaps^ Posy won't want to go." 

" I thought that, perhaps, ptqm, yon woidd sit. with me 
a little while this morning, instead of going to . mondng 
prayers.** 

" Certainly, my dear, — certainly. Only I do not like not 
going ; — ^for who can say how .often I may he ahle to go again ? 
There is so little left, Susan,— hm> veiy little left." 

After that she had not the heart to ask him to atay^ and 
therefore she went with him. .As. they passed down the stairs 
and out of the doors she was astonished to find how weak were 
his footsteps, — ^how powerless he was against the slightest mis- 
adventnre. On this very day he wonld have tripped .ai.the 
npward step at the cathedral door had she not heen with him. 
" Oh, ]papa,** she said, *' indeed, indeed, yon. should not come 
here alone.'* Then he apologized for.his.. little stnmhlewith 
many words and much sluune, assnringher that anybody might 
trip on an occasion. It was .purely an, aocident ; .and. though 
it was a comfort to him to have .had her arm,, he- was sure, that 
he should have recovered himself jo^en had he heen alone; Ha 
always, he said, kept quite close ^ to. the wall, so that there 
might he no mi8take,7— no possibility of an accident. All this 
he said Tolubly, but with confused words,. in tha cavered etone 
passage leading into the . transept* ... And^ aa. he thua spjoke, 
Mrs. Grantly made up her mind, that her .father should ncTei 
again go to the jcathedral .alone. .Heneyer did go again to the 
cathedral, — alone. 

When they returned to the deanery, Mr. Hardmg was 
fluttered, weary, and unwelL When his daughter left him for 
a few minutes be told Mrs. Baxter^rin confidence, the stoiy of 
his accident, and his great grief that his. daughter should haTO 
seen it. ** Laws amercy, sir, it was a. blessing she was with 
you,** said. Mrs. Baxter; ''it was, indeed, Mr. Harding.*' 
Then Mr. Harding had been angry, and spoke almost crossly 
to Mrs. Baxter ; bDt» before she left the room, he found an 
opportunity of begging her pardon, — ^not in a set speech to that 
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effect, bat by a little word of gentle kindnesa, whidi she had 

nnderstood perfectly. '' Papa," said Mrs. Grantly to him as soon 

as she had succeeded in getting both. Posy and Mrs. Baxter out 

of the room,' — against the doing of which, Mr. Harding had. 

mancenyred with all his little impotent skill, — <^ Papa, you must 

promise me that you will not go to the cathedral again alone, till 

Eleanor comes home.'' When he heard the sentence he looked 

at her with blank misery in his eyes. He made no. attempt at: 

remonstrance. He begged for no respite. The word had gone 

forth, and he knew that it must be obeyed. Though, he would 

haTe hidden the signs of his weakness had he been able, he would. 

not condescend to plead that he was strong. '' If you think it 

wrong, my dear, I will not go alone," he said. ** Papa, I do ; 

indeed, I do. Dear papa, I would not hurt you by saying it if I. 

did not know that I am right.'' He was sittmg with his hand. 

upon the table, and, as she spoke to him, she put her hand upon 

his, caressing it. ** My dear," he said, " you are always right." 

She then left him again for awhile, haying some business 

out in' Hie city, and he was alone in his room for an hour. 

What was there left to him now in the world ? Old as he was, 

and in some things almost childish, nevertheless, he thoughts 

of this keenly, and some half-realized remembrance of *' the 

lean and slippered pantaloon " flitted across his mind, causing 

him a pang. What was, there left to him now in the world ? 

Posy and cat's-cradle ! Then, in the midst of his regrets, as 

he sat with his back bent in his old. easy-chair, with one arm, 

over the shoulder of the chair, and .the other hanging loose by 

bis side, on a sudden there came across his face a smile as 

sweet as ever brightened tiiie face of .man or woman. He had 

been able to tell himself that he had no ground for complaint, 

— great ground rather for rejoicing and gratitude. Had not 

the world and all in it been good to him ; had he not children, 

who loved him^ who had done him honour, who had been to 

him always a crown of glory, never a mark, for reproach ; had 

not his lines fallen to him in very pleasant places ; was it not 

his happy fate to go and leave it all amidst the good words and 

^d loving cares of devoted friends ? Whose latter days had 
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ever been more blessed than his ? And for the fatare- 



It was as he thought of this that that smile came across his 
face, — as though it were already the face of an angel. And 
then he muttered to himself a word or two. ''Lord, now 
lettest Thou Thy servant depart in peace. Lord, now lettest 
Thou Thy servant depart in peace.'* 

When Mrs. Grantly returned she found him in jocund 
spirits. And yet she perceived that he was so weak that when 
he left his chair he could barely get across the room without 
assistance. Mrs. Baxter, indeed, had not sent to her too 
soon, and it was well that the prohibition had come in time to 
prevent some terrible accident. ** Papa," she said, ** I think 
you had better go with me to Plumstead. The carriage is here, 
and I can take you home so comfortably." But he would not 
allow himself to be taken on this occasion to Plumstead. He 
smiled and thanked her, and put his hand into hers, and 
repeated his promise that he would not leave the house on any 
occasion without assistance, and declared himself specially 
thankful to her for coming to him on that special morning ; — 
but he would not be taken to Plumstead. '* When the summer 
comes," he said, ** then, if you will have me for a few days ! " 

He meant no deceit, and yet he had told himself within the 
last hour that he should never see another summer. He could 
not tell even his daughter that after such a life as this, after 
more than fifty years spent in the ministrations of his darling 
cathedral, it specially behoved him to die, — ^as he had lived, — 
at Barchester. He could not say this to his eldest daughter ; 
but had his Eleanor been at home, he could have said it to her. 
He thought he might yet live to see his Eleanor once again. 
If this could be given to him he would ask for nothing more. 

On the afternoon of the next day, Mrs. Baxter wrote 
another letter, in which she told Mrs. Grantl^r that her father 
had declared, at his usual hour of rising that morning, that as 
he was not going to the cathedral he would, he thought, lie in 
bed a little longer. And then he had lain in bed the whole 
day. '' And, perhaps, honoured madam, looking at all things, 
it's best as he should," said Mrs. Baxter. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

LADY LUFTON'S PROPOSITION. 

It was now known thronghont Barchester that a commission 
was to be held by the bishop's orders, at which inquiry would 
be made, — ^that is, ecclesiastical inquiry, — as to the guilt 
imputed to Mr. Crawley in the matter of Mr. Soames's cheque. 
Sundry rumours had gone abroad as to quarrels which had 
taken place on the subject among certain clergymen high in 
office; but these were simply rumours, and nothing was in 
troth known. There was no more discreet clergyman in all 
the diocese than Dr. Tempest, and not a word had escaped 
from him as to the stormy nature of that meeting in the 
bishop's palace, at which he had attended with the bishop, — 
and at which Mrs. Proudie had attended also. When it is 
said that the fact of this coming commission was known to all 
Barsetshire, allusion is of course made to that portion of the 
inhabitants of Barsetshire to which clerical matters were dear ; 
— and as such matters were specially dear to the inhabitants of 
the parish of Framley, the commission was discussed very 
eagerly in that parish, and was specially discussed by the 
Dowager Lady Lufbon. 

And there was a double interest attached to the commission 
in the parish of Framley by the fact that Mr. Eobarts, the 
vicar, had been invited by Dr. Tempest to be one of the clergy- 
men who were to assist in making the inquiry. <<I also 
propose to ask Mr. Oriel of Greshamsbury to join us," said 
Dr. Tempest. '* The bishop wishes to appoint the other two, 
and has already named Mr. Thumble and Mr. Quiverful, who 
are both residents in the city. Perhaps his lordship may be 
right in thinking it better that the matter should not be left 
altogether in the hands of clergymen who hold livings in the 
diocese. You are no doubt aware that neither Mr. Thumble 
nor Mr. Quiverful do hold any benefice." Mr. Robarts felt, — 
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as everybody else did feel who knew anything of the matter, — 
that Bishop Proudie was singularly ignorant in his knowledge 
of men, and that he showed his ignorance on this special 
occasion. ''If he intended to name two such men he 
should at any rate have named three,*' said Dr. Thome. 
" Mr. Thumble and Mr. Quiverful will simply he outvoted on 
the first day, and after that will give in their adhesion to the 
majority.' * '' Mr. Thumble, indeed ! " Lady Lufbon had said, 
with much scorn in her voioe. To her thinking, it was absurd 
in the highest degree that such men as Dr. Tempest and her 
Mr. Eobarts should be asked to meet Mr. Thumble and 
Mr. Quiverful on a matter of ecclesiastical business. Oat- 
voted ! Of course they would be outvoted. Of course, they 
would be so paralyzed by fear at finding themselves in the 
presence of real gentlemen, that they \?ould hardly be able to 
vote at all. Old Lady Lufton did not in fact utter words so 
harsh as these; hut thoughts as harsh passed through her 
mind. The reader therefore will understand that much int^est 
was felt on the subrject at Framley Court, where Lady Lufton 
lived with her son and her daughter-im-iaw. 

<' They tell me," said Lady Lufton, ''that both the arch- 
deacon and Dr, Tempest think it right that a commksios 
should he* held. If so, I have no doubt that it is right." 

" Mark says that the bishop could hardly do any^ing else,'* 
rejoined Mrs. Bobarts. 

' ' I daresay not, my dear. I suppose the bishop has some- 
body near him to tell him what he may do, and what he may 
not do. It would be terrible to think of, if it were not so. 
But yet, when I hear that he has named such men as 
Mr. Thumble and Mr. Quiverfiil, I cannot l^ut feel that the 
whole diocese is disgraced/' 

"Oh, Lady Lufton, that is such a strong word/' said 
Mrs. Bobarts. 

" It may be strong, but it is not the less true," said 
Lady Lufton. 

And from talking on the subject of the Crawleys, Lady 
Lufton soon advanced, first to a desire for some action, and 
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then to acting. '' I think, my dear, I will go over and see 
Mrs. Crawley," said Lady Lnfton the elder to Lady Lufton the 
younger. Lady Lnfton the younger had nothing to urge 
against this; but she did not offer to accompany the elder 
lady. I attempted to explain in the early part of this story 
that there still existed a certain understanding between 
Mrs. Crawley and Lord Lufton's wife, and that kindnesses 
occasicmally passed from Framley Court to Hogglestook 
Parsonage ; but on this occasion young Lady Lufton, — the 
Lucy Roborts who had once passed certain days of her life 
with the Crawleys at Hogglestock, — did not choose to accom* 
pany her mother-in-law; and therefore Mrs. Bobarts was 
iuTited to do so. " I think it may comfort her to know that 
she has our sympathy,*' the elder woman said to the yaanger 
as they made their journey together. 

When the carriage stopped before the little wicket-gate, 
from whence a path led through a ragged garden from the road 
to Mr. Crawley's house. Lady Lufton harcUy knew how to pro- 
ceed. The servant came- to the door of the carnage j and 
asked for her orders. ** H-^^m — ^m, ha, yes ; I think I'll send 
in my card ; — ^and say that I hope Mrs. Crawley will be able 
to Bee me. Won't that be best ; eh, Fanny ? " Fanny, other* 
wise Mrs. Bobarts, saidthat she thought that would be best ; 
and the card and message were carried in. 

It was happily the case that Mr. Crawley was not at home. 
Mr. Crawley was away at Hoggle End, reading to the brick* 
makers, or turning the mangles of their wives, or teaching them 
theology, or politics, or history, after his fashion. In these 
days he spent, perhaps, the happiest hours of his life down at 
Boggle End. I say that his absence was a happy chance, 
because, had he been at home, he would certainly have said 
something, or done something, to offend Lady Lufton. He 
would either have refused to see her, or when seeing her he 
would have bade her hold her peace and not interfere with 
matters which did not concern her, or, — ^more probable stiil,-~ 
he would have sat siill and sullen, and have spoken not at all. 
But he was away, and Mrs. Crawley sent out word by the 
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servant that she would be most proud to see her ladyship, 
if her ladyship would be pleased to alight. Her ladyship 
did alight, and walked into the parsonage, followed by 
Mrs. Bobarts. 

Grace was with her mother. Indeed Jane had been there 
also when the message was brought in, but she fled into back 
regions, overcome by shame as to her frock. Grace, I think, 
would have fled too, had she not been bound in honour to 
support her mother. Lady Lufbon, as she entered, was very 
gracious, struggling with all the power of her womanhood bo 
to carry herself that there should be no outwardly visible sign 
of her rank or her wealth, — ^but not altogether succeeding. 
Mrs. Bobarts, on her first entrance, said only a word or two of 
greeting to Mrs. Crawley, and kissed Grace, whom she had 
known intimately in early years. ** Lady Luffcon," said 
Mrs. Cjawley, "I am afraid this is a very poor place for you 
to come to ; but you have known that of old, and therefore I 
need hardly apologize.'' 

'' Sometimes I like poor places best," said Lady Lufton. 
Then there was a pause, after which Lady Lufton addressed 
herself to Grace, seeking some subject for immediate conver- 
sation. *' You have been down at Allington, my dear, have 
you not ? '* Grace, in a whisper, said that she had. 
'' Staying with the Dales, I believe ? I know the Dales 
well by name, and I have always heard that they are charming 
people.'* 

*' I like them very much,*' said Grace. And then there 
was another pause. 

" I hope your husband is pretty well, Mrs. Crawley ?" said 
Lady Lufton. 

** He is pretty well, — not quite strong. I daresay you 
know, Lady Lufton, that he has things to vex him?" 
Mrs. Crawley felt that it was the need of the moment that the 
only possible subject of conversation in that house should 
be introduced ; and therefore she brought it in at once, not 
loving the subject, but being strongly conscious of the neces- 
sity. Lady Lufton meant to be good-natured, and therefore 
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Mrs. Crawley would do all in her power to make Lady Lnfton's 
mission easy to her. 

" Indeed yes," said her ladyship ; ** we do know that.'* 

"We feel so much for you and Mr. Crawley," said 
Mrs. Bobarts ; ^* and are so sure that your sufferings are 
unmerited." This was not discreet on the part of Mrs. Bobarts, 
as she was the wife of one 'of the clergymen who had been 
selected to form the commission of inquiry; and so Lady 
Lnfton told her on their way home. 

" You are very kind," said Mrs. Crawley. " We must 
only bear it with such fortitude as God will give us. We are 
told that He tempers the wind to the shorn lamb." 

"And so He does, my dear," said the old lady, very 
solemnly. << So He does. Surely you have felt that it 
is so?" 

"I struggle not to complain," said Mrs. Crawley. 

" I know that you struggle bravely. I hear of you, and I 
admire you for it, and I love you." It was still the old lady who 
was speaking, and now she had at last been roused out of her 
difficulty as to words, and had risen from her chair, and was 
standing before Mrs. Crawley. '* It is because you do not com- 
plain, because you are so great and so good, because your cha- 
racter is so high, and your spirit so firm, that I could not resist 
the temptation of coming to you. Mrs. Crawley, if you will let 
me be your friend, I shall be proud of your friendship." 

" Your ladyship is too good," said Mrs. Crawley. 

" Do not talk to me after that fashion^" said Lady Lufton. 
'^ If you do I shall be disappointed, and feel myself thrown 
back. You know what I mean." She paused for an answer ; 
but Mrs. Crawley had no answer to make. She simply shook 
her head, not knowing why she did so. But we may know. 
We can understand that she had felt that the friendship offered 
to her by Lady Lufton was an impossibility. She had decided 
within her own breast that it was so, though she did not know 
that she had come to such decision. '^ I wish you to take me 
at my word, Mrs. Crawley," continued Lady Lufton. " What 
can we do for you ? We know that you are distressed." 
II. 6 
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"Yes, — ^we are distressed." 

<< And yre know how crnel circnmstances haye been to yon. 
Will yon not forgive me for being plain ? ** 

" I have nothing to forgive,*' said Mrs. Crawley. 

" Lady Lofton means," said Mrs. Bobarts, " that in asking 
yon to talk openly to her of your affiairs, she wishes yon to 

remember that 1 think you know what we mean/' said 

Mrs. BobartSy knowing very well herself what she did mean, 
bat not knowing at all how to express herself. 

" Lady Lnflon is very kind," said Mrs. Crawley, " and so 
are yon, Mrs. Bobarts. I know how good you both are, and 
for how much it behoves me to be grateful." These words 
were very cold, and the voice in which they were spoken was 
very cold. They made Lady Lnfton feel that it was beyond 
her power to proceed with the work of her mission in its 
intended spirit. It is ever so much easier to proffer kindness 
graciously than to receive it with grace. Lady Lufton had 
intended to say, " Let us be women together ; women bound 
by humanity, and not separated by rank, and let us open our 
hearts freely. Let us see how we may be of comfort to each 
other." And could she have succeeded in this, she would hsTO 
spread out her little plans of succour with so loving a hand 
that she would have conquered the woman before her. £nt 
the suffering spirit cannot descend from its dignity of retioenee. 
It has a nobility of its own, made sacred by many tears, by the 
lowing of streams of blood from unseen wounds, which cannot 
descend from its dais to receive pity and kindness. A 
eonsciousness of undeserved woe produces a grandeur of its 
own, with which the high-souled sufferer will, not easily part. 
Baskets full of eggs, pounds oi eleemosynary butter^ quvters 
of given pork, even second-hand clothing from the wardrobe of 
some richer sister, — even money, unsophisticated moneys dift 
could accept. She. had learned to know that it was a portion 
of her allotted misery to take such things,— *-£)r the. sake of her 
children and her husband, — and to be thankful for them. She 
did take them, and was thankfdl ; and in the taking she sub- 
mitted herself to the rod of cruel circumstances ; but she conld 
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not eyen yet bring herself to accept spoken pity from a stranger, 
and to kiss the speaker. 

** Can we not do something to help yon ? '* said Mrs. 
Robarts. She would not have spoken bat that she perceived 
that Lady Lniton had completed her appeal, and that Mrs. 
Crawley did not seem prepared to answer it. 

''You have done mnch to help us," said Mrs. Crawley. 
" The things yon have sent to us have been very serviceable.*' 

'' But we mean something more than that,'' said Lady 
Lufton. 

/'I do not know what there is more,'' said Mrs. Crawley. 
'' A bit to eat and something to wear ; — that seems to be all 
that we have to care for now." 

*^ But we were afraid that ihis coming trial must cause you 
so much anxiety." 

" Of course it causes anxiety ; — ^but what can we do ? It 
must be so. It cannot be put. off, or avoided. We have made 
up our mind« to it now, and almost wish that it would come 
quicker^.. . If it were once over I think that he would be better 
whatever the result might be.". 

Then there was another lull in the conversation, and Lady 
Lufton began to be afraid that her visit would be a £Edlure. She 
thought that.perhaps she might get on better if Grace were not in 
the room,, and she turned over in her mind various schemes for 
sending her away. And perhaps her task would be easier if 
Mrs. Eobarts also could be banished for a time. /' Fanny, my 
dear," she said at last, boldly, ** 1 know you have a. little plan 
to arroiige with . Miss Crawley. Perhaps you. wiU.be more 
likely to be successful if you can take a torn with. her alone." 
There was not much subtlety in her iadyship!s scheme ; but it 
answered the proposed purpose, and the two elder ladies were 
soon left face to £ftce,.so ihat Lady Lufton .had a fair pretext 
for making ahciheiLattempt. . <' Dear Mrs. Crawley^" she said, 
** I do so long to say a .word to you, but! fear. that I may be 
thoughito interfeceJ' < 

" Oh, no, Xiady Lufton ; I have noifeeling of that kind." 

'* I have asked your daughter and Mrs. Bobarts to go out 
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because I can speak more easOy to yon alone. I wish I could 
teach yea to trust me/' 
" I do trust you." 

« As a Mend, I mean ; — as a real friend. If it should be 
the case, Mrs. Crawley, that a juiy should giye a yerdici 
against your husband, — what will you do then ? Perhaps I 
ought not to suppose that it is possible.*' 

'< Of course we know that is possible," said Mrs. Crawley. 
Her voice was stem, and there was in it a tone ahnost of 
offence. As she spoke she did not look at her visitor, but 
sat with her face averted and her arms akimbo on the table. 

'< Yes ; it is possible," said Lady Lufton. *' I suppose 
there is not one in the county who does not truly wish thai 
it may not be so. But it is right to be prepared for all 
alternatives. In such case have you thought what yon 
will do ? " 

<< I do not know what they would do to him," said she. . 
'^ I suppose that for some time he would b o " 
'^Pnt in prison," said Mrs. Crawley, speaking very 
quickly, bringing out the words with a sharp eagerness that 
was quite unusual to her. '' They will send him to gaol. Is 
it not so, Lady Lufton ? " 

'' I suppose it would be so ; not for long I should hope ; 
but I presume that such would be the sentence for some short 
period." 

'< And I might not go with him ? " 
** No ; that would be impossible." 

** And the house, and the living ; would they let him haTO 
them again when he came out ? " 

'* Ah ; that I cannot say. That will depend mueb, 
probably, on what these clergymen wiU report. I hope be 
will not put himself in opposition to them." 

« I do not know. I cannot say. It is probable that be 
may do so. It is not easy for a man so injured as he has 
been, and one at the same time so great in intelligence, to 
submit himself gently to such inquiries. When ill is being 
done to himself or others he is very prone to oppose it." 
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''Bui these genUemen do not wish to do him ill, 
Mrs. Crawley." 

** I cannot say. I do not know. When I think of it I 
see that there is nothing bat rain on every side. What is the 
use of talking of it ? Do not be angry, Lady Lafton, if I say 
that it is of no nse.** 

** Bat I desire to be of ase, — of real ase. If it shoald 
be the case, Mrs. Crawley, that year husband should be — 
detained at Barchester " 

" You mean imprisoned. Lady Lufiton.** 

" Yes, I mean imprisoned. If it should be so, then do 
you bring yourself and your children, — all of them, — over to 
Framley, and I will find a home for you while he is lost 
to you." 

" Oh, Lady Lufbon ; I could not do that." 

** Yes, you can. You have not heard me yet. It would 
not be a comfort to you in such a home as that to sit at table 
with people who are partly strangers to you. But there is a 
cottage nearly adjoining to the house, which you shall have all 
to yourself. The bailiff lived in it once, and others have lived 
in it who belong to the place ; but it is empty now and it shall 
be made comfortable." The tears were now running down 
Mrs. Crawley's face, so that she could not answer a word. 

" Of course it is my son's property, and not mine, but he 
bas commissioned me to say that it is most heartily at your 
service. He begs that in such case you will occupy it. And 
I beg the same. And your old friend Lucy has desired me 
also to ask you in her name." 

" Lady Luflon, I could not do that," said Mrs. Crawley 
through her tears. 

"You must think better of it, my dear. I do not 
scruple to advise you, because I am older than you, and 
have experience of the world." This, I think, taken in 
the ordinary sense of the words, was a boast on the pai-t of 
Ladf Lufton, for which but little true pretence existed. Lady 
Lafton's experience of the world at large was not perhaps 
extensive. Nevertheless she knew what one woman might 
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offer to another, and what one woman might receive from 
another. " You would he hotter over with me, my dear, than 
you could he elsewhere. You will not misunderstand me if 1 
say that, under such circumstances, it would do your husband 
good that you and your children should he under our protec- 
tion during his period of temporary seclusion. We stand weD 
in the county. Perhaps I ought not to say so, hut I do not 
know how otherwise to explain myself ; and when it is known, 
hy the hishop and others, that you have come to us dtmng 
that sad time, it will he understood that we think well of 
Mr. Crawley, in spite of anything that a jury may say of him. 
Do you see that, my dear ? And' we do think well of him. 1 
have known of your hushand for many years, though I have 
not personally had the pleasure of much acquaintance with 
him. He was over at Framley once at my re<juest, and I had 
great occasion then to respect him. I do respect him ; and 1 
shall feel grateful to him if he will allow you to ptit yourself 
and your children under my wing, as heing sin old woman, 
should this misfortune fall upon him. We hope that it will 
not ML upon him ; hut it is always well to he provided for the 
worst." 

In this way Lady Lufton at last made her speech and 
opened out the proposal with which she had come laden 
to Hogglestock. While she was speaking Mrs. Crawley's 
shoulder was still turned to her; hut thie speaker cotdd see 
that the quick tears were pouring themselves down the cheeks 
of the woman whom she addressed. There wa& a downright 
honesty of thorough-going well-wishing charity ahout the 
proposition which overcame Mrs. Crawley altogether. * She 
did not feel for a moment that it would he possihle for her 
to go to Framley in such circumstances as those which have 
heen suggested. As she thought of it all at the present 
moment, it seemed to her that her only appropriate home 
during the terrihle period which was coming upon her, would 
he under the walls of the prison in which her hushand would 
he incarcerated. But she fully appreciated the kindness 
which had suggested a measure, which, if carried into exeea- 
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tion, wonld make the outside world feel that her husband was 
respected in the county, despite the degradation to which he was 
subjected. She felt all this, but her heart was too full to speak. 

" Say that it shall be so, my dear/' continued Lady Lufton. 
" Just give me one nod of assent, and the cottage shall be 
ready for you should it so chance that you should require it.'' 

But Mrs. Crawley did not give the nod of assent. With 
lier face still ayerted, while the tears were still running down 
ber cheeks, she muttered but a word or two. *' I could not do 
that, Lady Lufton ; I could not do that." 

*' You know at any rate what my wishes are, and as you 
become calmer you will think of it. There is quite time enough, 
and I am speaking of an alternative which may nerer happen. 
My dear friend Mrs. Eobarts, who is now with your daughter, 
Tvishes Miss Crawley to go over to Framley Parsonage while 
this inquiry among the clergymen is going on. They all say 
it is the most ridiculous thing in all the world, — ^this inquiry. 
But the bishop you know is so silly ! We all think that if 
Miss Crawley would go for a week or so to Framley Parsonage, 
that it will show how happy we all are to receive her. It 
Bhonld be while Mr. Eobarts is employed in his part of the 
work. What do you say, Mrs. Crawley? We at Framley 
^Q all clearly of opinion that it will be best that it should be 
blown that the people in the county uphold your husband. 
Miss Crawley would be back, you know, before the trial comes 
on. I hope you will let her come, Mrs. Crawley ? " 

But even to this proposition Mrs. Crawley could give no 
assent, though she expressed no direct dissent. As regarded 
her own feelings, she would much have preferred to have been 
left to live through her misery alone ; but she could not but 
(Appreciate the kindness which endeavoured to throw over her 
and hers in their trouble the eegis of first-rate county respecta- 
biliiy. She was saved from the necessity of giving a direct 
answer to this suggestion by the return of Mrs. Eobarts and 
^lace herself. The door was opened slowly, and they crept 
^to the room as though they were aware that their presence 
would be hardly welcomed. 
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" Is the carriage there, Fanny ? " said Lady Lufton. " It 
is aknost time for ns to think of returning home." 

Mrs. Bobarts said that the carriage was standing within 
twenty yards of the door. 

** Then I think we will make a start," said Lady Lnflon. 
'^ Have yon succeeded in persuading Miss Crawley to come 
over to Framley in April ? " 

Mrs. Bobarts made no answer to this, but looked at Grace ; 
and Grace looked down upon the ground. 

" I have spoken to Mrs. Crawley," said Lady Lufkon, 
** and they will think of it." Then the two ladies took their 
leave, and walked out to their carriage. 

" What does she say about your plan ? " Mrs. Robarts 
asked. 

" She is too broken-hearted to say anything," Lady Lufton 
answered. " Should it happen that he is convicted, we must 
come over and take her. She will have no power then to resist 
ns in anything." 



-c*- 



CHAPTER Vm. 

MRS. DOBBS BROUGHTON PILES HER FAGOTS. 

The picture still progressed up in Mrs. Dobbs Broughton's 
room, and the secret was still kept, or supposed to be kept. 
Miss Van Siever was, at any rate, certain that her mother had 
heard nothing of it, and Mrs. Broughton reported from day to 
day that her husband had not as yet interfered. Nevertheless, 
there was in these days a great gloom upon the Dobbs 
Broughton household, so much so that Conway Dalrymple had 
more than once suggested to Mrs. Broughton that the work 
should be discontinued. But the mistress of the house would 
not consent to this. In answer to these offers, she was wont 
to declare in somewhat mysterious language, that any miseij 
coming upon herself was matter of moment to nobody, — ^hardly 
even to herself, as she was quite prepared to encounter moral 
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and social death without delay, if not an absolute physical 
demise ; as to which latter alternative, she seemed to think 
that even that might not be so far distant as some people chose 
to believe. What was the cause of the gloom over the house 
neither Conway Dalrymple nor Miss Van Siever understood, 
and to speak the truth, Mrs. Broughton did not quite under- 
stand the cause herself. She knew well enough, no doubt, 
that her husband came home always sullen, and sometimes 
tipsy, and that things were not going well in the City. She 
had never understood much about the City, being satisfied with 
an assurance that had come to her in early days from her 
friends, that there was a mine of wealth in Hook Court, from 
whence would always come for her use, house and furniture, a 
carriage and horses, dresses and jewels, which latter, if not 
quite real, should be manufactured of the best sham substitute 
blown. Soon after her brilliant marriage with Mr. Dobbs 
Broughton, she had discovered that the carriage and horses, 
and the sham jewels, did not lift her so completely into a 
terrestrial paradise as she had taught herself to expect that 
they would do. H«r brilliant drawing-room, with Dobbs 
Broughton for a companion, was not an elysium. But though 
she had found out early in her married life that something was 
still wanting to her, she had by no means confessed to herself 
that the carriage and horses and sham jewels were bad, and it 
can hardly be said that she had repented. She had endea- 
voured to patch up matters with a little romance, and then had 
fallen upon Conway Dalrymple, — ^meaning no harm. Indeed, 
love with her, as it never could have meant much good, was 
not likely to mean much harm. That somebody should pretend 
to love her, to which pretence she might reply by a pretence of 
friendship, — ^this was the little excitement which she craved, 
and by which she had once flattered herself that something of 
^ elysium might yet be created for her^ Mr. Dobbs Broughton 
had unreasonably expressed a dislike to this innocent amuse- 
ment, — very unreasonably, knowing, as he ought to have known, 
^t he himself did so very little towards providing the necessary 
elysium by any qualities of his own. For a few weeks this 
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interference from her husband bad enhanced the amnsement, 
giving an additional excitement to the game. 8he felt herself 
to be a woman misnnderstood and ill-nsed ; and to some women 
there is nothing so channing as a little mild ill-nsi^e, which 
does not interfere with their creature comforts, with their 
clothes, or their carriage, or their sham jewels ; bnt suffices to 
afford them the indulgence of a gaevance. Of late, however, 
Mr. Dobbs Bronghton had become a little too rough in his 
language, and things had gone uncomfortably. She suspected 
that Conway Dalrymple was not the only cause of all this. 
8he had an idea that Mr. Musselboro and Mrs. Van Siever had 
it in their power to make themselves unpleasant, and that they 
were exercising this power. Of his business in the City her 
husband never spoke to her, nor she to him. Her own fortune 
had been very small, some couple of thousand pounds or so,* 
and she conceived that she had no pretext on which she could, 
unasked, interrogate him about his money. She had no know- 
ledge that marriage of itself had given her the right to such 
interference ; and had such knowledge been hers she wonld 
have had no desire to interfere. She hoped that the carriage 
and sham jewels would be continued to her ; but she did not 
know how to frame any question on the subject. Touching the 
other difficulty, — ^the Conway Dalrymple difficulty, — she had 
her ideas. The tenderness of her friendship had been trodden 
upon and outraged by the rough foot of an overbearing husband, 
and she was ill-used. She would obey. It was becoming to 
•her as a wife that she should submit. She would give up 
Conway Dalrymple, and would induce him, — m spite of his 
violent attachment to herself, — ^to take a wife. She herself 
would choose a wife for him. She herself would, ynih suicidal 
hands, destroy the romance of her own life, since an over- 
bearing, brutal husband demanded that it should be destroyed. 
She would sacrifice her own feelings, and do all in her power 
to bring Conway Dalrymple and Clara Van Siever together. 
If, after that, some poet did not immortalize her friendship in 
Byronic verse, she certainly would not get her due. Perhaps 
Conway Dalrymple would himself become a poet in order that 
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this might be done properly. For it must be nnderstood that, 
though she expected Conway Dalrymple to marry, she expected 
also that he should be Byronically wretched after his marriage 
on account of his love for herself. 

But there was certainly something wrong over and beyond 
the Dalrymple difficulty. The servants were not as civil as 
they used to be, and her husband, when she suggested to him 
a little dinner-party, snubbed her most unmercifully. The 
giving of dinner-parties had been his glory, and she had made 
the^snggestion simply with the view of pleasing him. " K the 
world were going round the wrong way, a woman would still 
want a party," he had said, sneering at her. ** It was of you 
I was thinking, Dobbs," she replied ; " not of myself. I care 
little for such gatherings.*' After that she retired to her own 
room with a romantic tear in each eye, and told herself that, 
had chance thrown Conway Dalrymple into her way before she 
had seen Dobbs Broughton, she would have been the happiest 
woman in the world. She sat for a while looking into vacancy, 
and thinking that it would be veiy nice to break her heart. 
How should she set about it ? Should she take to her bed and 
grow thin ? She would begin by eating no dinner for ever so 
many days together. At lunch her husband was never present, 
and therefore the broken heart could be displayed at dinner 
without much positive suffering. In the meantime she would 
implore Conway Dalrymple to get himself married with as little 
^6lay as possible, and she would lay upon him her positive 
order to restrain himself from any word of affection addressed 
to herself. She, at any rate, would be pure, high-minded, and 
Belf-saciificing, — although romantic and poetic also, as was her 
nature. 

The picture was progressing, and so also, as it had come 
about, was the love-affair between the artist and his mddeh 
Conway Dalrymple had begun to think that he might, after all, 
do worse than make Clara Van Siever his wife. Clara Van 
Siever was handsome, and undoubtedly (siever, aaid Clara Van 
Siever*s mother was certainly rich. Aiid, in addition to this^ 
the young lady herself began to like the man into whose society 
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she was thrown. The affair seemed to flourish, and Mrs. Dobbs 
Bronghton should have been delighted. She told Clara, with 
a very serious air, that she was delighted, bidding Clara, at 
the same time, to be very cautious, as men were so flckle, and 
as Conway, though the best fellow in the world, was not, 
perhaps, altogether free from that common vice of men. 
Indeed, it might have been surmised, from a word or two 
which Mrs. Broughton allowed to escape, that she considered 
poor Conway to be more than ordinarily afflicted in that way. 
Miss Van Siever at first only pouted, and said that there was 
nothing in it. '' There is something in it, my dear, certainly," 
said Mrs. Dobbs Broughton ; ** and there can be no earthly 
reason why there should not be a great deal in it." ** There 
is nothing in it," said Miss Van Siever, impetuously ; ** and if 
you will continue to speak of Mr. Dalrymple in that way, I must 
give up the picture." ** As for that," said Mrs. Broughton, 
** I conceive that we are both of us bound to the young man 
now, seeing that he has given so much time to the work." 
'* I am not bound to him at all," said Miss Van Siever. 

Mrs. Broughton also told Conway Dalrymple that she was 
delighted, — oh, so much delighted! He had obtained per- 
mission to come in one morning before the time of sitting, so 
that he might work at his canvas independently of his model. 
As was his custom, he made his own way upstairs and com- 
menced his work alone, — having been expressly told by Mrs. 
Broughton that she would not come to him till she brought 
Clara with her. But she did go up to the room in which the 
artist was painting, without waiting for Miss Van Siever. 
Indeed, she was at this time so anxious as to the future welfare 
of her two young friends that she could not restrain herself 
from speaking either to the one or to the other, whenever any 
opportunitv for such speech came round. To have left Conway 
Dalrymple at work upstairs without going to him was impos- 
sible to her. So she went, and then took the opportunity of 
expressing to her friend her ideas as to his past and future 
conduct. 

"Yes, it is very good; very good, indeed," she said, 
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standing before the easel, and looking at the half- completed 
work. ** I do not know that you ever did anything better.** 

'' I never can tell myself till a picture is finished whether 
it is going to be good or not," said Daliymple, thinking really 
of his pictnre and of nothing else. 

** I am sore this will be good/' she said, *^ and I suppose 
it is because you have thrown so much heart into it. It is not 
mere industry that will produce good work, nor yet skill, nor 
even genius : more than this is required. The heart of the 
artist must be thrust with all its gushing tides into the per- 
formance." By this time he knew all the tones of her voice 
and their various meanings, and immediately became aware 
that at the present moment she was intent upon something 
beyond the picture. She was preparing for a little scene, and 
was going to give him some advice. He understood it all, but 
as he was really desirous of working at his canvas, and was 
rather averse to having a scene at that moment, he made a 
little attempt to disconcert her. *' It is the heart that gives 
success," she said, while he was considering how he might 
best put an extinguisher upon her romance for the occasion. 

" Not at all, Mrs. Broughton ; success depends on elbow- 
grease." 

" On what, Conway ? " 

" On elbow-grease, — ^hard work, that is, — ^and I must work 
hard now if I mean to take advantage of to-day's sitting. The 
tmth is, I don't give enough hours of work to it." And he 
leaned upon his stick, and daubed away briskly at the back- 
ground, and then stood for a moment looking at his canvas 
with his head a little on one side, as though he could not with- 
draw his attention for a moment from the thing he was doing." 

** You mean to say, Conway, that you would rather that I 
should not speak to you." 

** Oh, no, Mrs. Broughton, I did not mean that at all." 

" I won't interrupt you at your work. What I have to say 
is perhaps of no great moment. Indeed, words between you 
and me never can have much importance now. Can they, 
Conway ? " 
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'' I don't see that at .all," said he, still working away with 
his brash. 

« Do yon not ? I do. They should never amount to 
more, — ^they can never amount to more than the common, 
ordinary courtesies of life ; what I call the greetings and good- 
byings of conversation." She said this in a low, melanclioly 
tone of voice, not intending to be in any degree jocose. *' Hew 
seldom is it that conversation between ordinary friends goes 
beyond that." 

*' Don't you think it does ? " said Conway, stepping back 
and taking another look at his picture. ** I find myself talking 
to all manner of people about all manner of things." 

'^ You are different from me. I eannot talk to M manner 
of people." 

*' Politics, you know^ and art, and a little scandal, and the 
wars, with a dozen other things, make talking easy enough, I 
think. I grant you this, Uiat it is very often a great bore. 
Hardly a day passes that I don't wish to cut out somebody's 
tongue." 

f« Do you wish to cut out my tongue, Conway ? " 

He began to perceive that she was determined to talk about 
herself, and that there was no remedy. He dreaded it, not 
because he did not like the woman, but from a conviction that 
she was going to mak« some comparison between herself and 
Clara Van Biever. In his ordinary humour he liked a little 
pretence at romance, and was rather good at that sort of love- 
making which in truth means anything but love. But just 
now he was really thinking of matrimony, and had on this very 
noormng acknowledged to himself that he had become sufficiently 
attached to Clara Van Siever to justify him in asking her to be 
his wife. In. his present mood, he was not anxious for one of 
those tilts with blunted swords and half-severed lances in the 
lists of Cupid of which Mrs. Dobbs .Broughton was so fond. 
Nevertheless, if she insisted that he should now descend into 
the arena and go through the paraphernalia of a mock tourna- 
ment, he must obey her. It is the hardship of men that when 
called upon by women for romance, they are bound. to be 
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romantic, whether the opportunity serves them or does not. A 
man must produce romance, or at least submit to it, when duly 
summoned, even though he should have a sore-throat or a 
headache. He is a brute if he decline such an encounter, — 
and feels that, should he so decline persistently, he will eyer 
after be treated as a brute. There are many Potiphar's wives 
who never dream of any mischief, and Josephs who are very 
anxious to escape, though they are asked to return only whisper 
for whisper. Mrs. Dobbs Broughton had asked him whether 
he wished that her tongue should be cut out, and he had of 
course replied that her words had always been a joy to him, — 
never a trouble. It occurred to him as he made his little 
speech that it would only have served her right if he had 
answered her quite in another strain ; but iibe was a woman, 
and was young and pretty, and was entitled to flattery. *' They 
have always been a joy to me,'* he said, repeating bis last 
words as he strove to continue his work.. 

'* A deadly joy," she replied, not quite knowing what she 
herself meant. "A deadly joy, Conway. I wish with all my 
heart that we had never known each other.*' 

*^ I do not. I will never wish away the happiness of my 
life, even should it be followed by misery." 

*^ You are a man» and if trouble comes upon you, you can 

bear it on your own shoulders. A woman suffers more, just 

because another's shoulders may have to bear the burden." 

*^ When she has got a husband, you mean ? " 

** Yes, — when she has a husband." 

** It's the same with a man when he has a wife." Hitherto 

the conversation had had so much of milk-and-water in its 

composition, that Dalrymple found himself able to keep it up 

and go on with his background at the same time. If she 

could only.be kept in the. same dim cloud of sentiment, if the 

hot rays of the sun of romance could be kept from breaking 

through the mist till Miss Yan Siever should come, it might 

still be well. He had known her to wander about within the 

clouds for an hour. together, without being able to find her way 

mto the light. '' It's all the. same w^ a man when he has 
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got a wife," he said. ** Of course one has to suffer for two, 
when one, so to say, is two.*' 

** And what happens when one has to suffer for three?" 
she asked. 

*' You mean when a woman has children ? '' 

*^ I mean nothing of the kind, Conway ; and you must 
know that I do not, unless your feelings are indeed hlunted. 
But worldly success has, I suppose, hlunted them.'' 

** I rather fancy not," he said. *' I think they are pretty 
nearly as sharp as ever." 

'< I know mine are. Oh, how I wish I could rid myself of 
them ! But it cannot he done. Age will not hlunt them,— 1 
am sure of that," said Mrs. Broughton. ** I wish it would." 

He had determined not to talk ahout herself if the subject 
could he in any way avoided; hut now he felt that he was 
driven up into a comer ; — ^now he was forced to speak to her 
of her own personality. ^* You have no experience yet as to 
that. How can you say what age will do ? " 

*' Age does not go by years," said Mrs. Dobbs Broughton. 
** We all know that. ' His hair was grey, but not with years.' 
Look here, Conway," and she moved back her tresses from off 
her temples to show him that there were grey hairs behind. 
He did not see them ; and had they been very visible she 
might not perhaps have been so ready to exhibit them. *' No 
one can say that length of years has blanched them. I have 
no secrets from you about my age. One should not be grey 
before one has reached thirty." 

*' I did not see a changed hair." 

*^ 'Twas the fault of your eyes, then, for there are plenty of 
them. And what is it has made them grey ? " 

*' They say that hot rooms will do it." 

« Hot rooms ! No, Conway, it does not come from heated 
atmosphere. It comes from a cold heart, a chilled heart, a 
frozen heart, a heart that is all ice." She was getting out of 
the cloud into the heat now, and he could only hope that 
Miss Van Siever would come soon. '' The world is beginning 
with you, Conway, an^ yet you are as old as I am. It is 
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ending with me, and yet I am as young as you are. But I do 
not know why I talk of all this. It is simply folly, — ^utter folly. 
I had not meant to speak of myself; but I did wish to say a 
few words to you of your own future. I suppose I may still 
speak to you as a friend ? " 

" I hope you will always do that." 

" Nay, — I will make no such promise. That I will always 
have a friend's feeling for you, a friend's interest in your 
welfare, a friend's triumph in your success, — that I will 
promise. But friendly words, Conway, are sometimes mis- 
understood." 

" Never by me," said he. 

" No, not by you, — certainly not by you. I did not mean 
that. I did not expect that you should misinterpret them." 
Then she laughed hysterically, — a little low, gurgling, hysterical 
laugh ; and after that she wiped her eyes, and then she smiled, 
and then she put her hand very gently upon his shoulder. 
"Thank God, Conway, we are quite safe there, — are we not ? " 

He had made a blunder, and it was necessary that he 
should correct it. His watch was lying in the trough of his 
easel, and he looked at it and wondered why Miss Van Siever 
was not there. He had tripped, and he must make a little 
struggle and recoyer his step. '* As I said before, it shall 
never be misunderstood by me. I have never been vain enough 
to suppose for a moment that there was any other feeling, — 
uot for a moment. You women can be so careful, while we 
men are always ofif our guard ! A man loves because he 
cannot help it ; but a woman has been careful, and answers 
him — with firiendship. Perhaps I am wrong to say that I 
never thought of winning anything more ; but I never think of 
^vinning more now." Why the mischief didn't Miss Van Siever 
come ! In another five minutes, despite himself, he would be 
on his knees, making a mock declaration, and she would be 
pouring forth the vial of her mock wrath, or giving him mock 
counsel as to the restraint of his passion. He had gone through 
it all before, and was tired of it ; but for his life he did not 
know how to help himself. 

II. 7 



98 THE LAST OHBONICLE OF BABSET. 

<* Conway/' said she, gravely, '' how dare yoti address me 
in such language ? '* 

** Of course it is very wrong ; I know that." 

** I'm not speaking of myself, now. I have learned to 
think so little of myself, as even to be indifferent to the feeling 
of the injnry yon are doing me. My life is a blank, and I 
almost think that nothing can hurt me further* I have not 
heart left enough to break ; no, not enough to be broken. It 
is not of myself that I am thinking, when I ask yon how yoa 
dare to address me in such language. Do yon not know that 
it is an injury to another ? " 

" To what other ? " asked Conway Dalrymple, whose mind 
was becoming rather confused, and who was not quite sore 
whether the other one was Mr. Dobbs Broughton, or some- 
body else. 

''To that poor girl who is coming here now, who is 
devoted to you, and to whom, I do not doubt, you have 
uttered words which ought to have made it impossible for joa 
to speak to me as you spoke not a moment since." 

Things were becoming very grave and difficult. They 
would have been very grave, indeed, had not some god saved 
him by sending Miss Van Siever to his rescue at this moment. 
He was beginning to think what he would say in answer to 
the accusation now made, when his eager ear caught the 
sound of her step upon the stairs ; and before the pause in 
the conversation which the circumstances admitted had given 
place to the necessity for further speech. Miss Van Siever had 
'knocked at the door and had entered the room. He was 
rejoiced, and I think that Mrs. Broughton did not regret the 
interference. It is always well that these little dangerous 
scenes should be brought to sudden ends. The last details 
of such romances, if drawn out to their natural conclusions, 
are apt to be uncomfortable, if not dull. She did not want 
him to go down on his knees, knowing that the getting up 
again is always awkward. 

'' Clara, I began to think you were never coming," said 
Mrs. Broughton, with her sweetest smile. 
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** I began to think so myseli also/' said Clara. '' And I 
believe this must be the last sitting, or, at any rate, the last 
but one." 

** Is anything the matter at home ? '' said Mrs. Bronghton, 
clasping her hands together. 

** Nothing very much ; mamma asked me a question or 
two this morning, and I said I was coming here. Had she 
asked me why, I should have told her." 

" But what did she ask ? What did she say ? " 

** She does not always make herself very intelligible. Bhe 
complains without telling you what she complains of. But 
she muttered something about artists which was not com- 
plimentary, and I suppose, therefore, that she has a suspicion. 
She stayed ever so late this morning, and we left the house 
together. She will ask some direct question to-night, or 
before long, and then there will be an end of it." 

" Let us make the best of our time then," said Dalrymple ; 
and the sitting was arranged ; Miss Van Siever went down on 
ber knees with her hammer in her hand, and the work began. 
Mrs. Broughton had twisted a turban round Clara's head, as 
sbe always did on these occasions, and assisted to arrange the 
drapery. She used to tell herself as she did so, that she was 
like Isaac, piling the fagots for her own sacrifice. Only Isaac 
bad piled Uiem in ignorance, and she piled them conscious of 
tbe sacrificial flames. And Isaac had been saved ; whereas 
it was impossible that the catching of any ram in any thicket 
could save her. But, nevertheless, she arranged the drapery 
with all her skill, piUng the fagots ever so high for her own 
pyre. In the meantime Conway Dalrymple painted away, 
thinking more of his picture than he did of one woman or of 
the other. 

After a while, when Mrs. Broughton had piled the £agots 
fts high as she could pile them, she got up from her seat and 
prepared to leave the room. Much of the pile consisted, of 
course, in her own absence during a portion of these sittings. 
** Conway," she said, as she went, ** if this is to be the last 
sitting or the last but one, you should m^ke the most of it." 
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Then she threw upon him a very peculiar glance over the 
head of the kneeling Jael, and withdrew. Jael, who in those 
moments would he thinking more of the fatigue of her position 
than of anything else, did not at all take home to herself the 
peculiar meaning of her friend's words. Conway Dalrymple 
understood them thoroughly, and thought that he might as 
well take the advice given to him. He had made up his 
mind to propose to Miss Van Siever, and why should he not 
do so now ? He went on with his hrush for a couple of 
minutes without saying a word, working as well as he conld 
work, and then resohed that he would at once hegin the other 
task. **Miss Van Siever," he said, **I'm afraid you are 
tired ? " 

** Not more than usually tired. It is fatiguing to he 
slaying Sisera hy the hour together. I do get to hate this 
hlock.'' The hlock was the dummy hy which the form of 
Sisera was supposed to he typified. 

** Another sitting will ahout finish it," said he, '* so that 
you need not positively distress yourself now. Will you rest 
yourself for a minute or two ? " He had already perceived 
that the attitude in which Clara was posed hefore him was 
not one in which an offer of marriage could he received and 
replied to with advantage. 

^* Thank you, I am not tired yet," said Clara, not chang- 
ing the fixed glance of national wrath with which she regarded 
her wooden Sisera as she held her hammer on high. 

** But I am. There ; we will rest for a moment." Dal- 
rymple was aware that Mrs. Dohhs Broughton, though she was 
very assiduous in piling her fagots, never piled them for long 
together. If he did not make haste she would be back npon 
them before he could get his word spoken. When he pat 
. down his brush, and got up from his chair, and stretched ont 
his arm as a man does when he ceases for a moment from his 
work, Clara of course got up also, and seated herself. She 
was used to her turban and her drapery, and therefore thought 
not of it at all ; and he also was used to it, seeing her in it two 
or three times a week ; but now that he intended to accom- 
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pHsh a special purpose, the turban and the drapery seemed to 
be in the way. ** I do so hope you will like the picture," he 
said, as he was thinking of this. 

*' I don't think I shall. But you will understand that it is 
natural that a girl should not like herself in such a portraiture 
as that." 

'' I don't know why. I can understand that you specially 
should not like the picture ; but I think that most women in 
London in your place would at any rate say that they did." 

** Are you angry with me ? " 

" What ; for telling the truth ? No, indeed." He was 
standing opposite to his easel, looking at the canvas, shifting 
Us head about so as to change the lights, and observing criti- 
cally this blemish and that ; and yet he was all the while think- 
ing how he had best carry out his purpose. ** It will have 
been a prosperous picture to me," he said at last, ''if it leads 
to the success of which I am ambitious." 

** I am told that all you do is successful now, — merely 
because you do it. That is the worst of success." 

** What is the worst of success ? " 

** That when won by merit it leads to fiirther success, for 
the gaining of which no merit is necessary." 

" I hope it may be so in my case. If it is not I shall have 
a very poor chance. Clara, I think you must know that I am 
not talking about my pictures." 

" I thought you were." 

** Indeed I am not. As for success in my profession, far 
as I am from thinking I merit it, I feel tolerably certain that 
I shall obtain it." 

" You have obtained it." 

''I am in the way to do so. Perhaps one out of ten 
struggling artists is successful, and for him the profession is 
very charming. It is certainly a sad feeling that there is so 
much of chance in the distribution of the prizes. It is a 
lottery. But one cannot complain of that when one has drawn 
the prize." Dalrymple was not a man without self-possession, 
nor was he readily abashed, but he found it easier to talk of 
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his profession than to make his offer. The turban was his 
difficulty. He had told himself over and over again within the 
last five minutes, that he would have long since said what he 
had to say had it not been for the turban. He had been paint- 
ing all his life from living models,— from women dressed up in 
this or that costume, to suit the necessities of his picture, — 
but he had never made love to any of them. They had been 
simply models to him, and now he found that there was a 
difficulty. ** Of that prize,** he said, ** I have made myself 
tolerably sure ; but as to the other prize, I do not know. I 
wonder whether I am to have that.** Of course Miss Van 
Siever understood well what was the prize of which he was 
speaking ; and as she was a young woman with a will and pur- 
pose of her own, no doubt she was already prepared with an 
answer. But it was necessary that the question should be put 
to her in properly distinct terms. Conway Dalrymple certainly 
had not put his question in properly distinct terms at present. 
She did not choose to make any answer to his last words ; and 
therefore simply suggested that as time was pressing he had 
better go on with his work. '' I am quite ready now,** said she. 

** Stop half a moment. How much more you are thinking 
of the picture than I am ! I do not care twopence for the 
picture. I will slit the canvas from top to bottom without a 
groan, — ^without a single inner groan, — ^if you will let me.** 

** For heaven's sake do nothing of the kind ! Why should 
you ? '* 

*^ Just to show you that it is not for the sake of the pictore 
that I come here. Clara — ** Then the door was opened, and 
Isaac appeared, very weary, having been piling fagots with assi- 
duity, till human nature could pile no more. Conway Dalrymple, 
who had made his way almost up to Clara's seat, turned round 
sharply towards his easel, in anger at having been disturbed. 
Se should have been more grateful for all that his Isaac had 
done for him, and have recognized the fact that the fault had 
been with himself. Mrs. Broughton had been twelve minutes 
out of the room. She had counted them to be fifteen, — shaving 
no doubt made a mistake as to three, — ^and had told herself 
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that with siich a one as Conway Dalrympie, with so maoh of 
the work ready done to his hand for him, Efbeen minutes should 
have been amply sufficient. When we reflect what her own 
thoughts mast have been during the interyal, — ^what it is to 
hare to pile up such fagots as those, how she was, as it were, 
giving away a fresh morsel of her own heart during each minute 
that she allowed Clara and C(mway Dalrymple to remain 
togeth^, it cannot surprise us that her eyes should haye become 
dizzy, and that she should not have counted the minutes with 
accarate correctness. Dalrymple turned to his picture angrily, 
bat Miss Yan Siever kept her seat and did not show the 
slightest emotion. 

"My friends,'* said Mrs. Broughton, ^'this will not do* 
This is not working ; this is not sitting." 

** Mr. Dalrymple has been explaining to me the precarious 
nature of an artist's profession,** said Clara. 

" It is not precarious with him,'* said Mrs. Dobbs Brough- 
ton, sententiously. 

'< Not in a general way, perhaps ; but to proTe the truth 
of his words he was going to treat Jael worse than Jael 
treais Sisera.** 

** I was going to slit the picture from the top to the 
bottom." 

"And why ? '* said Mrs. Broughton, putting up her hands 
to heaven in tragic horror. 

"Just to show Miss Yan Siever how little I care about it.*' 

" And how little you care about- her, too ? ** said Mrs. 
Broughton. 

" She might take that as she liked.** After this there was 
another genuine sitting, and the real work went on as though 
there had been no episode. Jael fixed her face, and held her 
hanmier as though her mind and heart were solely bent on 
Beetmng to be slaying Sisera. Dalrymple turned his eyos from 
the canvas to the model, and from the model to the canvas, 
working with his hand all the while, as though that last 
pathetic <' Clara ** had never been uttered ; and Mrs. Dobbs 
Broughton reclined on a so&, looking at them and thinking of 
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her own singularly romantic position, till her mind was filled 
with a poetic frenzy. In one moment she resolved that she 
would hate Clara as woman was never hated by woman ; and 
then there were daggers, and poison-cups, and strangling cords 
in her eye. In the next she was as firmly determined that she 
would love Mrs. Conway Dalrymple as woman never was loved 
by woman ; and then she saw herself kneeling by a cradle, and 
tenderly nursing a baby, of which Conway was to be the father 
and Clara the mother. And so she went to sleep. 

For some time Dalrymple did not observe this ; but at last 
there was a little sound, — even the ill-nature of Miss Demolines 
could hardly have called it a snore, — and he became aware that 
for practical purposes he and Miss Van Siever were again alone 
together. ** Clara," he said, in a whisper. Mrs. Broughton 
instantly aroused herself from her slumbers, and rubbed her 
eyes. '* Dear, dear, dear,'* she said, ** 1 declare it*s past one. 
I'm afraid I must turn you both out. One more sitting, I 
suppose, will finish it, Conway ? " 

*^ Yes, one more,'' said he. It was always understood that 
he and Clara should not leave the house together, and therefore 
he remained painting when she left the room. ** And now, 
Conway," said Mrs. Broughton, ** I suppose that all is over ? " 
" I don't know what you mean by all being over." 
'* No, — of course not. You look at it in another light, no 
doubt. Everything is beginning for you. But you mnst 
pardon me, for my heart is distracted, — distracted,—- dis- 
tractedl" Then she sat down upon the floor, and burst 
into tears. What was he to do? He thought that the 
woman should either give him up altogether, or not give 
him up. All this fuss about it was irrational! He woold 
not have made love to Clara Van Siever in her room if she 
had not told him to do so ! 

•* Maria," he said, in a very grave voice, ** any sacrifice 
that is required on my part on your behalf I am reaay 

to make." 

*< No, sir ; the sacrifices shall all be made by me. It iff 
the part of a woman to be ever sacrificial I " Poor Mrs. Dobhs 
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Bronghton I '' Yon shall give up nothing. The world is at 
your feet, and yon shall have everything, — ^yonth, heanty, 
wealth, station, love, — love ; and friendship also, if yon wiU 
accept it from one so poor, so hroken, so secluded as I shall 
be." At each of the last words there had been a desperate 
sob ; and as she was still crouching in the middle of the room, 
looking up into Daliymple's face while he stood over ber, the 
scene was one which had much in it that transcended the 
doings of everyday life, much that would be ever memorable, 
and much, I have no doubt, that was thoroughly enjoyed by 
the principal actor. As for Conway Dalrymple, he was so 
second-rate a personage in the whole thing, that it mattered 
little whether he enjoyed it or not. I don't think he did enjoy 
it. "And now, Conway," she said, ''I will give you some 
advice. And when in afber-days you shall remember this 
interview, and reflect how that advice was given you, — ^with 
what solemnity,'' — ^here she clasped both her hands together, 
— ** I think that you will follow it. Clara Van Siever will now 
become your wife." 

" I do not know that at all," said Dalrymple. 

" Clara Van Siever will now become your wife," repeated 
Mrs. Broughton in a louder voice, impatient of opposition. 
" Love her. Cleave to her. Make her flesh of your flesh and 
bone of your bone. But rule her ! Yes, rule her ! Let her 
be your second self, but not your first self. Bule her. Love 
ber. Cleave to her. Do not leave her alone, to feed on her 
own thoughts as I have done, — as I have been forced to do. 
Now go. No, Conway, not a word ; I will not hear a word. 
Yon must go, or I must." Then she rose quickly from her 
lowly attitude, and prepared herself for a dart at the door. It 
was better by far that he should go, and so he went. 

An American when he has spent a pleasant day will tell 
yon that he has had <* a good time." I think that Mrs. Dobbs 
Broughton, if she had ever spoken the truth of that day's em- 
ployment, would have acknowledged that she had had ** a good 
time." I think that she enjoyed her morning's work. But as 
for Conway Dalrymple, I doubt whether he did enjoy his 
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morning's work. '' A man may have too much of this sort of 
thing, and then he becomes yerj sick of bis cake." . Sach 
was the nature of his thoughts as he returned to his oim 
abode. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

WHY DON'T YOU HAVE AN ''IT'' FOR YOURSELF f 

Of course it came to pass that Lily Bale and Emily Dunstable 
were soon very intimate, and that they saw each other every 
day. Indeed, before long they would have been living together 
in the same house had it not been that the squire had felt 
reluctant to abandon the independence of his own lodgings. 
When Mrs. Thome had pressed her invitation for the second, and 
then for the third time, asking them. both to come to her large 
house, he had begged his niece to go and -leave him alone. 
'' You need not regard me," he had said, speaking not with the 
whining voice of complaint, but with that thin tinge of melan- 
choly which was usual to him. '* I amso much alono down at 
Allington, that you need not mind leaving me." But Lily 
would not go on those terms, and therefore they still lived 
together in the k)dgings. Nevertheless Lily was eveiy day at 
Mrs. Thome's house, and thus a great intimacy grew np 
between the girls. Emily Dunstable had neither brother nor 
sister, and Lily's nearest male relative in her own degree was 
now Miss Dunstable's betrothed husband. It was natural 
therefore that they should at any rate try to like each other. It 
afterwards came to pass that Lily did go to Mrs. Thome's 
house, and she stayed there for awhile ; but when that occurred 
the squire had gone back to Allington. 

Among other generons kindnesses Mrs. Thome insisted 
that Bernard should hire a horse for his cousin Lily. Emily 
Dunstable rode daily, and of course Captain Dale rode with 
her ; — and now Lily joined the party. Almost before she knew 
what was being done she foimd herself provided with hat and 
habit and horse and whip. It was a way with Mrs. Thome that 
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thej wlio came 'witbin the inflnence of her immediate sphere 
fihonld be made to feel that the comforts and luxuries arising 
from her wealth belonged to a common stock, and were the 
joint property of them all. Things were not offered and taken 
and talked about, but they made their appearance, and were 
used as a matter of course. If you go to stay at a gentleman's 
hoQse yon understand that, as a matter of course, you will be 
proTided with meat and drink. Some hosts furnish you also 
with cigars. A small number give you stabling and forage 
for your horse ; and a tery select few mount you on hunting 
days, and send you out with a groom and a second horse. 
Mrs. Thome went beyond all others in this open-handed 
hospitality. She had enormous wealth at her command, and 
had but few of those all-absorbing drains upon wealth which 
in this country make so many rich men poor. She had no 
family property, — no place to keep, up in which she did not 
live. She had no retainers to be maintained because they were 
retainers. She had neither sons nor daughters. Consequently 
she was able to be lavish in her generosity ; and as her heart 
was Tery lavish, she would have given her friends gold to eat 
had gold been good for eating. Indeed there was no measure 
in her giving, — unless when tiie idea came upon her that the 
recipient of her favours was trading on them. Then she could 
hold her hand very stoutly. 

Lily Dale had not liked the idea of being fitted out thus 
expensively. A box at the opera was all very well, as it was 
not procured especially for her. And tickets for other theatres 
did not seem to come unnaturally for a night or two. But her 
spirit had militated against the hat and the habit and the 
horse. The whip was a little present from Emily Dunstable, 
and that of course was accepted with a good grace. Then 
there came the horse, — as though from the heavens; there 
seemed to be ten horses, twenty horses, if anybody needed 
them. All these things seemed to flow naturally into 
Mrs. Thome's establishment, like air through the windows. 
It was very pleasant, but Lily hesitated when she was told 
that a habit was to be given to her. ''My dear old aunt 
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insists,*' said Emily Dunstable. '* Nobody ever thinks of 
refusing anything from her. If you only knew what some 
people will take, and some people will even ask, who haTe 
nothing to do with her at all ! '* '* But I have nothing to do 
with her, — in that way I mean," said Lily. ** Oh, yes, you 
have,'* said Emily. '^ You and Bernard are as good as brother 
and sister, and Bernard and I are as good as man and wife, 
and my aunt and I are as good as mother and daughter. So 
you see, in a sort of a way you are a child of the house.** So 
Lily accepted the habit ; but made a stand at the hat, and 
paid for that out of her own pocket. When the squire had 
seen Lily on horseback he asked her questions about it. '^ It 
was a hired horse, I suppose ? " he said. '^ I think it came 
direct from heaven,*' said Lily. ** What do you mean, Lily ? " 
said the squire, angrily. '' I mean that when people are bo 
rich and good-natured as Mrs. Thome it is no good inqoiring 
where things come from. All that I know is that the horses 
come out of Potts* liveiy-stable. They talk of Potts as if he 
were a good-natured man who provides horses for the world 
without troubling anybody.** Then the squire spoke to Bernard 
about it, saying that he should insist on defraying his niece's 
expenses. But Bernard swore that he could give his uncle no 
assistance. ** I would not speak to her about such a thing 
for all the world,** said Bernard. <' Then I shall,** said the 
squire. 

In those days Lily thought much of Johnny Eames, — ^gave 
to him perhaps more of that thought which leads to love than 
she had ever given him before. She still heard the Crawley 
question discussed every day. Mrs. Thome, as we all know, 
was at this time a Barsetshire personage, and was of course 
interested in Barsetshire subjects ; and she was specially 
anxious in the matter, having strong hopes with reference to 
the marriage of Major Grantly and Grace, and strong hopes 
also that Grace's father might escape the fangs of justice. 
The Crawley case was constantly in Lily*B ears, and as 
constantly she heard high praise awarded to Johnny for his 
kindness in going after the Arabins. *' He must be a fine 
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young fellow," said Mrs. Thorne, ** and we*ll have him down 
at Chaldicotes some day. Old Lord De Gnest found him out 
and made a friend of him, and old Lord De Guest was no 
fool.'* Lily was not altogether free from a suspicion that 
Mrs. Thome knew the story of Johnny's love and was trying 
to serve Johnny, — ^as other people had tried to do, very 
ineffectually. When this suspicion came upon her she would 
shut her heart against her lover's praises, and swear that she 
would stand hy those two letters which she had written in her 
book at home. £ut the suspicion would not be always there, 
and there did come upon her a conviction that her lover was 
more esteemed among men and women than she had been 
accustomed to believe. Her cousin, Bernard Dale, who 
certainly was regarded in the world as somebody, spoke of him 
as his equal ; whereas in former days Bernard had always 
regarded Johnny Eames as standing low in the world's regard. 
Then Lily, when alone, would remember a certain comparison 
which she once made between Adolphus Crosbie and John 
Eames, when neither of the men had as yet pleaded his cause 
to her, and which had been very much in favour of the former. 
She had then declared that Johnny was a *' mere clerk." She 
had a higher opinion of him now, — a much higher opinion, 
ev^ though he could never be more to her than a friend. 

In these days Lily's new ally, Emily Dunstable, seemed to 
Lily to be so happy ! There was in Emily a complete 
realization of that idea of ante- nuptial blessedness of which 
Lily had often thought so much. Whatever Emily did she did 
for Bernard ; and, to give Captain Dale his due, he received 
all the sweets which were showered upon him with becoming 
signs of gratitude. I suppose it is always the case at such 
times that the girl has the best of it, and on this occasion 
Emily Dunstable certainly made the most of her happiness. 
" I do envy you," Lily said one day. The acknowledgment 
seemed to have been extorted from her involuntarily. She did 
not laugh as she spoke, or follow up what she had said with 
other words intended to take away the joke of what she had 
uttered, — had it been a joke ; but she sat silent, looking at the 
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giri who was re-arranging flowers which Bernard had brought 
to her. 

** I can't give him up to you, you know," said Emily. 

" I don't euTy you him, but * it,* " said Lily. 

** Then go and get an * it * for yourself. Why don't you 
have an * it ' for yourself? You can have an * it ' to-morrow, 
if you like, — or two or three, if all that I hear is true." 

** No, I can't," said Lily. " Things have gone wrong with 
me. Don't ask me anything more about it. Pray don't. I 
shan't speak of it if you do." 

'' Of course I wiU not if you teU me I must not." 

'' I do tell you so. I have been a fool to say anything 
about it. However, I have got over my envy now, and am 
ready to go out with your aunt. Here she is." 

** Things have gone wrong with me." She repeated the 
same words to herself over and over again. With all the efforts 
which she had made she could not quite reconcile herself to 
the two letters which she had written in the book. This 
coming up to London, and riding in the Park, and going to 
the theatres, seemed to unsettle her. At home she had 
schooled herself down into quiescence, and made herself think 
that she believed that she was satisfied with the prospects of 
her life. But now she was all astray again, doubting about 
herself, hankering after something over and beyond that which 
fieemed to be allotted to her,*--^but, nevertheless, assuring her- 
self that she never would accept of anything else. 

I must not, if I can help it, let the reader suppose that 
she was softening her heart to John Eames because John 
Eames was spoken well of in the world. But with all of us, 
in the opinion which we form of those around us, we take 
unconsciously the opinion of others. A woman is handsome 
because the world says so. Music is charming to us because 
it charms others. We drink our wines with other men's 
palates, and look at our pictures with other men's eyes. 
When Lily heard John Eames praised by all around her, 
it could not be but that she should praise him too, — ^not out 
loud, as others did, but in the silence of her heart. And 
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tben hk canstaney to her had been so perfect ! If tiiat other 
one bad nerer come ! K it could be that she might b^iii 
again, and that she might be spared that ^isode in her life 
vbieh bad brofoght him and her together ! 

" When is Mr. Eames going to be back ? " Mrs. Thome 
said at dinner one day. On this occasion the sqnire ms 
£ning at Mrs. Thome's house ; and there were three or four 
others tb««, — among them a Mr. EEarold Smith, who was in 
Padiament, and his wife, and John Eames's especial friend. 
Sir Bailie Bnffle. The question was addressed to the squire, 
but (be squire was slow to answer, and it was taken up by 
Sir Baffle Buffle. 

'* He'U be back on the 15th," said the knight, «< unless 
be means to play truant. I hope he won't do that, as his 
absence has been a terrible inconvenience to me." Then 
Sii Baffle explained that John Eames was his private 
seerelaiy, and that Johnny's journey to the Continent had 
been made with, and could not have been made without, his 
sanetion. ** When I came to hear the story, of course I told 
bim that he must go. * Eames,' I said, ' take the advice of a 
inan idio knows the world. Circumstanced as you are, you 
are bound to go.' And he went." 

" Upon my word that was very good-natured of you," said 
ahs. Thome. 

''I never keep a fellow to his desk who has really got 
important business elsewhere," said Sir Baffle. " The country, 
I say, can aflford to do as much as that for her servants. 
But then I like to know that the business is business. One 
doesn't choose to be humbugged." 

"I daresay you are humbugged, as you call it, very 
ofien," said Harold Smith. 

" Perhaps so ; perhaps I am ; perhaps that is the opinion 
vbieh they have of me at the Treasury. But you were hardly 
long enough there. Smith, to have learned much about it, I 
^old say." 

'' I don't suppose I should have known much about it, as 
joa call it, if I had stayed till Doomsday." 
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'' I daresay not ; I daresay not. Men who begin as late 
as yon did never know what official life really means. Now 
I've been at it all my life, and I think I do understand it." 

'^ It*s not a profession I should like unless where it's joined 
with politics," said Harold Smith. 

''But then it's apt to be so short/' said Sir Baffle Bnffle. 
Now it had happened once in the life of Mr. Harold Smith 
that he had been in a Ministry, but, unfortunately, that 
Ministry had gone out almost within a week of the time of 
Mr. Smith's adhesion. Sir Raffle and Mr. Smith had knoTm 
each other for many years, and were accustomed to make ciTil 
little speeches to each other in society. 

'' I'd sooner be a horse in a mill than have to go to an 
office every day," said Mrs. Smith, coming to her husband's 
assistance. '' You, Sir Baffle, have kept yourself fresh and 
pleasant through it all ; but who besides you ever did ? " 

'' I hope I am fresh," said Sir Baffle ; '' and as for 
pleasantness, I will leave that for you to determine." 

'' There can be but one opinion," said Mrs. Thome. 

The conversation had strayed away from John Eames, 
and Lily was disappointed. It was a pleasure to her when 
people talked of him in her hearing, and as a question or 
two had been asked about him, making him the hero of the 
moment, it seemed to her that he was being robbed of his dae 
when the little amenities between Mr. and Mrs. Harold Smith 
and Sir Baffle banished his name from the circle. Nothing 
more, however, was said of him at dinner, and I fear that he 
would have been altogether forgotten throughout the evening, 
had not Lily herself referred, — ^not to him, which she could 
not possibly have been induced to do, — ^but to the subject of 
his journey. " I wonder whether poor Mr. Crawley will be 
found guilty ? " she said to Sir Baffle up in the drawing-room. 

'^ I am afraid he will ; I am afraid he will," said Sir 
Baffle ; ** and I fear, my dear Miss Dale, that I must go 
further than that. I fear I must express an opinion that he 
is guilty." 

" Nothing will ever make me think so," said Lily. 
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'* Ladies are always tender-hearted," said Sir Raffle, ** and 
especially yonng ladies, — and especially pretty young ladies. 
I do not wonder that such should be your opinion. But yon 
see, Miss Dale, a man of business has to look at these things 
in a business light. What I want to know is, where did he 
get the cheque ?* He is bound to be explicit in answering 
that before anybody can acquit him.'* 

** That is just what Mr. Eames has gone abroad to learn.'' 

** It is yery well for Eames to go abroad, — though, upon 
my word, I don't know whether I should not have given him 
different advice if I had known how much I was to be tormented 
by his absence. The thing couldn't have happened at a more 
unfortimate time ; — ^the Ministry going out, and everything. 
Bat, as I was sayiug, it is all very well for him to do what he 
can. He is related to them, and is bound to save the honour 
of his relations if it be possible. I like him for going. I 
always liked him. As I said to my friend De Guest, ' That 
young man will make his way.' And I rather fancy that the 
chance word which I spoke then to my valued old friend wa& 
not thrown away in Eames's favour. £ut, my dear Miss Dale, 
where did Mr. Crawley get that cheque ? That's what I want 
to know. If you can tell me that, then I can tell you whether 
or no he will be acquitted." 

Lily did not feel a strong prepossession in £Eivour of Sir 
Baffle, in spite of his praise of John Eames. The harsh voice 
of the man annoyed her, and his egotism offended her. When, 
mnch later in the evening, his character came on for discus> 
sion between herself and Mrs. Thome and Emily Dunstable, 
she had not a word to say in his favour. But still she had 
been pleased to meet him, because he was the man with whom 
Johnny's life was most specially concerned. I think that a 
portion of her dislike to him arose from the fact that in con- 
tmuing the conversation he did not revert to his private secre- 
^17) but preferred to regale her with stories of his own 
doings in wonderful cases which had partaken of interest similar 
to that which now attached itself to Mr. Crawley's case. He 
had known a man who had stolen a hundred pounds, and had 
II. 8 
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nerer been found out ; and another man who had been arrested 
for stealing two-and-sixpence, which was found afterwards stick- 
ing to a bit of bntter at the bottom of a pLite. Mrs. Thome 
had heard all this, and had answered him, '' Dear me, Sir 
Baflie,** she had said, " what a great many thieves yon have had 
among yonr acquaintance ! " This had rather disconcerted him, 
and then there had been no more talking about Mr. Crawley. 

It had been arranged on this morning thai Mr. Dale should 
retorn to Allington and leave Lily with Mrs. Thome. Some 
special need of his presence at home, real or assumed, had 
arisen, and he had declared that he most shorten his stay in 
London by about half the intended period. The need would 
not have been so pressing, probably, had he not felt that Lily 
would be more comfortable with Mrs. Thome than in his 
lodgings in Sackville Street. lily had at first declared that 
she would return with him, but everybody had protested against 
this. Emily Dunstable had protested against it very stoutly; 
Mrs. Dale herself had protested agamst it by letter; and 
Mrs. Thome's protest had been quite imperious in its nature. 
« Indeed, my dear, you'll do nothing of the kind. I'm sure 
your mother wouldn't wish it. I look upon it as quite essential 
that you and Emily should learn to know each other." ** But 
we dp know each other; don't we, Emily?" said Lily. 
^< Not quite well yet," said Emily. Then Lily had laughed, and 
80 the matter was settled. And now, on this present occasion, 
Mr. Dale was at Mrs. Thome's house for the last time. His 
conscience had been perplexed about Lily's horse, and if any- 
thing was to be said it must be said now. The subject was 
very disagreeable to him, and he was angry with fiemaid 
because Bernard had declined to manage it for him after his 
own fiiishion. But he had told himself so often that anything 
was better than a pecuniary obligation, that he was determined | 
to speak his mind to Mrs. Thome, and to beg her to allow him 
to have his way. So he waited tiU the Harold Smiths were 
gone, and Sir Baffle Buffle, and then, when Lily was apart 
with Emily, — ^for Bernard Dale had left them, — ^he found him- 
self at last alone with Mrs. Thome. 
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"I can*t bo too much obliged to you,*' he said, " for your 
kindness to my girl.*' 

" Oh, laws, that's nothing,** said Mrs. Thome. " We 
look on her as one of us now.'* 

^' I am sure she is grateful, — ^rery gratefal ; and so am I. 
She and Bernard have been brought up so much together that 
it is very desirable that she should be not unknown to Bernard's 
wife." 

" Exactly,— ^that*s just what I mean. Blood*s thicker 
than water ; isn't it ? Emily*s child, if she has one, will be 
Lily's cousin." 

^^Her first-cousin once removed,** said the squire, who 
was accurate in these matters. Then he drew himself up in 
his seat and compressed his lips together, and prepared him- 
self for his task. It was very disagreeable. Nothing, he 
thought, could be more disagreeable. ** I have a little thing 
to speak about," he said at last, " which I hope will not offend 
you." 

" About Lily ? ** 

" Yes ; about Lily.** 

" I'm not very easily offended, and I don*t know how I 
could possibly be offended about her.** 

" I'm an old-fashioned man, Mrs. Thorne, and don*t know 
much about the ways of the world. I have always been down 
in the country, and maybe I have prejudices. You won*t refuse 
to humour one of them, I hope ? '* 

" You*re beginning to Mghten me, Mr. Dale ; what 
is it?'* 

** About Lily*s horse.*' 

'' Lily*8 horse ! What about her horse ? I hope he*s not 
Ticious ? " 

'' She is riding every day with your niece,*' said the squire, 
thinking it best to stick to his own point. 

** It will do her all the good in the world,*' said Mrs. 
Thome. 

''Very likely. I don*t doubt it. I do not in the least 
disapprove her riding. But ** 
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* But what, Mr. Dale ? " 

* I should be so much obliged if I might be allowed to pay 
the livery-stable keeper's bill.'* 

* Oh, laws a' mercy I " 
^ I daresay it may sound odd, but as I have a fancy aboni 

it, I'm sure you'll gratify me." 

* Of course I will. I'll remember it. I'll make it all 
right with Bernard. Bernard and I have no end of accounts,— 
or shall have before long, — and we'll make an item of it. Then 
you can arrange with Bernard afterwards." 

Mr. Dale as he got up to go away felt that he was beaten, 
but he did not know how to carry the battle any further on 
that occasion. He could not take out his purse and put do^ 
the cost of the horse on the table. ^* I will then speak to mj 
nephew about it," he said, very gravely, as he went away. 
And he did speak to his nephew about it, and even wrote to 
him more than once. But it was all to no purpose. Mr. Potts 
could not be induced to give a separate bill, and, — so said 
Bernard, — swore at last that he would furnish no account to 
anybody for horses that went to Mrs. Thome's door except 
to Mrs. Thome herself. 

That night Lily took leave of her uncle and remained at 
Mrs. Thome's house. As things were now arranged she 
would, no doubt, be in London when John Eames returned. 
If he should find her in town — and she told herself that if she 
was in town he certainly would find her, — ^he would, doubtless, 
repeat to her the ofier he had so often made before. She 
never ventured to tell herself that she doubted as to the answer 
to be made to him. The two letters were written in the book, 
and must remain there. But she felt that she would have had 
more courage for persistency down at AUington than she woald 
be able to summon to her assistance up in London. She 
knew she would be weak, should she be found by him alone is 
Mrs. Thome's drawing-room. It would be better for her to 
make some excuse and go home. She was resolved that she 
would not become his wife. She could not extricate herself 
from the dominion of a feeling which she believed to be lore 
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for another man. She had given a solemn promise hoth 
to her mother and to John Eames that she would not marry 
that other man; hat in doing so she had made a solemn 
promise to herself that she would not marry John Eames. 
She had sworn it and would keep her oath. And yet she 
regretted it ! In writing home to her mother the next day, 
she told Mrs. Dale that all the world was speaking well of John 
Eames, — that John had won for himself a reputation of his 
own, and was known fisir and wide to he a nohle fellow. She 
could not keep herself from praising John Eames, though she 
knew that such praise might, and would, ho used against her 
at some future time. " Though I cannot love him I will give 
him his due,*' she said to herself. 

" I wish you would make up your mind to have an * it * 
for yourself,'* Emily Dunstahle said to her again that night; 
'' a nice * it,' so that I could make a friend, perhaps a brother, 
of him." 

" I shall never have an * it,* if I live to he a hundred,** 
said Lily Dale. 



CHAPTER X. 

ROTTEN ROW. 

^Y had heard nothing as to the difficulty about her horse, 
and could therefore enjoy her exercise without the drawback 
of feeling that her uncle was subjected to an annoyance. 
She was in the habit of going out every day with Bernard 
and Emily Dunstable, and their party was generally joined by 
others who would meet them at Mrs. Thome's house. For 
^. Thome was a very hospitable woman, and there were 
many who liked well enough to go to her house. Late in 
the afternoon there would be a great congregation of horses 
hefore the door, — sometimes as many as a dozen ; and then 
the cavalcade would go off into the Park, and there it would 
become scattered. As neither Bemard nor Miss Dunstable 
were unconscionable lovers, Lily in these scatterings did 
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not often find herself n^eeted or lost. Her cousin vonld 
generally remain with her, and as in those days she had no 
^* it " of her own she was well pleased that he should do so. 

But it so happened that on a certain afternoon she found 
herself riding in Botten Bow alone with a certain stent gentle- 
man whom she constantly met at Mrs. Thome's honse. His 
name was Onesiphoms Dunn, and he was nsnally called Sipli 
hy his intimate friends. It had seemed to lily that eTeiy- 
hody was an intimate friend of Mr. Dunn's, and she was in 
daily fear lest she should make a mistake and call him Siph 
herself. Had she done so it would not have mattered in the 
least. Mr. Dunn, had he observed it at all, would neither hare 
been flattered nor angry. A great many young ladies about 
London did call him Siph, and to him it was quite natural 
that they should do so. He was an Irislunan, living on the 
best of everything in the world, with apparently no fortune 
of his own, and certainly never earning anything. Every- 
body liked him, and it was admitted on all sides that there was 
no safer friend in the world, either for yonng ladies or young 
men, than Mr. Onesiphoms Dunn. He did not borrow 
money, and he did not encroach. He did like being asked 
out to dinner, and he did think that they to whom he gave 
the light of his countenance in town owed him the return 
of a week's run in the country. He neither shot, nor hunted, 
nor fished, nor read, and yet he was never in the way in any 
house. He did play billiards, and whist, and croquet — ^very 
badly. He was a good judge of wine, and would occasionally 
condescend to look after the bottling of it on behalf of some very 
intimate friend. He was a great friend of Mrs. Thome's, with 
whom he always spent ten days in the autumn at Chaldicotes. 
Bernard and Emily were not insatiable lovers, but, never- 
theless, Mrs. Thome had thought it proper to provide a 
fourth in the riding-parties, and had put Mr. Dunn upon 
this duty. ^* Don't bother yourself about it, Siph," she had 
said ; ''only if those lovers should go off philandering out of 
sight, our little country lassie might find herself to he 
novrhere in the Park." Siph had promised to make himself 
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nselnl, and had done so. There had generally been so large 
a number in their party that the work imposed on Mr. Dunn 
had been very light. Lily had never found out that he had 
been especially consigned to her as her own cayalier, but had 
seen quite enongh of him to be awai*e that he was a pleasant 
companion. To her thinking, as. she ever was thinking, 
abont Johnny Eames, Siph was mnch more agreeable than 
might have been a yonnger man who would have endeavoured 
to make her think about himself. 

Thus when she found herself riding alone in Botten Bow 
with Siph Dimn, she was neither disconcerted nor displeased. 
He had been talking to her about Lord Be Guest, whom he 
had known, — ^for Siph knew everybody, — and Lily had begun 
to wonder whether he knew John Eames. She would have 
liked to hear the opinion of such a man about John Eames. 
Bhe was making up her mind that she would say something 
about the Crawley matter, — not intending of course to 
mention John Eames's name, — ^when suddenly her tongue was 
paralyzed and she could not speak. At that moment they 
were standing near a comer, where a turning path made an 
angle in the iron rails, Mr. Dunn having proposed that they 
should wait there for a few minutes before they returned 
home, as it was probable that Bernard and Miss Dunstable 
might come up. They had been there for some five or ten 
minutes, and Lily had asked her first question about the 
Crawleys, — inquiring of Mr. Dunn whether he had heard of 
a terrible accusation which had been made against a clergy- 
man in Barsetshire, — ^when on a sudden her tongue was 
paralyzed. As they were standing, Lily's horse was turned 
toward the diverging path, whereas Mr. Dunn was looking 
the other way, towards Achilles and Apsley house. Mr. Dunn 
vas nearer to the railings, but though they were thus looking 
different ways they were so placed that each could see the face 
of the. other. Then, on a sudden, coming slowly towards her 
along the diverging path and leaning on the arm of another 
oian, she saw, — ^Adolphus Crosbie. 

She had never seen him since a day on which she had 
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parted from him with many kisses, — ^with warm, pressing, 
eager kisses, — of which she had been nowhat ashamed. He 
had then been to her almost as her hnsband. She had trusted 
him entirely, and had thrown herself into his arms with a M 
reliance. There is often mach of reticence on the part of a 
woman towards a man to whom she is engaged, something also 
of shamefacedness occasionally. There exists a shadow of 
donbt, at least of that hesitation which shows that in spite of 
vows the woman knows that a change may come, and that 
provision for such possible steps backward should always be 
within her reach. But Lily had cast all snch caution to the 
winds. She had given herself to the man entirely, and had 
determined that she would sink or swim, stand or fall, live or 
die, by him and by his truth. He had been as false as hell. 
She had been in his arms, clinging to him, kissing him, swearing 
that her only pleasure in the world was to be with him, — ^with 
him her treasure, her promised husband ; and within a month, 
a week, he had been false to her. There had come upon her 
crushing tidings, and she had for days wondered at herself that 
they had not killed her. But she had lived, and had forgiven 
him. She had still loved him, and had received new offers 
from him, which had been answered as the reader knows. 
But she had never seen him since the day on which she had 
parted from him at Allington, without a doubt as to his faith. 
Now he was before her, walking on the footpath, almost within 
reach of her whip. 

He did not recognize her, but as he passed on he did 
recognize Mr. Onesiphorns Dunn, and stopped to speak to him. 
Or it might have been that Crosbie's friend Fowler Pratt 
stopped with this special object, — ^for Siph Dunn was an 
intimate friend of Fowler Pratt's. Crosbie and Siph were also 
acquainted, but in those days Crosbie did not care much for 
stopping his friends in the Park or elsewhere. He had become 
moody and discontented, and was generally seen going about 
the world alone. On this special occasion he was having a 
little special conversation about money with his very old friend 
Fowler Pratt. 
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" What, Siph, is this you ? You're always on horseback 
now,'* said Fowler Pratt. 

" Well, yes ; I have gone in a good deal for cavalry work 
this last month. I've been lucky enough to have a young lady 
to ride with me." This he said in a whisper, which the 
distance of Lily justified. ** How d'ye do, Crosbie ? One 
doesn't often see you on horseback, or on foot either." 

** I've something to do besides going to look or to be looked 
at," said Crosbie. Then he raised his eyes and saw Lily's 
side-face, and recognized her. Had be seen her before he had 
been stopped on bis way I think he would have passed on, 
endeavouring to escape observation. But as it was, his feet 
had been arrested before he knew of ber close vicinity, and 
now it would seem that he was afraid of her, and was flying 
from her, were he at once to walk off, leaving his friend behind 
him. And be knew that she bad seen him, and had recognized 
him, and was now suffering from his presence. He could not 
hat perceive that it was so from the fixedness of her face, and 
from the constrained manner in which she gazed before her. 
His friend Fowler Pratt bad never seen Miss Dale, though he 
tnew very much of her history. Siph Dunn knew nothing of 
the history of Crosbie and his love, and was unaware that he 
and Lily had ever seen each other. There was thus no help near 
to extricate her from her difficulty. 

" When a man has any work to do in the world," said 
Siph, ** he always boasts of it to his acquaintance, and curses 
his luck to himself. I have nothing to do, and can go about to 
see and to be seen ; — and I must own that I like it." 

"Especially the being seen, — eh, Siph?" said Fowler 
^nitt. « I also have nothing on earth to do, and I come here 
GTery day because it is as easy to do that as to go anywhere 
else." 

Crosbie was still looking at Lily. He could not help him- 
self. He could not take his eyes from off her. He could see 
that she was as pretty as ever, that she was but very little 
altered. She was, in truth, somewhat stouter than in the old 
%s, bat of that he took no special notice. Should he speak 
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to her ? Should he try to catch her eye, and then raise his 
hat ? Shonld he go np to her horse's head holdly, and ask her 
to let hygones be bygones ? He had an idea that of aU conrses 
which he could porsae that was the one which she would 
approve the best, — ^which would be most efficacious for him, if 
with her anything from him might have any efficacy. Btit he 
could not do it. He did not know what words he might best 
use. Would it become him humbly to sue to her for pardon ? 
Or should he strive to express his unaltered love by some tone 
of his voice ? Or should he simply ask her after her health ? 
He made one step towards her, and he saw that the face 
became more rigid and more fixed than before, and then he 
desisted. He told himself that he was simply hatefial to her. 
He thought that he could perceive that there was no tenderness 
mixed with her unabated anger. 

At this moment Bernard Dale and Emily came close upon 
him, and Bernard saw him at once. It was through Bernard 
that Lily and Crosbie had come to know each other. He and 
Bernard Dale had been fast friends in old times, and had, of 
course, been bitter enemies since the day of Crosbie*s treachery. 
They had never spoken since, though they had often seen each 
other, and Dale was not at all disposed to speak to him now. 
The moment that he recognized Crosbie he looked across to 
his cousin. For an instant, an idea had flashed across him 
that he was there by her permission, — ^with her assent ; but it 
required no second glance to show him that this was not the 
case. " Dunn," he said, " I think we will ride on," and he 
put his horse into a trot. Siph, whose ear was very accurate, 
and who knew at once that something was wrong, trotted on 
with him, and Lily, of course, was not left behind. '< Is there 
anything the matter ? " said Emily to her lover. 

" Nothing specially the matter," he replied ; " but yon 
were standing in company with the greatest blackguard that 
ever lived, and I thought we had better change our ground.''- 

" Bernard I " said Lily, flashing on him with all the 
fire which her eyes could command. Then she remembered 
that she could not reprimand him for the offence of such 
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abuse in sach a company ; so she reined in her horse and fell 
a-weeping. 

Siph Dunn, with his wicked cleyemess, knew the whole 
story at once, remembering that he had once heard something 
of Crosbie having behaved very ill to some one before he mar- 
ried Lady Alexandrina de Conrcy. He stopped his horse also, 
falling a little behind Lily, so that he might not be supposed 
to have seen her tears, and began to hum a tune. Emily 
also, thongh not wickedly clever, understood something of it. 
" If Bernard says anything to make you angry, I will scold 
liim," she said. Then the two girls rode on together in front, 
while Bernard fell back with Siph Dunn. 

** Pratt," said Crosbie, putting his hand on his friend's 
shoulder as soon as the party had ridden out of hearing, " do 
you see that girl there in the dark blue habit ? ** 
" What, the one nearest to the path ? " 
** Yes ; the one nearest to the path. That is Lily Dale." 
" Lily Dale ! " said Fowler Pratt. 
" Yes ; that is Lily Dale." 
" Did you speak to her ? *' Pratt asked. 
^' No ; she gave me no chance. She was there but a 
moment. But it was herself. It seems so odd. to me that I 
should have been thus so near her again*" If there was any 
maa to whom Crosbie could have spoken freely about Lily 
l^ale it was this man. Fowler Pratt. Pratt was the oldest 
friend he had in the world, and it had happened that when he 
^t woke to the misery that he had prepared for himself in 
throwing over Lily and betrothing himself to his late wife, 
Pratt had been the first person to whom he had communicated 
his Borrow. Not that he had ever been really open in his 
conununications. It is not given to such men as Crosbie to 
speak openly of themselves to their friends. Nor, indeed, was 
Fowler Pratt one who was fond of listening to such tales. He 
had no such tales to tell of himself, and he thought that men 
and women should go through the world quietly, not subjecting 
themselves or their a'cquaintances to anxieties and emotions from 
peculiar conduct. But he was conscientious, and courageous 
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also as well as prndent, and he had dared to tell Orosbie that 
he was behaying very badly. He had spoken his mind plainly, 
and had then given all the assistance in his power. 

He paused a moment before he replied, weighing, like a 
prudent man, the force of the words he was about to utter. 
*' It is much better as it is," he said. '' It is much better that 
you should be as strangers for the future." 

'^ I do not see that at all," said Crosbie. They were both 
leaning on the rails, and so they remained for the next twenty 
minutes. '* I do not see that at all." 

** I feel sure of it. What could come of any renewed 
intercourse, — even if she would allow it ? " 

" I might make her my wife." 

** And do you think that you would be happy with her, or 
she with you, after what has passed ? " 

«' I do think so." 

<'I do not. It might be possible that she should bring 
herself to marry you. Women delight to forgive injuries. 
They like the excitement of generosity. But she could nerer 
forget that you had had a former wife, or the circumstances 
under which you were married. And as for yourself, you wonld 
regret it after the first month. How could you ever speak to 
her of your love without speaking also of your shame? If a 
man does marry he should at least be able to hold up his head 
before his wife." 

This was very severe, but Crosbie showed no anger. *' I 
think I should do so," he said, — ** after a while." 

** Ai^ then, about money ? Of course you would have to 
tell her everything." 

" Everything — of course." 

'^ It is like enough that she might not regard that, — except 
that she would feel that if you could not afford to marry her 
when you were unembarrassed, you can hardly afford to do so 
when you are over head and ears in debt." 

** She has money now." 

" After all that has come and gone you would hardly seek 
Lily Dale because you want to marry a fortune." 
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<^ Yon are too hard on me, Pratt. You know that my only 
reason for seeking her is that I love her.'* 

<^ I do not mean to be hard. Bat I have a very strong 
opinion that the quarrels of lovers, when they are of so very 
serious a nature, are a bad basis for the renewal of love. 
Come, let ns go and dress for dinner. I am going to dine 
with Mrs. Thome, the millionaire, who married a country 
doctor, and who used to be called Miss Dunstable.'* 

^'I never dine out anywhere now," said Crosbie. And 
then they walked out of the Park together. Neither of them, 
of course, knew that Lily Dale was staying at the house at * 
which Fowler Pratt was going to dine. 

Lily, as she rode home, did not speak a word. She would 
have given worlds to be able to talk, but she could not 
e?en make a beginning. She heard Bernard and Siph Dunn 
chatting behind her, and hoped that they would continue to do 
so till she was safe within the house. They all used her well, 
for no one tried to draw her into conversation. Once Emily 
said to hei» " Shall we trot a little, Lily ? " And then they 
had moved on quickly, and the misery was soon over. As 
soon as she was upstairs in the house, she got Emily by her- 
self, and explained all the mystery in a word or two. ** I fear 
I have made a fool of myself. That was the man to whom I was 
once engaged." ** What, Mr. Crosbie ? " said Emily, who had 
heard the whole story from Bernard. ** Yes, Mr. Crosbie ; 
pray, do not say a word of it to anybody, — not even to your 
aunt. I am better now, but I was such a fool. No, dear ; I 
won't go into the drawing-room. I'll go upstairs, and come 
down ready for dinner." 

When she was alone she sat down in her habit, and declared 
to herself that she certainly would never become the wife of 
Hr. Crosbie. I do not know why she should make such a 
declaration. She had promised her mother and John Eames 
that she would not do so, and that promise would certainly 
have bound her without any further resolutions on her own 
part. But, to tell the truth, the vision of the man had dis- 
^i^chanted her. When last she had seen him he had been as 
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it were a god to her ; and though, since that day, his condnct 
to her had heen as nngodlike as it well might he, still the 
memory of the outward signa of his divinity had remaked witli 
her. It is difficult to explain how it had come to pass that the 
glimpse which she had had of him should have altered so mnch 
within her mind ; — ^why she should so suddenly have come to 
regard him in an altered light. It was not simply that he 
looked to he older, and hecause his face was careworn. It was 
not only that he had lost that look of an Apollo which Lily had 
once in her mirth attrihuted to him. I think it was chiefly that 
she herself was older, and could no longer see a god in such a 
man. She had never regarded John Eames as being gifted 
with divinity, and had therefore always been making com- 
parisons to his discredit. Any such comparison now would 
tend quite the other way. Nevertheless she would adhere to 
the two letters in her book. Since she had seen Mr. Croshie 
she was altogether out of love with the prospect of matrimony. 
She was in the room when Mr. Pratt was announced, and 
she at once recognized him as the man who hall been with 
Croshie. And when, some minutes afterwards, Siph Donn 
came into the room, she could see thai in their greeting 
allusion was made to the scene in the Park. But still it was 
probable that this man would not recognize her, and, if he did 
so, what would it matter ? There were twenty, people to sit 
down to dinner, and the chances were that sdie would not he 
called upon to exchange a word with Mr. Pratt.' She had now 
recovered herself, and could speak freely to her friend Siph, 
and when Siph came and stood, near her she thanked him 
graciously for his escort in the Park. *.* If it wasn't for yon, 
Mr. Dunn, I really think I should not . get any riding at all. 
Bernard and Miss Dunstable have only one thing to think 
about, and certainly I am not that one thing.'* She thought 
it probable that if she could keep Siph close to her, Mrs* 
Thome, who always managed those things herself, might 
apportion her out to be led to dinner by her good-natured 
fnend. But the fates were averse. The time had now come, 
and Lily was waiting her turn. ^' Mr. Fowler Pratt, let m6 
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introduce you to Miss Lily Dale," said Mrs. Thome. Lily 
could perceive that Mr. Pratt was startled. The sign he gare 
was the least possible sign in the world ; but still it sufficed 
for Lily to perceive it« She put her hand upon his arm, and 
walked down with him to the dining-room without giving him 
the slightest cause to suppose that she knew who he was. 

" I think I saw you in the Park riding ? " he said, 

" Yes, I was there ; we go nearly every day." 

« I never ride ; I was walking." 

'^ It fieems to me that the people don't go there to walk, 
bat to stand still," said Lily. ** I cannot understand how so 
many people can bear to loiter about in that way — leaning on 
the rails and doing nothing." 

*' It is about as good as the riding, and costs less money. 
That is all that can be said for it. Bo you live chiefly in 
town?" 

" dear, no ; I live altogether in the country. I'm only 
np here because a cousin is going to be married." 

^' Captain Dale you mean — to Miss Dunstable ? " said 
Fowler Pratt. 

** When they have been joined together in holy matrimony, 
I shall go down to the country, and never, I suppose, come 
up to London again." 

" You do not like London ? " 

"Not as a residence, I think," said Lily. *'But of 
conrse one's likings and dislikings on such a matter depend 
on circumstances. I live with my mother, and all my relatives 
live near us. Of course I like the countiy best, because they 
are there." 

" Young ladies so often have a different way of looking at 
this Buly'ect. I shouldn't wonder if Miss Dunstable's views 
about it were altogether of another sort. Young ladies 
generally expect to be taken away from their fathers and 
mothers, and uncles and aunts." 

" But you see I expect to be left with mine," said Lily. 
After that she turned as much away from Mr. Fowler Pratt as 
she could, having taken an aversion to him. What business had 
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he to talk to her about being taken away from her uncles and 
aunts ? She had seen him with Mr. Crosbie, and it might be 
possible that they were intimate friends. It might be that 
Mr. Pratt was asking questions in Mr. Crosbie's interest. 
Let that be as it might, she would answer no more questions 
from him further than ordinary good breeding should require 
of her. 

*' She is a nice girl, certainly,'* said Fowler Pratt to 
himself, as he walked home, ''and I have no doubt would 
make a good, ordinary, everyday wife. But she is not sucb 
a paragon that a man should condescend to grovel in the dirt 
for her." 

That night Lily told Emily Dunstable the whole of 
Mr. Crosbie's history as &r as she knew it, and also explained 
her new aversion to Mr. Fowler Pratt. ** They are very great* 
friends," said Emily. '' Bernard has told me so ; and yon 
may be sure that Mr. Pratt knew the whole history before he 
came here. I am so sorry that my aunt asked him." 

** It does not signify in the least," said Lily. '< Even if 
I were to meet Mr. Crosbie I don't think' I should make each 
a fool of myself again. As it is, I can only hope he did not 
see it." 

'' I am sure he did not." 

Then there was a pause, during which Lily sat with her 
face resting on both her hands. '* It is wonderful how moeb 
he is altered," she said at last. 

" Think how much he has suffered." 

** 1 suppose I am altered as much, only I do not see it in 
myself." 

" I don't know what you -were, but I don't think you can 
have changed much. You no doubt have suffered too, but 
not as he has done." 

** Oh, as for that, I have done very well. I think I'll go 
to bed now. The riding makes me so sleepy." 
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CHAPTER XI. 

TBE CLERICAL COMMISSION. 

It was at last arranged that the fiye clergymen selected should 

meet at Dr. Tempest's honse in Silverbridge to make inqniry 

and report to the bishop whether the circumstances connected 

with the cheque for twenty pounds were of such a nature as 

to make it incumbent on him to institute proceedings against 

Mr. Crawley in the Court of Arches. Dr. Tempest had acted 

upon the letter which he had received from the bishop, exactly 

as though there had been no meeting at the palace, no quarrel 

.to the death between him and Mrs. Proudie. He was a prudent 

man, gifted with the great power of holding his tongue, and had 

not spoken a word, eyen to his wife, of what had occurred. After 

sack a yictory our old friend the archdeacon would have blown 

his own trmnpet loudly among his friends. Plumstead would 

have heard of it instantly, and the paBan would have been sung 

out m the neighbouring parishes of Eiderdown, Stogpingum, 

and St. Ewolds. The high-street of Barchester would have 

blown of it, and the very bedesmen in Hiram's Hospital 

would have told among themselves the terrible discomfiture 

of the bishop and his lady. But Dr. Tempest spoke no word 

of it to .anybody. He wrote letters to the two clergymen 

named by the bishop, and himself selected two others out of 

^s own roral deanery, and suggested to them all a day at 

vhich a preliminary meeting should be held at his own house. 

The two who were invited by him were Mr. Oriel, the rector 

of Greshambury, and Mr. Bobarts, the vicar of Framley. 

They all assented to the proposition, and on the day named 

assembled themselves at Silverbridge. 

It was now April, and the judges were to come into 
Barchester before the end of the month. What then could 
^ the use of this ecclesiastical inquiry exactly at the same 
time? Men and women declared that it was a double 
prosecation, and that a double prosecution for the same 
II. 9 
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offence was a conrse of action opposed to the feelings and 
traditions of the country. Miss Anne Prettjman went bo 
far as to say that it was tinconstitntional, and Mary Walker 
declared that no human being except Mrs. Proudie would 
ever have been guilty of such cruelty. '* Don't tell me about 
the bishop, John/' she said ; *' thd bishop ig a' y^ypher.'* 
<*You may be sore Dr. Tempest would not hayd* a- hand 
in it if it were not right,*' taid John Walker. '' My dear 
Mr. John/' said Miss Anito Prettyman, " Dr. Tempest is 
as hard as a bar of iron, and always was. But I am surprised 
that Mr. Eobarts should take a part in it." 

In the nieantime, at the palilice; Mrs. Proudie 'had been 
reduced to learn what was going on froni -Mr. Thimible. 
The bishop had never spoken a word to h^ respectmg 
Mr. Crawley since that terrible day on which Dr. Tanpeet 
had witnessed his imbecility, — ^having absolutely declined to 
answer when his wife had mentioned the subject '* Yon 
won't speak to me about it, my dear ? *' she had said to him, 
when he had thus declined, remonstrating more in sorrow than 
in anger. *' No ; I won't," the bishop had replied ; ** there 
has been a great deal too much talking about it; It has 
broken my heart already, I know."- Thede were Tory bad 
days in the palace. Mrs. Proudie affected to be satisfied 
with what was being done. She talked to Mr. Thumble 
about Mr. Crawley and the cheque, as though eyezythiog 
were arranged quite to her satisfaction, — as though eveiy- 
thing, indeed, had been arranged by herself. But eveiybodj 
about the house could see that the manner of the woman vas 
altogether altered. She was milder than usual with ihe 
seryants and was almost too gentle in her usage of her 
husband. It seemed as thotigh something had happened to 
frighten her and break her spirit, and it was whispered aboni 
through the palace that she was afraid that the bishop was 
dying. As for him, he hardly left his own sitting-ro<mi in 
these days, except when he joined the family at breakfast and 
at dinner. And in his study he did little or nothing.' He 
would smile when his chaplain went to him, and give soioa 
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trifling verbal directions ; but for days lie scarcely eyer took a 
pen in his hands, and though he took up many books he read 
hardly a page. How often he told his wife in those days that 
he was broken-hearted, no one but his wife ever knew. 

" What has happened that you should speak like that ? " 
she said to him once. '' What has broken your heart ? "' 

" You," he replied. " You ; you have done it." 

'^Oh, Tom," she said, going back into the memory of 
very fer distant days in her* nomenclature, " how can you 
speak to me so cruelly as that I Qliat it should come to that 
between you and me, after all ! " 

" Why did you not go awJEiy and leuve me that day when I 
toldyou?" • 

" Did ydu ever know a woman who liked to be turned out 
of a room in her own house ?^' said Mrs; Proudie. When 
Mrs. Proudie had condescended so far as this, it must be 
admitted tlmt in those days there was great trouble in the 
palace. 

Mr. Thumble, on the day before he went to Silverbridge, 
asW for an audience with ihe bishop in order that he might 
reeeive instructions. Ge had been strictly desired to do this 
hy Mrs. Proudie, and had not dared to disobey her injunctions, 
—thinking, however, himself, that his doing so was inex* 
pedient; '< I have got nothing to say to you about it ; not ^ 
word," said the bishop crossly. " I tiiought that perhaps you 
luightlike to see me before I started," pleaded Mr. Thumble 
veiy humbly. "I don't want to* see you at all," said the 
bishop ; ** you are going there to exercise your own judgment, 
—if you have got any; and you ought not to come to me." 
After that Mr. Thumble began to think that Mrs. Proudie 
^as right, and that the bishop was near his dissolution. 

Mr. Thumble and Mr. Quiverfol went over to^ Silverbridge 
together in a gig, hired from the " Dragon of Wantly " — as to 
the cost of which there arose among them a not unnatural 
apprehension which amounted at last almost to dismay. *^ I 
don't mind it so much for once," said Mr. Quiverful, " but if 
'^ny such meetings are necessary, I for one can't afford it^ 
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and I won't do it. A man with my family can't aQow bimself 
to be money out of pocket in that way." " It is hard/' said 
Mr. Thnmble. '* She onght to pay it herself, oat of her owi 
pocket," said Mr. Qmyerfal. He had had concerns with the 
palace when Mrs. Proadie was in the fall swing of her 
dominion, and had not as yet began to suspect that there 
might possibly be a change. 

Mr. Oriel and Mr. Bobarts were already sitting with 
Dr. Tempest when the other two clergymen were shown 
into the room. When the first greetings were over loncheon 
was announced, and while they were eating not a word was 
said aboat Mr. Crawley. The ladies of the family were not 
present, and the five clergymen sat roand the table alone. 
It woald have been difficult to have got together five gentle- 
men less likely to act with one mind and one spirit ;— -and 
perhaps it was all the better for Mr. Crawley that it should 
be so. Dr. Tempest himself was a man peculiarly capable of 
exercising the f auctions of a judge in such a matter, had he 
sat alone as a judge : but he was one who would be ahnost 
sure to differ from others who sat as equal assessors with 
him. Mr. Oriel was a gentleman at all points ; but he was 
very shy, very reticent, and altogether uninstructed in the 
ordinary daily intercourse of man with man. Any one knowing 
him might have predicted of him that he would be sore on 
such an occasion as this to be found floundering in a sea of 
doubts. Mr. Quiverful was the father of a large familj. 
whose whole life had been devoted to fighting a cruel worid 
on behalf of his wife and children. That fight he had fonght 
bravely ; but it had left him no energy for any other business. 
Mr. Thumble was a poor creature, — so poor a creature that, 
in spite of a small restless ambition to be doing something, 
he was almost cowed by the hard lines of Dr. Tempest's brow. 
The Rev. Mark Bobarts was a man of the world, and a clever 
fellow, and did not stand in awe of anybody, — unless it might 
\ be, in a very moderate degree, of his patrons the Luftons, 
whom he was bound to respect; but his cleverness was not the 
cleverness needed by a judge. He was essentially a partisan, 
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and would be sure to Toie against the bishop in sach a matter 
as this now before him. There was a palace faction in the 
diocese, and an anti-palace faction. Mr. Thmnble and 
Mr. Quiyerfdl belonged to one, and Mr. Oriel and Mr. Bobarts 
to the other. Mr. Thumble was too weak to stick to his 
faction against the strength of snch a man as Dr. Tempest. 
Mr. Quiverful would be too indifferent to do so, — unless his 
interest were concerned. Mr. Oriel would be too conscientious 
to regard his own side on such an occasion as this. But 
Mark Itobarts would be sure to support his friends and oppose 
liis enemies, let the case be what it might. ** Now, gentle- 
man, if you please, we will go into the other room," said 
Dr. Tempest. They went into the other room, and there 
tbey found five chairs arranged for them round the table. 
Not a word had as yet been said about Mr. Crawley, and no 
one of the four strangers knew whether Mr. Crawley was to 
appear before them on that day or not. 

^^ Gentlemen,'* said Dr. Tempest, seating himself at once 
in an arm-chair placed at the middle of the table, ** I think it 
^ be well to explain to you at first what, as I regard the 
matter, is the extent of the work which we are called upon to 
perform. It is of its nature very disagreeable. It cannot but 
^ 80, let it be ever so limited. Here is a brother clergyman 
and a gentleman, living among us, and doing his duty, as we 
we told, in a most exemplary manner ; and suddenly we hear 
tl^at he is accused of a theft. The matter is brought before 
the magistrates, of whom I myself was one, and he was com- 
mitted for trial. There is, therefore, prima facie evidence of 
ms gailt. But I do not think that we need go into the question 
of liis guilt at aU." When he said this, the other four all 
looked up at him in astonishment. *' I thought that we had 
been summoned here for that purpose," said Mr. Robarts. 
"Not at all, as I take it,'* said the doctor. ** Were we to 
commence any such inquiry, the jury would have given their 
verdict before we could come to any conclusion ; and it would 
he impossible for us to oppose that verdict, whether it declares 
tms nnfortunate gentleman to be innocent or to be guilty. If 
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tho jury shall say that he is innocent, there ir an "end d the 
matter altogether. He would go hack to his parish amidst the 
sympathy and congratulations of his £riend8. That is i^ we 
should all wish." 

<'0f course it. is/* said Mr. Bobarts. They all deekred 
that was their desire, as a matter of course ; and Mr. Thmnble 
said it louder than any one else. 

** But if he be found guilty, then will come that diMcnlty 
to the bishop, in which <we are bound to give him any aasist- 
ance within our power." 

** Of course we are," said Mr. Thmnble^ who» hEaving heard 
his own Toicexmce, and having liked the. sound, thought tiiat 
he might creep .into a little importance by using it on any 
occasion that opened itself for hinu ■ ^ •: 

^< If you will allow me, sir, I will venture to state my views 
as shortly as I can," said Dr. Tempest. ^' That may peihaps 
be the most expeditious course for us all in the end." 

'' Oh, certainly," said Mr. Thumhle. ^* I didn't mean to 
interrupt." 

'Vin the. case of his being found guilty,'' cbntinned tke 
doctor, >*' there will arise the question whether the punishment 
awarded to him. by the judge should suffice for ecclesiastical 
purposes. . Suppose, fon instance, that he should be imprisoned 
for two months, should he be allowed to return to his living at 
the expiration of that term ? " 

** I think he ought," said Mr. Bobarts ; — " considering all 
things." 

" I don't see why he shouldn't," said Mr. Quiverful. 

Mr. Oriel sat listening patiently, and Mr. Thumble looked 
up to the doctor, expecting to hear some opinion expressed by 
him with which he might coincide. 

« There certainly are reasons why he should not," said 
Dr. Tempest ; *^ though I by no means say that those reasons 
are conclusive in the present case. In the first place, a wsB' 
who has. stolen money can hardly be a fitting person to teach 
others not to steal." 

*' You must look to the circumstances," said Bobarts. 
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^' Yas, ibst is irae ; but. just bear with me a moment. It 
cannot; at any rate, be thought that a clergyman should come 
oat q£ pxison.and go to his living without any notice from his 
bishop^- dimply becanse he has already been punished under 
au coBunoa law. . If aus were bo. a dergyman might be fined 
ten days running for being drunk in. the street, — five shillings 
each ttmer^-e^and at the end of that time might set his bishop 
at defiance. When a clergyman has shown himself to be 
utterly unfit for clerical duties, he must not be held to be pro- 
tected from ecclesiastical censure or from deprivation by the 
action of the common law.*' 

" But Mr. Crawly. has ^ot shown himself to be unfit,'' said 
Bobarts. 

» 

>^That is.hegging the question, Bobarts," said the doctor^ 

''Just. so,.".. said. Mr«. Thumble. Then Mr. Bobarts gave 
a look' at Mr. Thumble, and Mr. Thumble retired i|itd his 
shoes. 

'' That is the question as to which we are called upon to 
advise the- bifihop,V. continued Dr. Tempest. ''And I must 
say that I think the bishop is right. If he were to allow the 
matter .to pass by without. notioe,^-that is to say, in the event 
of Mr. .Grawley being pronounced to be guilty by a jury, — ^he 
ivonld, I ihipk, negleqt his duty. . Now, I have been informed 
that the bishop has recommended Mr. Crawley to desist from 
^s duties till the trial be over, and that Mr. Crawley has 
declined to take the bishop's advice. 

• " That is true," said Mr. Thumble. " He altogether dis- 
regarded the bishop." 

" I cannot .say that I think he was wrong," said Dr. 
Tempest. 

" I think he was quite right," said Mr. Bobarts. 

" A bishop in almost all cases is entitled to the obedience 
of his clergy," said Mr. Oriel. 

"I must say that I agree with you, sir," said Mr. 
Thumble. 

" The income is not large, and I suppose that it would 
have gone with the duties," said Mr. Quiverful. " It is very 
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hard for a man with a hmij to Hto when his income has been 
siopped." 

** Be that as it may," eontmned the doctor, " the bishop 
feels that it may he his duty to oppose the return of Mr. Crawley 
to his pulpit, and that he can oppose it in no other way than 
by proceeding against Mr. Crawley nnder the Clerical Offences 
Act. I propose, therefore, that we shonld incite Mr. Gravley 
to attend here " 

'' Mr. Crawley is not coming here to-day, then ? " said 
Mr. Boharts. 

'' I thought it useless to ask for his attendance nntil we 
had settled on our course of action," said Dr. Tempest. "K 
we are all agreed, I will beg him to come here on this day week, 
when we will meet again. And we will then ask him whether 
he will submit himself to the hishop's decision, in the eyent of 
the jury finding him guilty. If he should decline to do so, we 
can only then form our opinion as to what will be the bishop's 
duty by reference to the facts as they are elicited at the trial. 
If Mr. Crawley should choose to make to us any statement as 
to his own case, of course we shall be willing to receiye it. 
That is my idea of what had better be done ; and now, if any 
gentleman has any other proposition to make, of course we 
shall he pleased to hear him." Dr. Tempest, as he said this, 
looked round upon his companions, as though his pleasnrei 
under the circumstances suggested by himself, would be very 
doubtful. . 

** 1 don't suppose we can do anything better," stud Mr. 
Robarts. ** I think it a pity, however, that any steps should 
have been taken by the bishop before the trial." 

'' The bishop has been placed in a very delicate position," 
said Mr. Thumble, pleading for his patron. 

^* 1 don't know the meaning of the word ' delicate,' " said 
Robarts. " I think his duty was very clear, to avoid inter- 
ference whilst the matter is, so to say, before the judge." 

" Nobody has anything else to propose ? " said Dr. Tempest 
'* Then I will write to Mr. Crawley, and you, gentlemen, will 
perhaps do me the honour of meeting me here at one o'clock 
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on this day week.'^ Then the meeting was over, and the fonr 
clergymen having shaken hands with Dr. Tempest in the hall, 
all promised that they wonld return on that day week. So far. 
Dr. Tempest had carried his point exactly as he might have 
done had the fonr gentlemen been represented by the chairs on 
TFliich they had sat. 

"I shan't come again, all the same, unless I know where 
I'm to get my expenses,'' said Mr. Qniverfial, as he got into 
the gig. 

*' I shaU come," said Mr. Thnmble, ** because I think it a 
duty. Of course it is a hardship.'' Mr. Thnmble liked the 
idea of being joined with snch men as Dr. Tempest, and 
Mr. Oriel, and Mr. Hobarts, and would any day have paid 
the expense of a gig from Barchester to Silverbridge out of his 
own pocket, for the sake of sitting with such benchfellows on 
any clerical inquiry. 

'' One's first duty is to one's own wife and family," said 
Mr. Quiyerful. 

" Well, yes ; in a way, of course, that is quite true, 
Mr. Quiverful ; and when we know how very inadequate^ are 
the incomes of the working clergy, we cannot but feel our- 
selves to be, if I may so say, put upon, when we have to 
defray the expenses incidental to special duties out of our 
own pockets. I think, you know, — I don't mind saying this 
to you, — that the palace should have provided us with a chaise 
and pair." This was ungrateful on the part of Mr. Thnmble, 
who had been permitted to ride miles upon miles to various 
outlying clerical duties upon the bishop's worn-out cob. 
"You see," continued Mr. Thnmble, "you and I go specially 
^ represent the palace, and the palace ought to remember 
that. I think there ought to have been a chaise and pair ; 
do indeed." 

''I don't care much what the conveyance is," said 
^« Quiverful ; " but I certainly shall pay nothing more out 
of my own pocket ; — certainly I shall not." 

'^ The result will be that the palace will be thrown over if 
*^ey don't take care," said Mr. Thnmble, " Tempest, how- 
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ever, seems to be prelij* siea^. Tempest, I think, is steady. 
Ton see he is getting tired ef paiish woik, and would like to 
go into the dose. That's what he is looking out for. Did 
yon ever see snch a fellow as that Boburt8,-*-ja8t leohat him; 
•^mte indecent, wasn't he? He thinks he can hare his em 
way in eyeiything, jnst because his sister married a lord; I 
do hate to see all that meanness." 

Mtak Bobarts and Caleb Oriel left Silverbridge in anoUiei 
gig by the same road, and soon passed their brethren, as 
Mr. Bobarts was in the habit of driving a lai^e, quick-stepping 
horse. The last remarks were being made as the dast j&on 
the- Ticar of Framley's wheels saluted the £Bices of the two 
slower clergymen. Mr. Oriel had promised to dine and » sleep 
at Framley, and therefore retomed in Mr. Bobarts' gig. 

*' Quite 4mneee88ary, all this fdss; don't you think so?" 
said Mr. Bobarts. 

« I am not quite sure," said Mr. OrieL '^ I «an nnder* 
stand that the bishop may have found a difficulty^" 

'* The bishop, indeed ! The bishop doesn't eara two straws 
about it.. It's Mrs^ Proudie l She has put her finger on the 
poor man's neck because he has not i»it his neck beneath her 
feet ; and now she thinks she can crush him, — ^as she would 
crush you or me, if ii were in her power. That's about the 
long and .the short of the bishop's solicitude." 

" You are very hard on him," said Mr. Oriel. 

''I know him; — ^and am not at all hard on him. She is 
hard upon him if you like. Tempest is fair. He is very &if» 
and as long as no one meddles with him he won't do amiss. ^ 
can't hold my tongue always, but I often know that it is better 
that I should." . 

Dr. Tempest said not a word to any one on the suljecttO^'^ 
even in his own defence. And yet he was sorely tempted. ^ 

■ 

the very day of the meeting he dined at Mr. Walker's ui 
Silverbridge, and there submitted to be. talked at by all the 
ladies and most of the gentlemen present, without sajio^ ^ 
word in his own' defence. And yet a word or two would 
be^ so eftsy and so conclusiYe. 
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" Oh, Br. Tempest/ ''Band Mary Walker, ** I &m so sorry 
that you have joined the bishop,** 

^^ Are yon, my dear ? ** said he. << It is generally thought 
well that a pansh clei^yman shoold agree w^ his bishop.'* 

**Butjou know, Dr. Tempest, that yon don't agree with 
your bishop generally." 

" Then it is the more fertimate that I shall be able to agree 
with him on this occasion." 

Major Grantly was present at the dinner, and yentored to 
ask therdoetor in the. course of the evening what he thought 
would be done. ** I should not venture to ask such a question, 
Br. Tempest," he said, ^* unless I had the strongest possible 
reason to justify my anxiety." 

'* I don't know that I. can tell you anything, Mcyor 
Grantiy," said the doctor. *^ We did not even see Mr- Crawley 
to*day. But the real truth is that he must stand or &11 as the 
jmy shall find him guilty or not guilty. It would be the same 
in ai^ profession. Could a captain in the army hold up his 
head in. his regiment after ihe iiad been tried and found guilty 
of stealing twenty pounds ? " 

'^I don!t think he could," said the major. ' . 

*^Neith!Mr can a clergyman," said the doctor. "The 
Bishopucan xodther make hdm.nor mar Jiim. It is the jury that 
must do it." . 



CHAPTER Xn. 

FRAMLEY PARSONAGE. 

* t 

At this time Grace Crawley was at Jramley Parsonage. Old 
Lady Lufton's strategy had' been quite intelligible, but some 
people sud that in point of etiquette and judgment and moral 
<^oiidQct, it was indefensible. Her vicar, Mr. Bobarts, had 
l)een selected to be one of the clergymen who was to sit in 
ecclesiastical judgment upon Mr.. Crawley, and while he was so 
sitting Mr. Crawley's daughter was staying in Mr. Bobarts' 
house as a visitor with his wife 1 It might be that there was 
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no hann in this. Lady Lnflon, when the apparent improprieiy 
was pointed out to her by no less a person than Archdeacon 
Grantly, ridiculed the idea. "My dear archdeacon," Lady 
Lofton had said, '* we all know the bishop to be snch a fool 
and the bishop's wife to be snch a knave, that we cannot allow 
ourselves to be governed in this matter by ordinary rules. Do 
yon not think that it is expedient to show how utterly we dis- 
regard his judgment and her malice ? " The archdeacon had 
hesitated much before he spoke to Lady Lufbon, whether he 
should address himself to her or to Mr. Bobarts, — or indeed 
to Mrs. Bobarts. But he had become aware that the proposition 
as to the visit had originated with Lady Lufton, and he had 
therefore decided on speaking to her. He had not condescended 
to say a word as to his son, nor would he so condescend. Nor 
could he go from Lady Lufton to Mr. Bobarts, having once 
failed with her ladyship. Indeed, in giving him his due, we 
must acknowledge that his disapprobation of Lady Lufton's 
strategy arose rather from his true conviction as to its impro- 
priety, than from any fear lest this attention paid to Miss 
Crawley should tend to bring about her marriage with his son. 
By this time he hated the very name of Crawley. He hated it 
the more because in hating it he had to put himself for the 
time on the same side with Mrs. Proudie. But for all thai he 
would not condescend to any unworthy mode of fighting. He 
thought it wrong that the young lady should be invited to 
Framley Parsonage at this moment, and he said so to the 
person who had, as he thought, in truth, given the invitation ; 
but he would not allow his own personal motives to induce him 
to carry on the argument with Lady Lufton. " The bishop is 
a fool," he said, " and the bishop's wife is a knave. Never- 
theless I would not have had the young lady over to Framlej 
at this moment. If, however, you think it right and Bobarts 
thinks it right, there is an end of it." 

" Upon my word we do," said Lady Lufton. 

I am induced to think that Mr. Bobarts was not qniie 
confident of the expediency of what he was doing by the way 
in which he mentioned to Mr. Oriel the fact of Miss Crawley's 
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presence at the parsonage as he drove that gentleman home in 
his gig. They had been talking about Mr. Crawley when he 
suddenly turned himself round, so that he could look at his 
companion, and said, ** Miss Crawley is staying with us at the 
parsonage at the present moment.*' 

" What ! Mr. Crawley's daughter ? " said Mr. Oriel, 
showing plainly by his voice that the tidings had much 
snrprised him. 

" Yes ; Mr. Crawley's daughter." 

'^ Oh, indeed. I did not know that you were on those 
terms with the family." 

" We have known them for the last seven or eight years," 
said Mark ; ^* and though I should be giving you a false notion 
if I were to say that I myself have known them intimately, — 
for Crawley is a man whom it is quite impossible to know 
iniiinately, — yet the womankind at Framley have known them. 
My sister stayed with them over at Hogglestock for some time." 

"What; LadyLufton?" 

"Yes; my sister Lucy. It was just before her marriage. 
There was a lot of trouble, and the Crawleys were all ill, and 
she went to nurse them. And then the old lady took them up, 
and altogether there came to be a sort of feeling that they 
were to be regarded as friends. They are always in trouble, 
and now in this special trouble the women between them have 
thought it best to have the girl over at Framley. Of course I 
had a kind of feeling about this commission ; but as I knew 
that it would make no difference with me I did not think it 
necessary to put my veto upon the visit." Mr. Oriel said 
nothing further, but Mark Bobarts was aware that Mr. Oriel 
did not quite approve of the visit. 

That morning old Lady Lufton herself had come across to 
the parsonage with the express view of bidding all the parsonage 
party to come across to the hall to dine. *' You can tell 
Mr, Oriel, Fanny, with Lucy's compliments, how delighted she 
^U be to see him." Old Lady Lufton always spoke of her 
d&nghter-in-law as the mistress of the house. " If you think 
^Q is particular, you know, we will send a note across." 
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Mrs. Bobarts said thai she rappoaed Mr. Oriel would not be 
particular, bat, looking at Grace, made some faint excuse. 
'<Yoii most come, my dear," sud Lady Lnlion. '*Lacj 
irishea it particnlarly." Mrs. Bobarts did not know bow to 
say that she would not come ; and so the matter stood, — when 
Mrs. Bobarts was called upon to leaTe the room for a moment, 
and Lady Lnfton and Grace were left alone. 

''Dear Lady Lnfton," said Grace, getting up suddenly 
from her chair ; ** will yon do me afaTonr, — a great fitvonr V* 
She c^ke with an energy which quite suprised the old hdj, 
and caused her almost to start from her seat. 

'' I don't like making promises," said Lady Lnfton ; '< bnt 
anything I can do with propriety I will." 

« Yon can do this. Pray let .me stay here to-day. Yon 
don't understand how I feel about going out while papa is is 
this way* . I know how kind and how good yon all- are ; and 
when dear Mrs. Bobarts asked me here, and inAmm% said that 
I had better come, I could not refrise. But indeed, indeed, I 
ha4 rather not go out to a dinner-party." . 

'' It is not a party, my dear girl," said Lady Lnfton, with 
the kindest voice which she knew how to assume. ** And yon 
must remember that my daughter-in-law regards you. as so 
very old a friend 1 You remember, of course, when she was 
staying over at Hogglestock ? " 

« indeed I. do. I remember it well." 

'< And therefore you should not regard it ae going out. 
There will be nobody there but ourselves and the people from 
this house.". 

.'' But it will be going out, Lady Lufton ; and I do hope 
you will let me stay here. You cannot think how I feel it. 
Of course I cannot go without something like dressing, and— 

and — and Li poor papa's state I feel that I ought not to 

do anything that looks like gaiety. I ought never to forget 
it ; — ^not for a moment." 

There was a tear in Lady Lufton's eye as she said, — " My 
dear, you shan't come. You and Fanny shall stop and dine 
here by yourselves. The gentlemen shall come." 
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** Do let Mrs. Bobarts go, please, 'V said. Giaoe* - . '* 

*^l won't do anything of the kind/' said Lady Lofton. 
Then, when iBfosi. Bobarts returned to the room, her ladyship 
explained it all in two words. ** Whilst yon have been 
away, my dear, Grace has begged off, and therefore we have 
decided that Mr. Oriel and Mr. Bobarts. shall come without 
you." 

'* I am so sorry, Mrs. Bobarts/' said Graoe. 

** Pooh, pooh," said Lady Lnfton. >" Fanny and I have 
known each other quite long enough not to stand on any com- 
pliments, — haven't we, my dear ? I must get home now, as 
all the momiag has gcme by^ Fanny, my dear, I want to 
Bpeak to you." Then she expressed her opinion of Grace 
Crawley as she walked across the parsonage garden with 
Mis. Bobarts. " She is a very nice girl, and a veiy good girl, 
I am snre ; and she shows excellent feeling. Whatever 
happens /ve must take care of her. And^ Fanny, have you 
observed how handsome she is ? *' 

" We think her very pretty." 

*• She is more than pretty when ^e has a little fire in her 
eyes. . She is downright handsome,— or will be when she fills 
Got a Uttle. I tell you what, my dear ; she'll make havoc with 
Bomebody yet ; you see if she doesn't. By — by. ■ Tell the two 
gentlemen to be up by seven punctually." And then Lady 
Lufton went homCr 

Qtnce so contrived that Mr. Oriel came and went without 
seeing her. There was a separate nursery breakfast at the 
parsonage, and by special permission Grace was allowed to 
have her tea and bread-and-butter on the next morning with 
the children. "I thought you told- me Miss Crawley was 
^^le," said Mr. Oriel, as the two clergymen stood waiting for 
the gig that was to take the visitor away to Barchester. 

*' So she is," said Bobarts ; '* but she likes to hide herself, 
because of her father's trouble. You can't blame her." 

" No, indeed," said Mr. Oriel. 

" Poor girl. If you knew her you would not only pity her, 
hut like her." 
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" Is she, — ^what you call ? " 

** You mean, is she a lady ? " 

** Of coarse she is hy birth, and all that," said Mr. Oriel, 
apologizing for his inquiry. 

" I don't think there is another girl in the county so well 
educated," said Mr. Bobarts. 

** Indeed I I had no idea of that.'' 

<< And we think her a great beauty. As for maoneis, I 
never saw a girl with a prettier way of her own." 

<< Dear me," said Mr. Oriel. '* I wish she had come down 
to breakfast." 

It will have been perceived that old Lady Lufton had heard 
nothing of Major Grantly's offence ; that she had no knowledge 
that Grace had already made havoc, as she had called it|— 
had, in truth, made very sad havoc, at Plumstead. She did 
not, therefore, think much about it when her son told her npon 
her return home from the parsonage on that afternoon that 
Major Grantly had come over from Cosby Lodge, and that he 
was going to dine and sleep at Framley Court. Some slight 
idea of thankfulness came across her mind that she had not 
betrayed Grace Crawley into a meeting with a stranger. " I 
asked him to come some day before we went up to town," said 
his lordship ; ** and I am glad he has come to-day, as two 
clergymen to one's self are, at any rate, one too many." So 
Major Grantly dined and slept at the Court. 

But Mrs. Bobarts was in a great flurry when she was told 
of this by her husband on his return from the dinner. 
Mrs. Crawley had found an opportunity of telling the story of 
Major Grantly's love to Mrs. Bobarts before she had sent her 
daughter to Framley, knowing that the families were intimatei 
and thinking it right that there should be some precaution. 

'* I wonder whether he will come up here 7 " Mrs. Boharts 
had said. 

** Probably not," said the vicar. ** He said he was going 
home early." 

"I hope he will not come — ^for Grace's sake," said 
Mrs. Bobarts. She hesitated whether she should tell her 
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husband. She always did tell him everything. Bat on this 
occasion she thought she had no right to do so, and she kept 
the secret. ** Don't do anything to hring him up, dear.'* 

" Yon needn't be afraid. He won't come," said the vicar. 
On the following morning, as soon as Mr. Oriel was gone, 
Mr. Bobarts went ont, — about his parish he would probably 
have called it ; but in half an hour he might have been seen 
strolling about the Court stable-yard with Lord Lufbon. 
"Where is Grantly ? " asked the vicar. "I don't know 
where he is," said his lordship. ^* He has sloped off some- 
where." The miyor had sloped off to the parsonage, well 
blowing in what nest his dove was lying hid ; and he and the 
vicar had passed each other. The major had gone out at the 
front gate, and the vicar had gone in at the stable entrance. 

The two clergymen had hardly taken their departure when 

Major Qrantly knocked at the parsonage door. He had come 

so early that Mrs. Bobarts had taken no precautions, — even 

had there been any precautions which she would have thought 

it right to take. Grace was in the act of coming down the 

stairs, not having heard the knock at the door, and thus she 

found her lover in the hall. He had asked, of course, for 

Mrs. Bobarts, and thus they two entered the drawing-room 

together. They had not had time to speak when the servant 

opened the drawing-room door to announce the visitor. There 

had been no word spoken between Mrs. Bobarts and Grace 

about Major Grantly, but the mother had told the daughter of 

what she had said to Mrs. Bobarts. 

^' Grace," said the major, *^1 am so glad to find youl" 
Then he turned to Mrs. Bobarts with his open hand. ** You 
won't take it uncivil of me if I say that my visit is not entirely 
to yourself ? I think I may take upon myself to say that I and 
Miss Crawley are old friends. May I not ? " 

Grace could not answer a word. ** Mrs. Crawley told me 
that you had known her at Silverbridge," said Mrs. Bobarts, 
Uyen to say something, but feeling that she was blundering. 
** I came over to Framley yesterday because I heard that 
was here. Am I wrong to come up here to see her ? " 
11. 10 
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*' I think she mnst answer that for herself, Major Gianilj." 
«* Am I wrong, Grace 9 " Grace thonght that he was the 
finest gentleman and the noblest lorer that hi&d mei bhovn his 
devotion to a woman, and was stirred by a mighty resolyethjit 
if it ever should be in her power to reward him after any 
fashion, she would pour out the reward with a very full hand 
indeed. But what was she' to say on the present moment ? 
<' Am I wrong, Grace ? '' he said, repeliting his question with 
80 much emphasis, that she was positively driven to answer it. 
'' I do not think you are wrong at all. How can I say yon 
are wrong when you are so good ? If I «ould be your servant 
I would serve you. But I can be nothing to you, beeause d 
papa's disgrace. Dear Mrs. Bobarts, I cannot stay. Yoi 
must answer him for me." And having thus made her speech 
she escaped from the rooml 

It may suffice to say further now that the major did not see 
Grace again during that visit at Fiamley. 



■•^^ 



CHAPTER Xm. 

THE ARCHDEACON GOES TO FBAMLEY. 

Bt some of those unseen telegraphic wires which cany news 
about the country and make no charge for the conveyance, 
Archdeacon Ghrantly heard that his son the major was at 
Framley. Now in that itself there would have been nothing 
singular. There had been for y6ars much intimacy between 
the Lnfton family and the Gi^ntly family,-H90 much that an 
alliance between the two houses had once been planned, the 
elders having considered it expedient that the yonng lord 
should marry that Griselda who had since mounted la^ 
in the world even than the elders had then projected for her. 
There had come no such alliance ; but the intimacy had not 
ceased, and there was nothing in itself surprising in the fact 
that Major Grantly should be staying at Framley Ooui. ^^ 
the archdeacon, when he heard the news, bethought him at 
ohcd of Grace CSrawley. Could it be possible, that his old 
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friend Lady LuftoB) — LadyLnfton whom lie had known. and 
trusted all his life, whom he had eyer xegarded as a pillar of 
the church in Baisetshiie^-^hoald ^ow he nntme to him in a 
matier.sa closely affecting his intexests ?. Men when they are 
worried hy feara and teased hy adverse circumstances. become 
8Q8pioions'iof .those, on whom suspicion should never rest. It 
was hairdly ipossiblO) the archdeacon thought, that Lady 
Lnfton- shouldi treat .him so unworthily ^-r^-bat - the caarcuin- 
siances . were strong, against 'his friend. Lady Lufton had 
iBdueed.Misa.. Crawley to go to Framley, much ^gainst hjs 
advice ; at: a: time when such a visit seemed to him to be very 
improper ; 3. and. it now appeared that his eon waa to bo th^re 
at the samer time, — a fact of whidi Lady Lufton .had made no 
m6ntiQatQ:hini>.whata7er^ Why had not Lady Lufton. tpld 
him that Heairy . (^rantly was ^coming to Fjramley Court ? 
The reader, whose interest in .the^ matter will h$ , less keen 
than waa the .arohdeaconV, will know very well why Lady 
haSum had said nothing, about .the major's visit. The reader 
will remember . that Lady Lufbon, when she saw: the arch- 
deacon, was. as ignorant as to thecintended vi^it as was 
the archdeacon himself. But i.ih» archdeacon was uneasy, 
tronhledy and suspicious; — And he suspected bis old friend 
onworthily. -. . . . , . . 

He spoke, to hie wile about it within a very jfew. hours of 
the arrival of the tidings by those invisible wires.. .He had 
^e^y told, her ithat Miss Crawley was to go to Eramley 
parsonage, and that he thought that Mrs. Eobarts was wrong 
to receive her at such a time. '^ It is only, intended for good- 
nature," Mrs, OraAtly had said. << It is misplaced, good- 
nature a;bt the present moment,'' the archdeaeon had replied. 
Mrs. Grantlyhad not thought it worth .her while tot undertake 
at the Kuxment any otrong defence of the Framley people. 
She knew weU haw odious was the name of Crawley in her 
husband's ears, and she felt that the less that was said at 
presezit about the- Crawleys the better for th^ peaca of the 
rectory at Plumstead.' She had therefore allowed the expres- 
8ion of his disapproyal to pass unchallenged. But now he 
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came npon her with a more bitter grieyance, and she was 
obliged to argae the matter with him. 

" What do you think ? " said he ; " Henry is atPramley." 
'< He can hardly be staying there," said Mrs. Gxantly, 
*' because I know that he is so very busy at home." The 
business at home of which the major's mother was speaking 
was his projected moying from Cosby Lodge, a subject which 
was also very odious to the archdeacon. He did not wish his 
son to move from Cosby Lodge. He could not endure the 
idea that ^is son should be known throughout the county to 
be giving up a residence because he could not afford to keep 
it. The archdeacon could have afforded to keep up two 
Cosby Lodges for his son, and would have been well pleased 
to do so, if only his son would not misbehave against him 
so shamefully ! He could not bear that his son should he 
punished, openly, before the eyes of all Barsetshire. Indeed 
he did not wish that his son should be punished at all. He 
simply desired that his son should recognize his father's 
power to inflict punishment. It would be henbane to Arch- 
deacon Grantly to have a poor son, — a son living at Pan,— 
among Frenchmen ! — because he could not afford to live in 
England. Why had the archdeacon been careful of his 
money, adding house to house and field to field ? He himself 
was contented, — so he told himself, — to die as he had lived in 
a country parsonage, working with the collar round his neck 
up to the day of his death, if God would allow him so to do. 
He was ambitious of no grandeur for himself. So he would 
tell himself, — ^being partly oblivious of certain episodes in his 
own life. All his wealth had been got together for his 
children. He desired that his sons should be fitting brothers 
for their august sister. And now the son who was nearest to 
him, whom he was bent upon making a squire in his own county, 
wanted to marry the daughter of a man who had stolen twenty 
pounds, and when objection was made to so discreditable a 
connection, replied by packing up all his things and saying that 
he would go and live — at Pan !^ The archdeacon therefore did 
not like to hear of his son being very busy at home. 
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" I don't know whether he's busy or not," said the arch- 
deacon, " but I tell you he is staying at Framley." 

" From whom haye you heard it ? " 

*' What matter does that make if it is so ? I heard it 
from Flurry.** 

" Flurry may have been mistaken," said Mrs. Grantly. 

'^ It is not at all likely. Those people always know about 
snch things. He heard it from the Framley keeper. I don't 
donbt but it's true, and I think that it's a great shame." 

^' A great shame that Henry should be at Framley ! He 
lias been there two or three times every year since he has 
lived in the county." 

** It is- a great shame that he should be had over there just 
at the time when that girl is there also. It is impossible to 
believe that such a thing is an accident." 

** But, archdeacon, you do not mean to say that you think 
that Lady Lufton has arranged it ? " 

**I don't know who has arranged it. Somebody has 
arranged it. If it is Robarts, that is almost worse. One 
could forgive a woman in such a matter better than one could 
a man." 

"Psha I " Mrs. Grantly's temper was never bitter, but at 
this moment it was not sweetened by her husband's very uncivil 
reference to her sex. " The whole idea is nonsense, and you 
should get it out of your head." 

" Am I to get it out of my head that Henry wants to make 
this girl his wife, and that the two are at this moment at 
Framley together ? " In this the archdeacon was wrong as to 
Ws facts. Major Grantly had left Framley on the previous 
day, having stayed there only one night. "It is coming to 
that that one can trust no one — no one — ^literally no one." 
^* Grantly perfectly understood that the archdeacon, in the 
agony of the moment, intended to exclude even herself from 
his confidence by that ** no one ; " but to this she was 
mdifferent, understanding accurately when his words should be 
accepted as expressing his thoughts, and when they should be 
supposed to express only his anger. 
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*< The prolbahility is thai no one at Lfifton* knew anything 
about Henry's partiality for Miss Crawley)" • said Ifo. 
Grantly. . - • 

<< I tell yon I think they are both atFramley to^t&er." 

'* And I tell yon that if they are, which I doubt, they are 
there simply by an accident. Besides, what does >it matter ? 
If they choose to marry each other, yon and I cannot preyent 
them. They don't want any assistance from Lady Lnfton, or 
anybody else. They have simply got to make^ np< their own 
minds, and then no one cait* hinder them.'^ 

''And, therefore, you would like to see them bvought 
together?" . .... 

VI say nothing about tiiat, archdeacon ; but I do- sa^ that 
we must take these things as- they come. What can we do 2 
Henry may go and stay with Lady LuAon if he pleases. • Yon 
and I cannot prevent him."> 

After this the archdeacon walked 'away, «ad would not 
argue. the matter* any further with his wife at that. moment. 
He knew very well that he could not get* the better of her, and 
was apt at such moments to think that she took an wahk 
advantage of him by keeping her temper. But he could not 
get out of his head • the idea that perhaps on this very day 
things were being arranged between < his son and Grace 
Crawley at Framley ; and he resolved that he lumself would go 
over and see what might be done. He would, at any rate, tell 
all his trouble to Lady Lufton, and beg his old friend to assist 
him. He could not think that such an one as he had always 
known Lady Lufion to be would approve of a marriage between 
Henry Grantly and Grace Crawley. At any rate, he would 
learn the truth. He had once been told that Grace Cra^ey 
had herself refused to marry his son, feeling that she would do 
wrong to inflict so great an injury upon any gentleman. He 
had not believed in so great a virtue. He could not believe m 
it now, — now, when he heard that Miss Crawley and his son were 
staying together in the same parish. Somebody must be doing 
him an injury. It could hardly be chance. But his presence 
at Framley might even yet have a good effect, and he would at 
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least learxL the tnith. So he had himaelf driven to Bardiesier, 
and from Barchester he took post-horses to Framley. 

As he came near to the village, he gcew to he somewhat 

ashamed of .hunself^ ot, at least, nervous as to the mode in 

which he would proceed. The driver, turning round to him, 

had suggested that he supposed he was to drive to ** My 

lady's,'' This injustice to Lord Lufton, to whom the house 

belonged, and with whom his mother . lived as a guest, was 

very common in the co^nty ; for old Lady Lufton had Eved at 

Framley Court through her son's long minority, and had kept 

the hoiuae there till hi^ marriage ; and even since his marriage 

she had been recognized as its presiding genius. It certainly 

was not the fault , of old Lady Luflon, as she always^ spoke of 

everything as belonging either, to her son or to her daughter- 

in-law» The, archdeacon had been in doubt whether he would 

go to the Couri or to .the parsonage. Could he have done 

exactly, as he. wished, he would have left the chaise and 

walked to the. parsonage, sa as to reach it without the noise 

and fuss incidental to a postilion's asrival. But that was 

impossible. He could not drop intoPramley as though he 

had come .from the clouds, and, -therefore, he told the man to 

do as. he had suggested. >^To my lady's ? ". said the 

postilion. . The. archdeacon assented, and the man, with loud 

cracks of his whip, and with a spasmodic gallop ^ng the 

short' avenue, took the archdeacon up to the door of Lord 

Lufton's house. He asked for Lord Lufton first, putting on 

^is pleasantest smile, so that 4Jie servant should not suspect 

the purpose, of which he was somewhat ashamed. Was Lord 

Lufton at home ? Lord Lufton was not at home. Lord 

Lofton had gone- up to London that morning, intending to 

retam the day after to-morrow ; but both my ladies were, at 

home. So the^ archdeacon was shown into the room where 

hoth my ladies were sitting, — and with them he found 

^^* JEiobarts. Any one who had become acquainted with the 

habits of the Framley ladies would have known that this 

®ight very prohably be the case. The archdeacon himself 

'was as well aware as any ond of the modes of life at Framley. 
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The lord*8 wife was the parson's sister, and the parson's wife 
had from her infancy been the petted friend of the old lady. 
Of course they all lived very mnch together. Of course Mrs. 
Boharts was as much at home in the drawing-room of Framley 
Court as she was in her own drawing-room at the parsonage. 
Nevertheless, the archdeacon thought himself to be hardly 
used when he found that Mrs. Bobarts was at the house. 

** My dear archdeacon, who ever expected to see you ? '* 
said old Lady Lufton. Then the two younger women greeted 
him. And they all smiled on him pleasantly, and seemed 
overjoyed to see him. He was, in truth, a great favourite at 
Framley, and each of the three was glad to welcome him. 
They believed in the archdeacon at Framley, and felt for him 
that sort of love which ladies in the country do feel for their 
elderly male friends. There was not one of the three who 
would not have taken much trouble to get anything for the 
archdeacon which they had thought the archdeacon would like. 
Even old Lady Lufton remembered what was his favourite 
soup, and always took care that he should have it when he 
dined at the Court. Young Lady Lufton would bring his tea 
to him as he sat in his chair. He was petted in the house, 
was [allowed to poke the fire if he pleased, and called the 
servants by their names as though he were at home. He was 
compelled, therefore, to smile and to seem pleased ; and it was 
not till after he had eaten his lunch, and had declared that 
he must return home to dinner, that the dowager gave him 
an opportunity of having the private conversation which 
he desired. 

** Can I have a few minutes* talk with you ? " he said to 
her, whispering into her ear as they left the drawing-room 
together. So she led the way into her own sitting-room^ 
telling him, as she asked him to be seated, that she had 
supposed that something special must have brought him over 
to Framley. ** I should have asked you to come up here, even 
if you had not spoken,*' she said. 

"Then perhaps you know what has brought me over?" 
said the archdeacon. 



THE ABCHDEAOOK GOES TO FBAULEY. 158 

*' Not in the least/' said Lady Lufton. *^ I have not an 
idea. Bat I did not flatter myself that you would come so far 
on a morning call, merely to see ns three ladies. I hope 
yon did not want to see Ludovic, because he will not be back 
till to-morrow 7 " 

** I wanted to see you, Lady Lufton.** 
** That is lucky, as here I am. You may be pretty sure to 
find me here any day in the year." 

After this there was a little pause. The archdeacon hardly 
knew how to begin his story. In the first place he was in 
doubt whether Lady Lufton had ever heard of the preposterous 
match which his son had proposed to himself to make. In his 
anger at Plumstead he had felt sure that she knew all about it, 
and that she was assisting his son. But this belief had 
dwindled as his anger had dwindled ; and as the chaise had 
entered the parish of Framley he had told himself that it was 
quite impossible that she should know anything about it. Her 
iiianner had certainly been altogether in her favour since he had 
been in her house. There had been nothing of the conscious- 
ness of guilt in her demeanour. But, nevertheless, there was 
the coincidence I How had it come to pass that Grace Crawley 
and his son should be at Framley together 7 It might, indeed, 
be jvst possible that Flurry might have been wrong, and that 
his son had not been there at all. 

^* I suppose Miss Crawley is at the parsonage 7 " he said 
at last. 

** Oh, yes ; she is still there, and will remain there I should 
think for the next ten days." 

" Oh ; I did not know," said the archdeacon, very coldly. 
It seemed to Lady Lufton, who was as innocent as an 
unborn babe in the matter of the projected marriage, that her 
old friend the archdeacon was in a mind to persecute the 
Crawley s. He had on a former occasion taken upon himself 
to advise that Grace Crawley should not be entertained at 
Pramley, and now it seemed that he had come all the way 
&om Plumstead to say something ftirther in the same strain. 
Lady Lufton, if he had anything further to say of that kind, 
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woidd lisieii to him m a matter of oomse. She iroxM listen 
and reply to him without temper. But she did Bot approye of 
iL She told herself silently that she eonld not aj^Mrove of 
persecation or of interferenee. She therefore drew herself np) 
and pursed her mouth, and put on something of that look of 
severity which she could assume yeiy YisiUy, if it so pleased 
her. 

" Yes ; she is still there, and I think that her yjait will ^ 
her a great deal of good," said Lady Luften. 

*^ When we talk of doing good to peepie," said ihe arch- 
deacon, " we often make terriUe mistakes. It so often. happens 
tiiat we don't know when we are doing good and when we are 
doing harm."- 

"That is true, of course, .Dr. Granily, and must be so 
necessarily, as our wisdom here below is -so yery limited. Bat 
I should think, — as fur as I can . see, that is, — ^that the 
kindness whi<di my friend Mxs. Bobarts is showing to tbis 
young lady must be beneficial. You know, archdeacon, I 
explained to you before that I could not quite agree with joa 
iu what you said as to. leaving .these peofde alone till afler the 
trial. I thought that help was necessary to them at once/' 

. The archdeacon sighed deeply. Qe. ought to have been 
somewhat renovated in spirit. by the tone in yrhiA Lady 
Lufton spoke to him, as it conveyed to him almost an absolste 
conviction that his first suspicion was incorrect. Bui any 
comfort which might have come to l"'m from this sourjce vas 
marred by the feeling that he must announce his Awn ^sgrace. 
At any rate he must do so, unless he were contented to go 
back to Plumstead without having, learned anything by his 
journey. He changed the tone of his voice, however, and 
asked a question, — ^as it might be altogether on a different 
subject. ** I heard yesterday," he said, " that Heniy was 
over here." 

.*' He was here yesterday.. He came the evening .before, 
and dined and slept here, and went home yesterday moniing." 

" Was Miss Crawley with you that evening 7 " 

*' Miss Crawley 7 No ; she would not come. She thinks 
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it be&rinot to^g^ out whi^ her father is i& his present nnfortn*' 

nate position ; and she is right." 

^'£Uie is qnite right in that/* said the arehdeacon; and 
then he paused- again. He bought that^ it'would behest for 
him to make a clean breast of it, and to tmst to Lady Lnft^i's 
sympathy. M Did Henry go up to .the parsonage?** he 
asked. 

£ut • still Xiady Lufton did not suspeot the trath. ^'I 
think he did,'* she replied, with an air of surprise. ** I think 
I beard that ^ he went up there to call on Mrs. Bobarts afber 
breakfast.** 

'*No, Lady Lufton, he did not go up there to call on 
Mrs. Bobarts. He went up there because he is making a 
fool of- himself about that Miss Crawley. -That is the truth. 
Now you understand it all. I hope that Mrs. iBobarts does 
not know it. I do hope for her own sake l^at Mrs. Bobarts 
does not know it.!* > . . - 

' The aorehdeacoa certainly had no longer imy doubt as to 
Lady Lufbon's innocence when he looked at* her face as she 
beard these tidings. • She had prodieted that Grace Crawley 
would "make havoc,** and could not, therefore, be altogether 
Bnrpriged at the idea that some gentleman should h$.Ye fallen 
in love with her ; but she had never supposed thatvthe havoc 
Bright be made so early in her days, or on so ^at a quarry. 
''You don't mean to tell me that Henry Grantly is in love with 
Grace Crawley ? ** she replied. 

''I-mean to say tiiat he says he is.** 

" Dear, dear, dear I I'm sure, archdeacon, that you will 
believe me when I say that I knew nothing about it.** 

^* I am quite sure of that,** said the archdeacon,. dolefully. 

*' Or I certainly should not have been glad, to see him 
^e. But the house, you know, is not mine, Dr. Grantly. 
I could have done nothing if I had known it.. But only to 
think----— ; well, to be sure. She has not lost time, at any 
rate." 

Now this was not at all the light in which the archdeacon 
^Bbed that the matter should be regarded. He h^d been 
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desirous that Lady Lnfton should be horror-stricken by the 
tidings, but it seemed to him that she regarded the iniquity 
almost as a good joke. What did it matter how young or how old 
the girl might be ? She came of poor people, — of people who 
had no friends, — of disgraced people ; and Lady Lufton ought to 
feel that such a marriage would be a terrible misfortune and a 
terrible crime. ** I need hardly tell you, La4y Lufton," said 
the archdeacon, ** that I shall set my face against it as £eu: as 
it is in my power to do so." 

'' If they both be resolved I suppose you can hardly 
prevent it." 

** Of course I cannot prevent it. Of course I cannot 
prevent it. If he will break my heart and his mother's,— and 
his sister's — of course I cannot prevent it. If he will rain 
himself, he must have his own way." 

" Ruin himself. Dr. Grantly I " 

** They will have enough to live upon, — somewhere in 
Spain or France." The scorn expressed in the archdeacon's 
voice as he spoke of Pau as being ** somewhere in Spain or 
France," should have been heard to be understood. "No 
doubt they will have enough to live upon." 

'' Do you mean to say that it will make a difference as to 
your own property, Dr. Grantly ? " 

" Certainly it will, Lady Lufton. I told Henry when I 
first heard of the thing, — ^before he had definitely made any 
offer to the girl, — that I should withdraw from him altogether 
the allowance that I now make him, if he married her. And 
I told him also, that if he persisted in his folly I should thiol: 
it my duty to alter my will." 

" I am sorry for that. Dr. Grantly." 

*' Sorry I And am not I sorry? Sorrow is no sufficient 
word. I am broken-hearted. Lady Lufton, it is killing me. 
It is indeed. I love him ; I love him ; — I love him as yon 
have loved your son. But what is the use ? What can he be 
to me when he shall have married the daughter of such a man 
as that ? " 

Lady Lufton sat for a while silent, thinking of a certain 
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episode in her own life. There had been a time when her son 
was desirous of making a marriage which she had thought 
wonld break her heart. She had for a time moved heaven 
and earth, — ^as far as she knew how to move them, — to prevent 
the marriage. But at last she had yielded, — not from lack of 
power, for the circnmstances had been such that at the moment 
of yielding she had still the power in her hand of staying the 
marriage, — but she had yielded because she had perceived that 
her son was in earnest. She had yielded, and had kissed the 
dast ; but from the moment in which her lips had so touched 
the groimd, she had taken great joy in the new daughter whom 
her son had brought into the house. Since that she had 
learned to think that young people might perhaps be right, and 
that old people might perhaps be wrong. This trouble of her 
friend the archdeacon's was very like her own old trouble. 
**And he is engaged to her now?" she said, when those 
thoughts had passed through her mind. 

" Yes ; — ^that is, no. I am not sure. I do not know how 
to make myself sure." 

" I am sore Major Grantly will tell you all the truth as it 
exists." 

" Yes ; he'll tell me the truth, — as far as he knows it. I 
do not see that there is much anxiety to spare me in the 
matter. He is desirous rather of making me understand that 
I have no power of saving him from his own folly. Of course 
I have no power of saving him." 
" But is he engaged to her ? '* 

** He says that she has refused him. But of course that 
means nothing." 

Again the archdeacon's position was very like Lady Luflon's 
position, as it had existed before her son's marriage. In that 
case also the young lady, who was now Lady Lufbon's own 
daughter and dearest friend, had refused the lover who proposed 
to her, although the marriage was so much to her advantage, — 
loTuig him, too, the while, with her whole heart, as it was 
i^atural to suppose that Grace Crawley might so love her lover. 
The more she thought of the similarity of the stories, the 
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stronger were her sympathies on the side of poor Grace. 
NeYjerthekss, she wonld comfort her old fneaal if she knew 
how-; and of course she- conld not hat admit to herself that the 
mateh was one which must he a cause of real sorrow to Mm. 
'<I don't know why her refusal should mean nothing," said 
Lady Lufton.." 

*' Of course a girl refuses at -first^-^a ghd^ I mean, in sack 
cir<nuastanees as hers. She can't. hut feel that more is offered 
to her than she ought to take^ and that she is hound to go 
through the ceremony of declining. But my anger is not wik 
her, Lady Lufton." 
^' I do not see how it can he." 

'' No>; it is not with her. If' she hecomes:his wile I inisi 
that X may neyer, see her « ' ' 

" Oh, Dr. Grantly ! " 

*f I do J X doi How can it he otherwise with me.?: .But I 
shall have no quarrel with her. . With him I must quarrel/' 

"I do not see why," said Lady.Lufbon* 

'^ You do not ? Does he not set me at defiance 2 '' 
; <' At his; age surely a son has a right to. marry as ke 
pleases.'* 

** If. he took her out of.tho stiieets^ then it would' be tke 
same ? '' said the archdeacon with .hitter anger. 

'* No y-rtnfor! snoha one wonld. herself he had." 

f fOi* if she were the daughter of a iiuxter out of the city ? " 

*' No again ; — ^for in that casaher want of education would 
probably unfit her for your society." . . 

'* Her father's, disgrace, then, should be a .matter of 
indifference to me. Lady Lufton ? " 

**>i > did not saji so.... In the first place, hex father. is not 
disgraced,— ^not as yet ; > and. we do> not know whether he mftj 
ever . be disgraced. You will hardly* be disposed to say 
that persecution from the palace disgraces a deij^msn is 
Barsetshire." 

'^ All the same, I believe that the man> was goiliy,':^ said 
the archdeacon. 

*^Wsit and see, my &iend, before you condemn him 
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altogether. Bat, be that as^ it may, I aickiiowledge that 
the marriage is one whieh must naturally be distasteM to 
you." . . 

"Oh, Lady Luftonl if you only ^ knew! K you only 
knew!" 

" I do know ; and I feel for you. But I think that your 
son has a right to espect that you should not show the same 
repugnance to such a marriage as this as you would ha^id had 
a right toi show had he suggested to himself such a wife as 
those at wliich you just now hinted.^ Of course you can 
adrise him, and make him understand your feelingB; but I 
cannot ihink you* mil be justified in ^arrellmg wi^dii him, or 
in changing your' views towlurds him as regards money, seeing 
that Miss Crawley is^an educated lady, who 'hait done nothing 
to forfeit your respect." A h^ry cloud' came upon the:arch« 
deacon^s brow as he heard these words,- but ho did not make 
any immediate answer* '* Of course^ my i&iend,'' continued 
Ijady Lufton, '< I should not have ventored' to say so mudi to 
you, hadsyon not come to me, as it were, for my opinion." 

''I came h^e because I thought Henry was here,*' said 
the archdeacon. 

" If I hove^ said too much I beg your pardon." 

" No ; you haye not said too much. li is not that. You 
^d I are^sucli old friend^iJthat eildier may say admostc anything 
tothe other." 

"Yes ;^ust so. And IJierefore I haye ventured to speak 
my mind," said Lady Lufton. 

*^ Of course ; — and I am obliged to you. But, Lady 
Loflon, yon do not understand yet kow this hits me. Every- 
thing in life that I hare done, I have done for my. children. 
I am wealthy, but I have not used my wealth for myself 
because! have desired, that they should be able to hold their 
heads high in the world. . All my ambition has. been for them, 
ftnd all the pleasure which I have anticipated for myself in my 
^^ s^e.is that which I have hoped to xeceivafrom their credit. 
As for Henry, he might'have had anything he wanted from- me 
^ the> way of money.. He expressed a ^wish, a few. months 
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since, to go into Parliament, and I promised to help him as 
far as ever I could go. I have kept up the game altogether for 
him. He, the younger son of a working parish parson, hs 
had everything that could be given to the eldest son of a 
country gentleman, — ^more than is given to the eldest son of 
many a peer. I have hoped that he would marry again, but I 
have never cared that he should marry for money. I have been 
willing to do anything for him myself. But, Lady Lufton, a 
father does feel that he should have some return for all this. 
No one can imagine that Henry ever supposed that a bride 
from that wretched place at Hogglestock could be welcomed 
among us. He knew that he would break our hearts, and he 
did not care for it. That is what I feel. Of course he has the 
power to do as he likes ; — and of course I have the power to do 
as I like also with what is my own.** 

Lady Lufton was a very good woman, devoted to her duties, 
affectionate and just to those about her, truly religious, and 
charitable from her nature ; but I doubt whether the thorough 
worldliness of the archdeacon's appeal struck her as it will 
strike the reader. People are so much more worldly in 
practice than they are in theory, so much keener after their 
own gratification in detail than they are in thie abstract, that 
the narrative of many an adventure would shock us, though 
the same adventure would not shock us in the action. One 
girl tells another how she has changed her mind in love ; and 
the friend sympathizes with the friend, and perhaps applands. 
Had the story been told in print, the friend who had listened 
with equanimity would have read of such vacillation with 
indignation. She who vacillated herself would have hated her 
own performance when brought before her judgment as a 
matter in which she had no personal interest. Very fine 
things are written every day about honesty and truth, and men 
read them with a sort of external conviction that a man, if he 
be anything of a man at all, is of course honest and true. But 
when the internal convictions are brought out between two or 
three who are personally interested together, — between two 
or three who feel that their little gathering is, so to saji 
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''tiled/' — ^those internal conyictions differ very mncH from 
the external convictions, This man, in his confidences, asserts 
broadly that he does not mean to be thrown oyer, and that 
man has a project for throwing oyer somebody else ; and the 
intention of each is that scruples are not to stand in the way 
of his success. The ** Buat coelum, fiat jnstitia,'' was said, 
no doubt, from an outside balcony to a crowd, and the speaker 
knew that he was talking buncombe. The <' Bern, si possis 
recte, si non, quocunque mode," was whispered into the ear in 
a clnb smoking-room, and the whisperer intended that his 
words should prevail. 

Lady Lufton had often heard her friend the archdeacon 
preach, and she knew well the high tone which he could take 
AS to the necessity of trusting to our hopes for the future for 
all our true happiness ; and yet she sympathized with him 
when he told her that he was broken-hearted because his son 
woald take a step which might possibly interfere with his 
worldly prosperity. Had the archdeacon been preaching about 
matrimony, he would have recommended young men, in taking 
wives to themselves, especially to look for young women who 
feared the Lord. But in talking about his own son's wife, no 
word as to her eligibility or non-eligibility in this respect 
escaped his lips. Had he talked on the subject till nightfall 
no such word would have been spoken. Had any friend of his 
ovn, man or woman, in discussing such a matter with him and 
asking his advice upon it, alluded to the fear of the Lord, the 
AUasion would have been distasteful to him and would have 
smacked to his palate of hypocrisy. Lady Lufton, who under- 
stood as well as any woman what it was to be '* tiled " with a 
^end/took all this in good part. The archdeacon had spoken 
onto! his heart what was in his heart. One of his children 
'^ married a marquis. Another might probably become a 
bishop, — ^perhaps an archbishop. The third might be a county 
squire, — ^high among county squires. But he could only bo 
become by walking warily ; — ^and now he was bent on marrying 
the penniless daughter of an impoverished half-mad country 
CTttate, who was about to be tried for stealing twenty pounds I 
II. • 11 
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Lady Lnflon, in spite of all her argnments, conld not refiise 
her sympathy to her old friend. 

'' After all, from what yon say, I suppose they are not 
engaged ? " 

« I do not know," said the archdeacon. ** I cannot tell ! " 

<< And what do you wish me to do ? " 

<< Oh, — nothing. I came over, as I said hefore, because I 
thought he was here. I think it right, before he has absolutely 
committed himself, to take every means in my. power to make 
him understand that I shall withdraw from him all pecmiiaiy 
assistance, — ^now and for the future." 

" My friend, that threat seems to me to be so terrible." 

" It is the only power I have left to me." 

*' But you, who are so affectionate by nature, would neyer 
adhere to it." 

<' I will try. I will do my best to be firm. I will at onee 
put everything beyond my control after my death." The 
archdeacoti, as he uttered these terrible words, — ^words which 
were awful to Lady Lufton's ears, — ^resolved that he would 
endeavour to nurse his own wrath ; but, at the same tiine, 
almost hated himself for his own pusillanimity, because he 
feared that his wrath would die away before he should hare 
availed. himself of its heat. 

<< I would do nothing rash of that kind," said Lady LnHon. 
<' Your object is to prevent the marriage, — not to punish him 
for it when once he has made it." 

"He is not to have his own way in everything, Lady 
Lufton." 

** But you should first try to prevent it." 

" What can I do to prevent it 7 " 

Lady Lufton paused for a couple of minutes before she 
replied. She had a scheme in her head, but it seemed to her 
to savour of cruelty. And yet at present it was her chief duty 
to assist her old friend, if any assistance could be given. 
There could hardly be a doubt that such a marriage as this, 
of which they were speaking, was in itself an evil. In her 
case, the case of her son, there had been no question of ft 
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tiial, of money stolen, of aught that was in trath disgraceful. 
<< I think if I were yon, Dr. Grantly," she said, ^' that I would 
see the young lady while I was here." 

''See her. my self?*' said the archdeacon. The idea of 
seeing Grace Crawley himself had, up to this moment, never 
entered his head. 

** I think I would do so.*' 

''I think I will," said the archdeacon, after a pause. 
Then he got up from his chair. '' If I am to do it, I had 
better do it at once." 

''Be gentle with her, my friend." The archdeacon 
paused again. He certainly had entertained the idea of 
encoimtering Miss . Crawley with severity rather than gentle- 
ness. Lady Lufton rose from her seat, and coming up to 
liiiQ, took one of his hands between her own two. "Be 
gentle to her," she said. ''You have owned that she has 
done nothing wrong." The archdeacon bowed his head in 
token of assent and left the room. 

Poor Grace Crawley I 



CHAPTER Xiy. 

A DOUBLE PLEDGE. 

^ archdeacon, as he walked across from the Court to the 
parsonage, was very thoughtful and his steps were very slow. 
This idea of seeing Miss Crawley herself had been suggested 
to him suddenly, and he had to determine how he would bear 
himself towards her, and what he would say to her. Lady 
Lnftou had beseeched him to be gentle with her. Was the 
inission one in which gentleness would be possible ? Must it 
not be his object to make this young lady understand that she 
could not be right in desiring to come into his family and 
share m all his good things when she had got no good things 
of her own, — ^nothing but evil things to bring with her ? And 
how could this be properly explained to the young lady in 
geutle terms ? Must he not be round with her, and give her 
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to understand in plain words, — ^the plainest whicli he could 
use, — that she wonld not get his good things, though she 
would most certainly impose the burden of all her eyil things 
on the man whom she was proposing to herself as a husband. 
He remembered very well as he went, that he had been told 
that Miss Crawley had herself refused the offer, feeling herself 
to be unfit for the honour tendered to her ; but he suspected 
the sincerity of such a refusal. Calculating in his own mind 
the unreasonably great advantages which would be confened 
on such a young lady as Miss Crawley by a marriage with his 
son, he declared to himself that any girl must be Tery wicked 
indeed who should expect, or even accept, so much more than 
was her due ; — ^but nevertheless he could not bring himself to 
belieye that any girl, when so tempted, would, in sincerity, 
decline to commit this great wickedness. If he was to do 
any good by seeing Miss Crawley, must it not consist in a 
proper explanation to her of the selfishness, abomination, and 
altogether damnable blackness of such wickedness as this on 
the part of a young woman in her circumstances ? << Heayen 
and earth ! '' he must say, '' here are you, without a penny in 
your pocket, with hardly decent raiment on your back, with a 
thief for your father, and you think that you are to come and 
share in all the wealth that the Grantlys have amassed, that 
you are to have a husband with broad acres, a big house, and 
game preserves, and become one of a family whose name has 
never been touched by a single accusation, — no, not by a 
suspicion ? No ; — injustice such as that shall never be done 
betwixt you and me. You may wring my heart, and you may 
ruin my son ; but the broad acres and the big house, and the 
game preserves, and the rest of it, shall never be yonr 
reward for doing so." How was all that to be told effectively 
to a young woman in gentle words ? And then how was a 
man in the archdeacon's position to be desirous of gentle 
^ords, — gentle words which would not be efficient, — ^when he 
knew well in his heart of hearts that he had nothing but his 
threats on which to depend. He had no more power of 
disinheriting his own son for such an offence as that con* 
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templaied than he had of hlowing oat his own brains, and h& 
knew that it was so. He was a man incapable of such 
persistency of wrath against one whom he loved. He was 
neither cruel enongh nor strong enough to do such a thing. 
He conld only threaten to do it, and make what best nse he 
might of threats, whilst threats might be of avail. In spite 
of all that he had said to his wife, to Lady Lufton, and to 
himself, he knew very well that if his son did sin in this way 
he, the father, would forgive the sin of the son. 

In going across &om the front gate of the Court to tha 
parsonage there was a place where three roads met, and on 
this spot there stood a finger-post. Bound this finger-post 
there was now pasted a placard, which at once arrested the 
archdeacon's eye : — ** Cosby Lodge — Sale of furniture — 
Growing crops to be sold on the grounds. Three hunters. 
A brown gelding warranted for saddle or harness t *' — Th& 
archdeacon himself had given the brown gelding to his son, as 
a great treasure. — " Three Aldemey cows, two cow-calves, a. 
low phaeton, a gig, two ricks of hay." Li this fashion were 
proclaimed in odious details all those comfortable additions to 
a gentleman's house in the country, with which the archdeacon. 
was so well acquainted. Only last November he had recom- 
mended his son to buy a certain new-invented clod-crusher„ 
and the clod-crusher had of course been bought. The bright 
hloe paint upon it had not as yet given way to the stains of 
the ordinary farmyard muck and mire ; — and here was the 
clod-crusher advertised for sale ! The archdeacon did not 
want his son to leave Cosby Lodge. He knew well enough 
that his son need not leave Cosby Lodge. Why had the 
foolish fellow been in such a hurry with his hideous ill- 
conditioned advertisements ? Gentle ! How was he in such 

• 

circumstances to be gentle? He raised his umbrella and 
poked angrily at the disgusting notice. The iron ferule 
caught the paper at a chink in the post, and tore it from the 
*op to the bottom. But what was the use ? A horrid ugly 
bin lying torn in such a spot would attract only more attention 
than one fixed to a post. He could not condescend, however, 



166 THE LAST GHSONIOLS OF BABSET. 

to give to it fiirther attention, but passed on up to the parson- 
age. Gentle, indeed t 

Nevertheless Archdeacon Grantly was a gentleman, and 
never yet had dealt more harshly with any woman than we 
have sometimes seen Inm do witii his wife, — ^when he wonld 
say to [her an angry word or two with a good deal of maiiUi 
authority. His wife, who knew well what his angry ^ords 
were worth, never ey^ suggested to herself that she had 
canse for complaint on that head. Had she known thai the 
archdeacon was about to undertake such a mission as this 
which he had now in hand, she would not have warned him to 
be gentle. She, indeed, would hare strongly advised him not 
to undertake the missicm, cautioning him that the young lady 
would probably get the better of him. 

** Grace, my dear," said Mrs* Eobarts, coming up into the 
nursery in which Miss Crawley was sitting with the children, 
" come out here a moment, will you ? " Then Grace left the 
children and went out into the passage. " My dear, there is a 
gentleman in the drawing-room who asks to see you.*' 

*' A gentleman, Mrs. Bobarts ! What gentleman ? *' Bat 
Grace, though she asked the question, eonceiyed that the 
gentleman must be Henry Grantly. Her mind did not 
suggest to her the possibility of any other gentleman coming 
to see her. 

'* You must not be surprised, or allow yourself to be 
frightened." 

'* Oh, Mrs. Robarts, who is it ? " 

" It is Major Grantly's father." 

"The archdeacon?" 

'' Yes, dear ; Archdeacon Grantly. He is in the drawing- 
room." 

** Must I see him, Mrs. Robarts ? " 

" Well, Grace, — ^I think you must. I hardly know how 
you can refuse. He is an intimate friend of eyerybody here 
at Framley." 

" What will he say to me ? " 

'^ Nay ; that I cannot tell. I suppose you know- 
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''He has oome, no doubt^ to bid me have nothing to say to 
Ills 8on« He need not have troubled himself. But be may say 
what he likes^. I am not' a coward, and I will go to him." 

''Stop a moment, Giaoe. Come into my room for an 
instant. The children have pulled yonr hair abont." Bat, 
Grace, though she followed Mrs. Bobarts into the bedroom, 
would haye nothing done to her hair. She was too proud for 
that, — and we may say, aJso, too little confident in any good 
which such resources might effect on her behalf. "Never 
mind about that," she said. " What am I to say to him ? " 
Mrs. Bobarts paused brfore she replied, feeling that the matter 
was one which required some deliberation. " Tell me what I 
must say to him," said Graee, repeating her question. 

" I hardly know what your own feelings are, my dear." 

" Yes, you do. You* do know. If I had all the worid to 
^ve, I would give it aiQ to Major Grantiy.'' 

" TeU him that, then." 

"No/ I will not tell him that^ Never mind about my 
frock, Mrs. Bobarts. I do not care for that. I will tell him 
that I love his son and his granddaughter too well to injure 
them. I will tell him nothing else. I might as well go now." 
Mrs. Bobarts, as she. looked at Grace, was astonished at the 
serenity of her face« And yet when her hand was on the 
drawing-room door Grace hesitated, looked back, and trembled. 
Mrs. Bobarts blew a kiss to her from the stairs ; and then the 
door was opened^ and the girl found herself in the presence of 
the archdeacon. He was standing on the rug, with his back 
to the fire, and his heavy ecclesiastical hat was placed on the 
middle of the round table. The hat caught Grace's eye at the 
moment of her entruice, and she felt that all the thunders of 
the Church were contained within it. And then the arch- 
deacon himself was so big, and so clerical, and so imposing I 
Her father's aspect was severe, but the severity of her father's 
&ce was essentially different from that expressed by the arch- 
deacon. Whatever impression came from her father came 
from the man himb^. There was no outward adornment 
there ; there was, so to say, no wig about Mr. Crawley. Now 
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the archdeacon was not exactly adorned; bat he was flo 
thoroughly imbued with high clerical belongings and sacerdotal 
fitnesses as to appear always as a walking, sitting, or standing 
impersonation of parsondom. To poor Grace, as she entered 
the room, he appeared to be an impersonation of parsondom in 
its severest aspect. 

** Miss Crawley, I believe ? " said he. 

'* Yes, sir," said she, curtseying ever so slightly, as she 
stood before him at some considerable distance. 

His first idea was that his son must be indeed a fool if he 
was going to give up Cosby Lodge and all Barsetshire, and 
retire to Pau, for so slight and unattractive a creature as he 
now saw before him. But this idea stayed with him only for a 
moment. As he continued to gaze at her during the interview 
he came to perceive that there was vefy much more than he 
had perceived at the first glance, and that his son, after all, had 
had eyes to see, though perhaps not a heart to understand. 

*' Will you not take a chair ? '' he said. Then Grace sat 
down, still at a distance from the archdeacon, and he kept his 
place upon the rug. He felt that there would be a difficulty 
in making her feel the full force of his eloquence all across the 
room ; and yet he did not know how to bring himself nearer 
to her. She became suddenly very important in his eyes, and 
he was to some extent afraid of her. She was so slight, so 
meek, so young; and yet there was about her something so 
beautifully feminine, — and, withal, so like a lady, — ^that he 
felt instinctively that he could not attack her with harsh 
words. Had her lips been fall, and her colour high, and had 
her eyes rolled : had she put forth against him any of that 
ordinary artillery with which youthful feminine batteries are 
charged, he would have been ready to rush to the combat. 
But this girl, about whom his son had gone mad, sat there as 
passively as though she were conscious of the possession of 
no artillery. There was not a single gun fired firom beneath 
her eyelids. He knew not why, but he respected his son now 
more than he had respected him for the last two months ; — 
more, perhaps, than he had ever respected him before. He 
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was as eager as ever against the marriage ; — bat in thinking 
of his son in what he said and did after these few first moments 
of the interview, he ceased to think of him with contempt. 
The creature before him was a woman who grew in his 
opimon till he began to feel that she was in truth fit to be 
the wife of his son — ^if only she were not a pauper, and the 
daughter of a mad curate, and, alas 1 too probably of a thief* 
Though his feeling towards the girl was changed, his duty to 
himself, his family, and his son, was the same as ever, and 
therefore he began his task. 

" Perhaps you had not expected to see me 7 " he said. 

" No, indeed, sir." 

" Nor had I intended when I came over here to call on 
my old friend. Lady Lufton, to come up to this house. But 
as I knew that you were here, Miss Crawley, I thought that 
upon the whole it would be better that I should see you." 
Then he paused as though he expected that Grace would say 
something ; but Grace had nothing to say. ** Of course you 
most understand, Miss Crawley, that I should not yenture to 
speak to you on this subject unless I myself were yery closely 
iBterested in it." He had not yet said what was the subject^ 
and it was not probable that Grace should giye him any 
assistance by a£fecting to understand this without direct 
exphmation from him. She sat quite motionless, and did 
not eyen aid him by showing by her altered colour that she 
nnderstood his purpose* ** My son has told me,*' said he, 
"that he has professed an attachment for you. Miss Crawley.'* 

Then there was another pause, and Grace felt that she 
was compelled to say something. '* Major Grantly has been 
^ery good to me,'* she said, and then she hated herself for 
^Ting uttered words which were so tame and unwomanly in 
their spirit. Of course her loyer's father would despise her 
for haying so spoken. After aU it did not much signify. If 
he would only despise her and go away, it would perhaps be 
for the best. 

" I do not know about being good," said the archdeacon. 
" I think he is good. I think he means to be good." 
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'< I am Bure he. is good/' said GzBce>. waim^* 

*^ Yon know he has a daughter. Miss Giawley.Pv'* 

" Oh, yes ; I know Edibh .well." 

** Of conrse his first duty is te her. Is it nol ? Andhe 
owes much to his family. Do yoa not feel that ? " 

<' Of coarse I feel ii, sir.'' The poor girl had always 
heard Dr. Grantly spoken of as the arohdeaeiHi, but she ddd 
not in the least know what she ought to call him. . 

'<Now, Miss Crawley, praj listen.to me ; I will speak to 
yon very openly. I mnst speak to yon openly,, because it is 
my duty on my sonia behalf— but I will endeaYour to speak to 
you kindly also. Of yourself I have heard nothing but what 
is favourable, and there is no reason as yet why I Bhould not 
respect and esteem you." Grace told herself that she wonld 
do nothing which ought to forfeit his respect and. esteem, but 
that she did not care two straws whether his respect and 
esteem were bestowed on her or not. She was striving after 
something very different from that. ^'K my son were to 
many you, he would greatly ij\}ure himself, and wonld yeij 
greatly injure his child." Again he paused. He had told her 
to listen, and she was resolved that she would listen, — unless 
he should say something which might make a word froaoi ker 
necessary at the moment. ''I. do not know whether there 
does at present exist any engagement between you ? " 

'* There is no engagement, sir." 

''I am. glad of that, — ^very glad of it. I do not know 
whether.you are aware that my son is dependent upon me for the 
greater part of his income. It is so, and as I am so eireom- 
stanced with my son^ of course I feel the closest possible 
concern in his future prospects." The arcluteacon did not 
know how io explain clearly why the flEict of his making a son 
an annual allowance should give him a warmer interest in his 
son's afiGEurs ■ than he might have had had the major been 
altogether independent of him; but he trusted that Oiac^ 
would understand this by her own natural lights. ''Now* 
Miss Crawley, of course .1 cannot wish to say a word that shall 
hurt your feelings^ But there are reasons.—" ' 
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'< I know," sud E^e, inieirapting him. '' Papa is accused 
of stealing money. He did not steal it, bat people think he 
did. And then we arft^Boyeiy. poor/' 

'* Yon do ond^stand me then, — and I feel grateful ; I do 

indeed." 

"I don't tlni^ oar being poor onght to signify a bit," said 
Grace. '< Papa is » gentleman and a clergyman, and mamma 
is a lady." 

**Bat, my dear— -.*' 

" I know I ought not to be your son*s wife as long as 
people think that papa stole the money. If he had stolen it, 
I ought never to be Ms^r Grantly's wife, — or anybody's wife. 
I know that very well. And as for Edith, — ^I would sooner die 
than do anything that would be bad to her." 

The archdeacon had now left the rug, and advanced till he 
was almost close to the chair on which Grace was sitting. 
"My dear," he said, "what you say does you very much 
honour, — ^vety much honour indeed." Now that he was close 
to her, he could look mto her eyes, and he could see the exact 
form of her features, and could understand, — could not help 
onderstanding, — 'the character of her countenance. It was a 
noble face, having in it nothing that was poor, nothing that 
was mean, nothii^ that was shapele^. It was a face that 
promised infinite beauty, with a promise that was on the very 
verge of fulfilment. There was a phiy about h^ mouth as 
she spoke, and a curl in her nostril as the eager words came 
from her, which almost made the selfish father give way. 
Why had they not told him that she was such a one as this ? 
Why had not Henry himself spoken of the speciality of her 
beanty ? No man in England knew better than the arch- 
deacon the difference betwe^i beauty of one kind and beauty of 
another kind in a woman's face, — the one beauty, which comes 
from health and youth and animal spirits, and which belongs 
to the miller's daughter, and the other heauty, which showa 
itsetf in fine lines and a noble spirit, — ^the beauty which comes 
from breeding. . " What you say does you very much honour 
iotdeed,^' said the archdeacon^ 
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« I should not mind at all aboni being pooTy" said Grace. 

** No ; no ; no," said the archdeacon. 

" Poor as we are,<*— and no derg^^man, f think, ever was 
so poor, — I should have done as jonr son asked me at once, 
if it had been only that, — ^because I love him." 

'' If yon love him yon will not wish to injure him." 

" I will not injure him. Sir, there is my promise." And 
now as she spoke she rose from her chair, and standing close 
to the archdeacon, laid her hand very lightly on the sleeye of 
his coat. '' There is my promise. As long as people say that 
papa stole the money, I will never marry yonr son. There." 

The archdeacon was still looking down at her, and feeling 
the slight tonch of her fingers, raised his arm a little as thongh 
to welcome the pressure. He looked into her eyes, which 
were turned eagerly towards his, and when doing so was qnite 
sure that the promise would be kept. It would have been 
sacrilege, — he felt that it would have been sacrilege,— to 
doubt such a promise. He almost relented. His soft heart, 
which was neyer very well under his own control, gave way bo 
far that he was nearly moved to tell her that, on his son's 
behalf, he acquitted her of the promise. What could any 
man's son do better thao have such a woman for his wife? 
It would have been of no avail had he made her such offer. 
The pledge she had given had not been wrung from her by his 
influence, nor could his influence have availed ought with her 
towards the alteration of her purpose. It was not the arch- 
deacon who had taught her that it would not be her duty to 
take disgrace into the house of the man she loved. As he 
looked down upon her face two tears formed themselves in his 
eyes, and gradually trickled down his old nose. *' My dear," 
he said, ** if this cloud passes away from you, you shall come 
to us and be my daughter." And thus he also pledged him- 
self. There was a dash of generosity about the man, in spite 
of his selfishness, which always made him desirous of giving 
largely to those who gave largely to him. He would fain that 
his gifts should be the bigger, if it were possible. He longed 
at this moment to tell her that the dirty cheque should go for 
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nothing. He wonld have done it, I think, bat that it was 
impossible for him so to speak in her presence of that which' 
moved her so grefUy. . 

He had contrived that her hand should fall from his arm 
into his grasp, and now for a moment he held it. '* Yon are a 
good 'girl," he said — ''a dear, dear, good girl. When this 
clond has passed away, yon shall come to ns and be our 
daughter." 

" Bat it will never pass away,'' said Grace. 
" Let ns hope that it ^ay. Let as hope that it may." 
Then he stooped over her and kissed her, and leaving the 
room, got out into the hall and thence into the garden, and so 
away, without saying a word of adieu to Mrs. Bobarts. 

As he walked across to the Court, whither he was obliged 
to go, because of his chaise, he was lost in surprise at what 
had occurred. He had gone to the parsonage, hating the girl, 
and despising his son. Now, as he retraced his steps, his 
feelings were altogether changed. He admired the girl, — ^and 
as for his son, even his anger was for the moment altogether 
gone. He would write to his son at once and implore him to 
stop the sale. He would tell his son all that had occurred, or 
rather would make Mrs. Grantly do so. In respect to his son 
he was quite safe. He thought at that moment that he was 
safe. There would be no use in hurling further threats at 
him. If Crawley were found guilty of stealing the money, 
there was the girl's promise. If he were acquitted, there was 
his own pledge. He remembered perfectly well that the girl 
had said more than this, — that she had not confined her 
assurance to the verdict of a jury, that she had protested that 
she would not accept Major Grantly's hand as long as people 
thought that her &ther had stolen the cheque ; but the arch- 
deacon felt that it wonld be ignoble to hold her closely to her 
words. The event, according to his ideas of the compact, was 
to depend upon the verdict of the jury. If the jury should find 
^. Crawley not guilty, all objection on his part to the marriage 
was to be withdrawn. And he would keep his word ! In such 
<^&se it should be withdrawn. 
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When he came to the rags of the aaetioneer's bill, vhieh 
he had before torn down with his umbrella, he stopped a 
moment to consider how he would act at once. In the first 
place he would tell his son that his threats were withdrawiii 
and would ask him to remain at Cosby Lodge. He would 
write the letter as he passed through Barchester, on his way 
home, so that his son might receive it on the following 
morning ; and he would refer the major to his mother for a 
fall explanation of the circumstances. Those odious bills 
must be removed from every barn-door and wall in the connty. 
At the present moment his anger against his son was chiefly 
directed against his ill-judged haste in having put up those ill- 
omened posters. Then he paused to consider what must be 
his wish as to the verdict of the jury. He had pledged 
himself to abide by the verdict^ and he could not but have a 
wish on . the subject. Could he desire in his heart that 
Mr. Crawley should be found guilty ?• He stood still for a 
moment thinking of this, and then he walked on, shaking bis 
head. If it might be possible he would have no wish on the 
subject whatsoever* 

<< Well 1 " said Lady Lufton, stopping him in the passage^ 
— " have you seen her ? " 

" Yes ; I have seen her." 

"Well?" 

'< She is a good girl, — a very good girl. I am in a gr^ 
hurry, and hardly know how to tell you*more now." 

<< You say that she is a good girl ? " 

'* 1 say that she is a very good girl. An angel could not 
have behaved better. I wiU tell you all some day, Lady 
Lufton, but I can hardly tell you now." 

When the archdeacon was gone, old Lady Lufton confided 
to young Lady Lufton her very strong opinion that many 
months would not be gone by before Grace Crawley would be 
the mistress of Cosby Lodge. "It will be great promotion/' 
said the old lady, with a little toss of her head. 

When Grace was interrogated afterwards by Mrs. Bobarts 
as to what had passed between her and the archdeacon, 
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liad very little to say as to the interview. *^ No, he did not 
8CoId me," she replied to an inquiry from her friend. " Bat 
he spoke about your engagement ? " said Mrs. Bobarts. 
** There is no ^ engagement," said Graee. *^ Bat I suppose 
yon acknowledged, my dear, that a future engagement is quite 
possible ? " ''I told him, Mrs. Bobarts," Grace answered, 
after hesitating lor a moment, '< that I would never marry his 
son as long as papa was suspected by any one in the world of 
being a thief. And I will keep my word." But she said 
nothing to Mrs. Bobarts of the pledge which the archdeacon 
had made to her. 
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CHAPTEB XV. 

. TEE CROSS-GRAINEDNESS OF MEN. 

* 

Bt the time that the archdeacon reached Phtmstead his 
enthusiasm in favour of Grace Crawley had somewhat cooled 
itself; and the language which from time to time he prepared 
for eonyeying his impressions to his wife, became less fervid 
as he approached his home. • There was his pledge, and by 
that he would abide ; — and so much he would make both his 
wife and his son understand. But any idea which he might 
have entertained for a moment of extending the promise he 
had given and relaxing that given to him was gone before he 
saw his own chimneys. Indeed, I fear he had by that time 
begun to feel that the only salvation now olpen to liirw must 
come from the jury's verdict. If the jury should declare 

Mr. Crawley to be guilty, then ; he T^^ould not say even 

to himself that in such case all would be right, but he did 
feel that, much as he might regret the fate of the poor 
Crawleys, and of the girl whom in his warmth he had declared 
to be tdmost an angel, nevertheless to him personally such a 
verdict would bring consolatory comfort. 

" I have seen Miss Crawley," he said to his wife, as soon 
as he had closed the door of his study, before he had been 
two minutes out of the chaise. He had determined that he 
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would dash at the subject at once, and he thus carried his 
resolution into effect. 

** You have seen Grace Crawley ? " 

'' Yes ; I went up to the parsonage and called upon her. 
Lady Lufton advised me to do so.'' 

" And Henry ? " 

'< Oh, Henry has gone. He was only there one night. I 
suppose he saw her, but I am not sure.*' 

** Would not Miss Crawley tell you ? " 

" I forgot to ask her." Mrs. Grantly, at hearing thiSi 
expressed her surprise by opening wide her eyes. He had 
gone all the way over to Framley on purpose to look after his 
son, and learn what were hie doings, and when there he had 
forgotten to ask the person who could have given him better 
information than any one else I '* But it does not signify/' 
continued the archdeacon ; ** she said enough to me to make 
that of no importance." 

** And what did she say ? " 

'' She said that she would never consent to marry Henry as 
long as there was any suspicion abroad as to her father's guilt." 

" And you believe her promise ? " 

** Certainly I do ; I do not doubt it in the least. I pot 
implicit confidence in her. And I have promised her that if 
her father is acquitted, — I will withdraw my opposition." 

" No ! " 

** But I have. And you would have done the same had 
you been there." 

' * I doubt that, my dear. I am not so impulsive as you are." 

*' You could not have helped yourself. You would have 
felt yourself obliged to be equally generous with her. She 

came up to me and she put her hand upon me -" 

'^Pshal" said Mrs. Grantly. ''But she did, my dear; 
and then she said, ' I promise you that I will not become 
your son's wife while people think that papa stole this mon^/ 
What else could I do ? " 

" And is she pretty ? " 

" Very pretty ; very beautiful." 
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" And like A lady ? " 

" Qnite like a ladj. There is no mistake about that." 

" And she behaved well ? *' 

" Admirably/' said the archdeacon, who was in a measure 
compelled to jnstify the generosity into which he had been 
beiarayed by his feelings. 

^* Then she is a paragon/' said Mrs. Grantly. 

" I don't know what yon may call a paragon, my dear. I say 
that she is a lady, and that she is extremely good-looking, 
and that she behaved very well. I cannot say less in her 
iavonr. I am sore yon would not say less yourself, if you had 
been present." 

" She must be a wonderful young woman." 

''I don't know anything about her being wonderful." 

" She must be wonderful when she has succeeded both with 
the son and with the father." 

** I wish you had been there instead of me," said the arch- 
deacon, angrily. Mrs. Grantly very probably wished so also, 
feeling that in that case a more serene mode of business would 
baTo been adopted. How keenly susceptible the archdeacon 
still was to the influences of feminine charms, no one knew 
better than Mrs. Grantly, and whenever she became aware*. 
that he had been in this way seduced from the wisdom of his-- 
cooler judgment she always felt something akin to indignation^ 
against the seducer. As for her husband, she probably told^ 
herself at such moments that he was an old goose. ** If you^ 
had been there, and Henry with you, you would have made a. 
great deal worse job of it than I have done," said the* 
archdeacon. 

" I don't say you have made a bad job of it, my dear,"* 
said Mrs. Grantly. '' But it's past eight, and you must be 
terribly in want of your dinner. Had you not better go up 
and dress ? " 

In the evening the plan of the future campaign was 
arnrnged between them. The archdeacon would not write to 
his son at all. In passing through Barchester he had aban- 
doned his idea of despatching a note from the hotel, feeling 
II. 12 
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that such a note as would be required was not easfly written in 
a hurry. Mrs. Grantly would now write to her son, telling 
him that circumstances had changed, that it would be altogether 
unnecessary for him to sell his furniture, and begging him to 
eome over and see his father without a day's delay. She 
wrote her letter that night, and read to the archdeacon all 
that she had written, — ^wiUi the exception of the postscript :— 
<< You may be quite sure that there will be no unpleasantness 
with your father.*' That was the postscript which was not 
communicated to the archdeacon. 

On the third day after that Henry Grantly did come over 
to Plumstead. His mother in her letter to him had not 
explained how it had come to pass that the sale of his 
furniture would be unnecessary. His father had given him to 
understand distinctly that his income would be withdrawn 
from him unless he would expresa his intention of giring np 
Miss Crawley ; and it had been admitted among them all that 
Cosby Lodge must be abandoned if .this were done. He 
certainly would not give up Oi&ce Crawley. Sooner than 
that, he would give up every stick in his possession, and go 
and live in l^ew Zealand if it were necessary. Not only had 
Grace's conduct to him made him thus firm, but the natoial 
bent of his own dispodtion had tended that way also. His 
father had attempted to dictate to him, and sooner than 
submit to that he would sell, the coat off his back. Had his 
father confined his opposition to advice, and had Miss Crawley 
been less firm in her view of her duty, the ms^ox might have 
been leas firm also. But things had so gone that he iras 
determined to be fixed as granite. If others would not be 
moved from their resolves, neither would he. Such being the 
state of his mind, he could not understand why be was thus 
summoned to Plumstead. Bje had already written over to 
Pan about his house, and it was well that he should, at any 
rate, see his mother before he started. He was willing, there- 
fore, to go to Plumstead, but he tqok no steps as to the 
withdrawal of those auctioneer's bills to which the archdeacon 
BO strongly objected. When he drove into the rectory yard, 
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his father was standing there before him. ** Henry/' he said, 
'' I am very giad to see yon. i am very much obliged to yon 
for coming." Then Henry g6t ont of hitf cart and shook 
hands urith his £Bbther,.and Hie archdeacon began to talk about 
the weather. ** Yonr mother h:as gone into Barchester to see 
jonr ^andfather/' said the archdeacon. ** If yon are not 
tired, we might as well take a walk. I want to go np as far 
as Flnrry's cottage.'* The major of coarse declared that he 
was not at all tired, and that he should be delighted of all 
things to go np and see old Flnrry, and thns they started. 
Yoong Grantly had not even been into the house before he left 
the yard with his father. Of course, he was thinking of the 
coming sale at Cosby Lodge, and of his future life at Pau, and 
of his injured position in the world. There would be no 
longer any occasion for him to be solicitous as to the Plum- 
stead foxes. Of course these things were in his mind ; but 
he conld not begin to speak of them till his father did so. 
"I'm afraid your grandfather is not very strong," said the 
arehdeacon, shaking his head. *' I fear hie Won't be with us 
very long." 

" Is it so bad as that, sir ? " 

" Well, you know, he is an old man, Henry ; and he was 
always somewhat old far his age. He will be eighir^r, if he 
lives two yeard longer, I think. But he'll never reach eighty ; 
^never. You must go and see him before you go back home ; 
you must indeed." The major, of course, promised that he 
would see his grandfather, and the archdeacon told his son 
how nearly the old man had fallen in the passage between the 
cathedral and the deanery. In this way they had nearly made 
their way up to the gamekeeper's cottage without a word of 
reference to any snlgect that touched upon the matter of which 
each of them was of course thinking. Whether the major 
intended to remain at home or to live at Pau, the subject of 
Mr. Harding's health was a natural topie for conversation 
between him and his flEither ; but when his father stopped 
suddenly, and began to tell him how a fox had been trapped 
^ Darvell's fann, — *^ and of cotirse it was « Plumstead fox, — 
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there can be no doubt that Finny is right abont thai ; "— 
when the arehdeaeon spoke of this iniqnity with mneh warmihi 
and told his son how he had at onee written off to Mr. Thoxne 
of Ullathome, and how Mr. Thorae had declared thai he 
didn't belioTe a word of it, and how Finny had prodneed the 
pad of the £dz, with the marks of the trap on the skm,— then 
the son began to feel that the ground was becoming Teiy 
warm, and that he could not go on much longer ^thoni 
rushing into details about Grace Crawley. "Tye no mora 
doubt that it was one of our foxes than that I stand hm" 
said the archdeacon. 

'' It doesn't matter where the fox was bred. It shouIdA't 
have been trapped," said the m%jor. 

<< Of course not," said the archdeacon, indignantly. I 
wonder whether he would have been so keen had a Boouuust 
priest come into his parish, and turned one of his Protestants 
into a Papist ? 

Then Flurry came up, and produced the identical pad oot 
of his pocket. ** I don't suppose it was intended,*' said ths 
migor, looking at the interesting relic with scmtmizing 
eyes. ''I suppose it was caught in a rabbit-trapi— «b, 
Flurry?" 

'' I don't see what right a man has with traps at all, when 
gentlemen is particular about their foxes," said Fluny. " Of 
course they'd call it rabbits." 

'< I neyer liked that man on Darvell's farm," said the 
archdeacon. 

" Nor I either," said Flurry. " No fiarmer ought to be on 
that land who don't have a horse of his own. And if I war 
Squire Thome, I wouldn't haye no farmer there who didn't 
keep no horse. When a farmer has a horse of his owui and 
follies the hounds, there ain't no rabbit-traps ; — ^neyer. Hot 
does that come about, Mr. Henry ? Babbits ! I know very 
well what rabbits is 1 " 

Mr. Henry shook his head, and turned away, and the arch- 
deacon followed him. There was an hypocrisy about this pre- 
tended care for the foxes which displeased the major. Be- 
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eoald not, of course, tell his father that the foxes were no 
longer anything to him ; but yet he must make it understood 
that such was his conviction. His mother had written to him, 
Baying that the sale of furniture need not take place. It might 
be all very well for his mother to say that, or for his father ; 
bnt, after what had taken place, he could consent to remain in 
England on no other understanding than that his income 
fihoold be made permanent to him. Such permanence must 
not be any longer dependent on his father's caprice. In these 
days he had come to be somewhat in love with poverty and 
Pan, and had been feeding on the luxury of his grievance. 
There is, perhaps, nothing so pleasant as the preparation for 
self-sacrifice. To give up Cosby Lodge and the foxes, to 
marry a penniless wife, and go and live at Pau on six or seven 
hnndred a year, seemed just now to Major Grantly to be a fine 
thing, and he did not intend to abandon this fine thing 
without receiving a very clear reason for doing so. "I can't 
quite understand Thome," said the archdeacon. '' He used to 
he so particular about the foxes, and I don't suppose that a 
country gentleman will change his ideas because he has given 
np hunting himself." 

" Mr. Thome never thought much of Flurry," said Henry 
Grantly, with his mind intent upon Pau and his grievance. 

*' He might take my word at any rate," said the arch- 
deacon. 

It was a known fact that the archdeacon's solicitude about 
the Plmnstead covers was wholly on behalf of his son the 
major. The major himself knew this thoroughly, and felt that 
bis father's present special anxiety was intended as a 
corroboration of the tidings conveyed in his mother's letter. 
Every word so uttered was meant to have reference to his 
«on's future residence in the country. ** Father," he said, 
turning round shortly, and standing before the archdeacon in 
the pathway, '* I think you are quite right about the covers. 
Heel sure that every gentleman who preserves a fox does good 
to the country. I am sorry that I shall not have a closer 
interest in the matter myself." 
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" Why shonldn't yon liaye a closer iotereftt in it ? " nod 
the archdeacon. 

« Becanse I shall he liying ahroad." 

" You got your mother's letter ? " 

" Yes ; I got my mother's letter." 

*' Did she not tell you that you can stay ivhe» yon 
are ? " 

** Yes, she said so. But, to tell you the truth, sir, I do 
not like the risk of living heyond my assured income/* 

" But if I justify it ? " 

'' I do not msh to complain, sir, hut you have made ne 
understand that you can, and that in certain circumstances yon 
will, at a moment withdraw what you give me^ Since this was 
said to me, I have felt myself to be unsafe in such a house as 
Cosby Lodge." 

The archdeacon did not know how to explain. He had 
intended that the real explanation should be given hj 
Mrs. Grantly, and had been anxious to return to his old 
relations with his son without any exact terms on his own 
part. But his son was, as he thought, awkward, and wodd 
drive him to some speech that was unnecessary. " You need 
not be unsafe there at all," he said, half angrily. 

** I must be unsafe if I am not sure of my income." 

** Your income is not in any danger. But you had better 
speak to your mother about it. For myself, I think I may saj 
that I have never yet behaved to imy of you with harshness. 
A son should, at any rate, not be offended because a &ther 
thinks that he is entitled to some consideration for what he 
does." 

" There are some points on which a son cannot give way 
even to his &ther, sir." 

** You had better speak to your mother, Henry. She will 
explain to you what has taken place. Look at that plantation. 
You don't remember it, but every tree there was planted since 
you were bom. I bought that farm £rom old Mr. Thome, 
when he was purchasing St. Ewold's Downs, and it was the 
first bit of land I ever had of my own." 
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<' Thai is not in Plnmstead, I think ? *' 

" No ; this is Pltunstead, where we stand, bnt that's in 
Eiderdown. The parishes run in and out here. I never bought 
any other land as cheap as I bought that." 

"And did old Thome make a good purchase at St. 
Ewold's?*' 

'' Yes, I fancy he did. It gave him the whole of the parish, 
which was a great thing. It is astonishing how land has risen in 
value since tiiat, and yet rents are not so very much higher. 
They who buy land now can't have abore two-and-a-half for 
their money." 

" I wonder people are so fond of land," said the major. 

** It is a comfortable feeling to know that you stand on 
your own ground. Land is about the only thing that can't fly 
away. And then, you see, land gives so much more than the 
rent. It gives position and influence and political power, to say 
nothing about the game. We'll go back now. I daresay your 
mother will be at home by this time." 

The archdeacon was striving to teach a great lesson to his 
BOQ when he thus spoke of the pleasure which a man feels 
when he stands upon his own ground. He was bidding his son 
to understand how great was the position of an heir to a landed 
property, and how small the position of a man depending on 
what Dr. Gra^tly himself would have called a scratch income 
—an income made up of a few odds and ends, a share or two 
in this company and a share or two in that, a slight venture in 
foreign stocks, a small mortgage, and such like convenient but 
luunfluential driblets. A man, no doubt, may live at Pau on 
drihlets : may pay his way and drink his bottle of cheap wine, 
and enjoy life after a fashion while reading Galignani B,nd 
looking at the mountains. But, — as it seemed to the 
archdeacon, — when there was a choice between this kind of 
^g, and fox-covers at Plumstead, and a seat among the 
ii^gistrates of Barsetshire, and an establishment full of 
horses, beeves, swine, carriages, and hayricks, a man brought 
up as his son had been brought up ought not to be very long 
ui choosing. It never entered into the archdeacon's mind that 
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he was tempting his son ; bnt Henry Grantly felt that he was 
having the good things of the world shown to him, and that he 
was being told that they should he his — ^for a* consideration. 

The major, in his present mood, looked at the matter from 
his own point of view, and determined that the consideration 
was too high. He was pledged not to give up Grace Crawley, 
and he would not yield on that point, though he might be 
tempted by all the fox-covers in Barsetshire. At this moment, 
he did not know how far his father was prepared to yield, or 
how far it was expected that he should yield himself. He was 
told that he had to speak to his mother. He would speak to 
his mother, but, in the meantime, he could not bring himself 
to make a comfortable answer to his father's eloquent praise of 
landed property. He could not allow himself to be enthnsiasbe 
on the matter till he knew what was expected of him if he 
chose to submit to be made a British squire. At present 
Galignani and the mountains had their charms for him* 
There was, therefore, but little conversation between the father 
and the son as they walked back to the rectory. 

Late that night the msgor heard the whole story from his 
mother. Gradually, and as though unintentionally, Mrs. G-rantiy 
told him all she knew of the archdeacon's visit to Framley. 
Mrs. Grantly was quite as anxious as was her husband to 
her son at home, and therefore she omitted in her stoiy 
little sneers against Grace which she herself had been tempted to 
make by the archdeacon's fervour in the girl's favour. ^ 
major said as little as was possible while he was being told of 
his father's adventure, and expressed neither anger nor satis- 
faction till he had been made thoroughly to understand that 
Grace had pledged herself not to marry him as long as anf 
suspicion should rest upon her father's name. 

" Your father is quite satisfied with her," said Mrs. Grantly. 
" He thinks that she is behaving very well." 

^* My father had no right to exact such a pledge." 

'* But she made it of her own accord. She was the first to 
speak about Mr. Crawley's supposed guilt. Your father never 
mentioned it." 
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*' He must have led to it ; and I think he had no right to 
do so. He had no right to go to her at all.'* 

"Now don't be foolish, -Henry." 

" I don't see that I am foolish." 

" Yes, joa are. A man is foolish if he won't take what 
he wants withont asking exactly how he is to come by it. 
That your father should be anxious is the most natural thing 
in the world. You know how high he has always held his own 
head, and how much he thinks about the characters and 
position of clergymen. It is not surprising that he should 
dislike the idea of such a marriage." 

" Grace Crawley would disgrace no family," said the lover. 

" That's aU very well for you to say, and I'll take your 
word that it is so ; — that is as far as the young lady goes 
herself. And there's your father almost as much in love with 
her as you are. I don't know what you would have ? " 

" I would be left alone." 

" But what harm has been done you ? From what you 
yonrself have told me, I know that Miss Crawley has said the 
same thing to you that she has said to your father. You can't 
but admire her for the feeling." 

" I admire her for everything." 

"Very well. We don't say anything against that." 

"And I don't mean to give her up." 

" Very well again. Let us hope that Mr. Crawley will be 
acquitted, and then all will be right. Your father never goes 
baek from his promise. He is always better than his word. 
You'll find that if Mr. Crawley is acquitted, or if he escapes in 
any way, your father will only be happy of an excuse to make 
mach of the young lady. You should not be hard on him, 
Henry. Don't you see that it is his one great desire to keep 
you near to him ? The sight of those odious bills nearly broke 
his heart." 

" Then why did he threaten me ? " 

" Henry, you are obstinate." 

" I am not obstinate, mother." 

** Yes, you are. You remember nothing, and you forget 
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nothing. Yon expect everything to be made smooth for yon, 
and will do nothing towards making iMngs smooth for anybody 
else. Yon onght to promise to give np the sale. If the worst 
came to the worst, yonr father wonld not let yon suffer in 
pocket for yielding to him in so much." 

*' If the worst comes to the worst, I wish to take notiiisg 
from my &ther.*' 

'' You won't pot off the sale, then ? " 

The son paused a moment before he answered his mother, 
thinking over all the circumstances of his positicm. "1 
cannot do so as long as I am subject to my father's threat/' 
lie said at last. '* What took place between my &ther and 
Miss Crawley can go for notUng with me. He has told me 
that his allowance to me is to be withdrawn. Let him tell me 
that he has reconsidered the matter." 

*' But he has not withdrawn it. The last quarter Was paid 
to your account only the other day. He does not mean to 
withdraw it." 

** Let him tell me so ; let him tell me that my power of 
living at Cosby Lodge does not depend on my marriage,*— that 
my income will be continued to me whether I marry or no, and 
I'll arrange matters with the auctioneer to-morrow. You can't 
suppose that I should prefer to live in France." 

" Henry, you are too hard on your father." 

'' I think, mother, he has been too hard upon me." 

" It is you that are to blame now* I tell you plainly that 
that is my opinion. If evil comes of it, it will be yonr 
own fault." 

" K evU come of it I must bear it." 

^*A son ought to give np something to his father;— 
especially to a father so indulgent as yours." 

But it was of no nse. And Mrs. Grantly when she went 
to her bed could only lament in her own mind over what, in 
discussing the matter afterwards with her sister, she called 
the cross-grainedness of men. << They are as like each other 
as two peas," she said, '^ and though each of them wished to 
be generous, neither of them would condescend to be jnst." 
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Early on the following moming there was, no donbt, much 
said on the subject between the archdeacon and his wife before 
they met their son at breakfast ; but neither at break&st nor 
afterwards was there a word said between the father and son 
that had the slightest reference to the snbject in dispute 
between them. The archdeacon made no more speeches in 
&Tonr of land, nor did he revert to the foxes. He was yery 
ciyil to his son ; — too civil by half, as Mrs. Grantly continued 
to say to herself. And then the major drove himself away in 
his cart, going through Barchester, so that he might see his 
grandfather. When he wished his father good-by, the arch* 
deacon shook hands with him, and said someUimg about the 
chance of rain. Had he not better take the big umbrella ? 
The major thanked him courteously, and said that he did not 
think it would, rain. Then he was gone. *^ Upon his own 
head be it," said the archdeacon when his son's step was 
heard in the passage leading to the back-yard. Then Mrs. 
Grantly got up quietly and. followed her son. She found him 
settling himself ia his dog-cart, while the servant who was to 
accompany him was still at the horse's head. She went up 
close to him, and, standing by the wheel of the gig, whispered 
a word or two into his ear. ** If you love me, Henry, you 
^ postpone the sale. Do it for my sake." There came 
across his £ace a look of great pain, but he answered her not 
a word. 

The archdeacon was walking about the room striking one 
hand open with the other closed, clearly in a tumult of anger, 
when his wife returned to him. ''I have done all that I 
can,'* he said, — ''all that I can; more, indeed, than was 
becoming for me. Upon his own head be it. Upon hicr own 
head be it ! " 

<< What is it that you fear ? " she asked. 

'^ l^fear nothing. But if he chooses to sell his tilings at 
Cosby Lodge he must abide the consequences. They shall not 
be replaced with my money." 

'' What wiU it matter if he does seU them ? !' 

** Matter ! Do you think there is a single person in the 
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county who will not know that his doing so is a sign that be 
has quarrelled with me ? " 

'' But he has not qaarrelled with yon." 

'' I can tell yon then, that in that case I shall Haie 
quarrelled with him ! I have not heen a hard father, bat 
there are some things which a man cannot bear. Of course 
you will take his part." 

'* I am taking no part. I only want to see peace between 
you. 

"Peace! — ^yes; peace indeed. I am to yield in eveiy- 
thing. I am to be nobody. Look here ; — as sure as ever an 
auctioneer*s hammer is raised at Cosby Lodge, I will alter the 
settlement of the property. Every acre shall belong to Charles. 
There is my word for it." The poor woman had nothiag more 
to say ; — nothing more to say at that moment. She thongM 
that at the present conjuncture her husband was less in the 
wrong than her son, but she could not tell him so lest she 
should strengthen him in his wrath. 

Henry Grantly found his grandfather in bed, with Posy 
seated on the bed beside him. " My father told me that yon 
were not quite well, and I thought that I would look in," said 
the major. 

" Thank you, my dear ; — ^it is very good of you. There 
is not much the matter with me, but I am not quite so strong 
as I was once." And the old man smiled as he held his 
grandson's hand. 

" And how is cousin Posy ? " said the major. 

"Posy is quite well; — isn't she, my darling?" said the 
old man. 

" Grandpa doesn't go to the cathedral now," said Posy; 
" so I come in to talk to him. Don't I, grandpa ? " 

" And to play cat's-cradle ; — only we have not had any 
cat's-cradle this morning, — ^have we. Posy ? " 

" Mrs. Baxter told me not to play this morning, because 
it's cold for grandpa to sit up in bed," said Posy. 

When the major had been there about twenty minutes he 
was preparing to take his leave, — ^but Mr. Harding, bidding 
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Posy to go oni of the room, told his grandson that he had a 
word to say to him. *«I don't like to interfere, Henry," 
he said, <' but I am a&aid that things are not quite smooth at 
Plumstead." 

** There is nothing wrong between me and my mother/' 
said the major. 

" God forbid that there should be ; but, my dear boy, 
don't let there be anything wrong between you and your 
father. He is a good man, and the time will come when you 
will be proud of his memory." 

" I am proud of him now." 

** Then be gentle with him, — and submit yourself. I am 
an old man now, — ^rery fast going away from all those I love 
here. But I am happy in leaving my children because they 
have ever been gentle to me and kind. If I am permitted to 
remember them whither I am going, my thoughts of them will 
all be pleasant. Should it not be much to them that they 
have made my death-bed happy ? " 

The major could not but tell himself that Mr. Harding had 
been a man easy to please, easy to satisfy, and, in that respect, 
Tery different from his father. But of course he said nothing 
of this. ** I will do my best," he replied. 

" Do, my boy. Honour thy father, — ^that thy days may be 
long in the land." 

It seemed to the major as he drove away from Barchester 
that everybody was against him ; and yet he was sure that he 
himself was right. He could not give up Grace Crawley ; and 
uiless he were to do so he could not live at Cosby Lodge. 



CHAPTEE XVI. 

^ LADY PRESENTS HER COMPLIMENTS TO MISS L. D. 

One morning, while Lily Dale was staying with Mrs. Thome 
in London, there was brought up to her room, as she was 
dressing for dinner, a letter which the postman had just left 
for her. The address was written with a feminine hand, and 
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Lily was at once aware that she did not know the wiiting. 
The angles were very .acute, and the 'lines were y&cj straight) 
and the vowels looked to be cmel and fidse, with, their diarp 
points and their open eyes. Lily at once knew thai it was the 
performance of a woman who had beeo. taught to write at 
school, and not at home, and she became prejudiced against 
the writer before she opened the lettet. 'When she had opened 
the letter and read it, her feelings toiwards the writer were not 
of a kindly nature. It was as follows ir*— 

** A lady presents her complim^ts to Miss L. D;, and 
earnestly implores Miss L. D. to give her an answer to- the 
following question. Is Miss L. D. engaged to many Mr. J; E.? 
The lady in question pledges herself aoittointedere with Miss 
L. D. in any way, should the answer be in: tihd affinnatiTe. 
The lady earnestly requests that a r^y to tibas: question may 
be sent to M. D., Post-office, 465 Edgeware SmA* In order 
that L. D. may not doubt that M. P. has an iniarest in J«£-) 
M. D. encloses the last note she reeiBiveA&om him^ before he 
started fpr the Continent.'' Then thdrer ^as )af s<9rap». which 
Lily well knew to be in the handwriting of John ilBameSyiiQd 
the serap was as follows : — *' Dearest M.4rPanetuftUy at 8;80. 
Ever and always your unalterable J, E." JJily, as- she read 
this, did not comprehend tiiat John's note to.M. IX had been 
in itself a joke. ; c: . ' 

Lily Dale had heard of anonymous letters hefore, hot had 
never received one, or even seen one. (Now that sJie hadone 
in her hand, it seemed to her that there could be nothing more 
abominable than the writing of such a> letter, r She let it drop 
from her, as though the receiving, and opening, and reading it 
had been a stain to her. As it lay on the ground at her feet, 
she trod upon it. Of what sort could a woman be who would 
write such a letter as that ? Answer it ! Of course she would 
not answer it. It never occurred to her for a moment that it 
could become her to answer it. Had .ahe been at home or 
with her mother, she would have called her mother to her, and 
Mrs. Dale would have taken it from the gr^ondi and have 
read it» and then destroyed it. As it.was, she must pick it np 
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berself. She did so, and declared to herself that there should 
be an end to it. It might be right that somebody should see 
it, andiherefore she would show.it to Eudly Dunstable. After 
thai it j^uynld be destroyed. 

Ofeomrse the letter could have no effect upon her. So 
she told herself. But it did haye a yery strong effect, and 
probably the exact effect which the writer had intended that it 
sbonld haye. J. E. was, of course, John Eames. There was 
no doubt about that. What a fool the writer must haye been 
to talk of L. D. in the letter, when the outside coyer was 
plainly addressed. to Miss Lilian: Dale! But there are some 
peqple for whom the pretended mystery of initial letters has a 
cbann, and wlio loye the darkness of anonymous letters. As 
Lily thought. of this, she stamped on the letter again. Who 
was the M. D. to whom she was required to send an answer — 
with whom John Eames corresponded in the most affectionate 
terms ? Bhe had resolyed that she would not eyen ask herself 
a question aboiit M. D., and yet she could not diyert her mind 
bom the inquiry. It^was, at any rate, a fact that there must 
be some woman designated by the letters, — some woman who 
bad, at any rate, chosen to call herself M. D. And John 
Eames had called her M. . There must, at any rate, be such a 
woman; This female, be she who she might, had thought it 
worth her while to tiiake this inquiry about John Eames, and 
bad manifestly learned something of Lily's own history. And 
ibe. woman had pledged herself not to interfere with John 
Sames, if L. D. would only condescend to say that she was 
engaged to him 1 ' As Lily thought of the proposition, she trod 
npon the letter for the third time. Then she picked it up, and 
having no place of custody under lock and key ready to her 
band, she put it in her pocket. 

At night, before she went to bed, she showed the letter to 
Emily Dunstable. '* Is it not surprising that any woman could 
bring herself to write such a letter 7" said Lily. 

But Miss Dunstable hardly saw it in the same light. << If 
^ybody were to write me such a letter about Bernard,'' said 
she, ** I should show it to him as a good joke." 
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" That would be Tery different. You and Beniard, of 
course, understand eaeh other." 

** And 80 will jon and Mr. Eames — some day, I hope.** 

** Neyer more than we do now, dear. The thing thai 
annoys me is that such a woman as that should have even heard 
my name at all.*' 

« As bng as people have got ears and tongues, people will 
hear other people's names." 

Lily paused a moment, and then spoke again, askiog 
another question. ** I suppose this woman does know him? 
She must know him, because he has written to her." 

** She knows something about him, no doubt, and has 
some reason for wishing that you should quarrel with him. If 
I were you, I should take care not to gratify her. As &r 
Mr. Eames's note, it is a joke." 

'< It is nothing to me," said Lily. 

"I suppose," continued Emily, "that most geniiemeB 
become acquainted with some people that they would not wish 
aU their friends to know that they knew. They go aboat so 
much more than we do, and meet people of all sorts." 

** No gentleman should become intimately acquainted w& 
a woman who could write such a letter as that," said Lily* 
And, as she spoke, she remembered a certain episode in John 
Eames's early life, which had reached her from a source which 
she had not doubted, and which had given her pain and offended 
her. She had believed that John Eames had in that esse 
behaved cruelly to a young woman, and had thought thai her 
offence had come simply from that feeling. <' But of course it 
is nothing to me," she said. '' Mr. Eames can choose his 
friends as he likes. I only wish that my name might not bo 
mentioned to them." 

<* It is not from him that she has heard it." 

'' Perhaps not. As I said before, of course it does not 
signify; only there is something very disagreeable in the whole 
thing. The idea is so hateful ! Of course this woman means 
me to understand that she considers herself to have a chum 
upon Mr. Eames, and that I stand in her way." 
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^' And why should you not stand in her way ? " 
'* I vnU stand in nohody*s way. Mr. Eames has a right to 
give his hand to any one that he pleases. I, at any rate, can 
haye no cause of ofifence against him. The only thing is that 
I«do wish that my name could be left alone." Lily, when she 
was in her own room again, did destroy the letter ; but before 
she did so she read it again, and it became so indelibly 
impressed on her memoiy that she could not forget even the 
words of it. The lady who wrote had pledged herself under 
certain conditions, '< not to interfere with Miss L. D." 
"Interfere with me!" Lily said to herself; '* nobody can 
interfere with me ; nobody has power to do so." As she 
turned it over in her mind, her heart became hard against 
John Eames. No woman would have troubled herself to write 
such a letter without some cause for the writing. That 
the writer was vulgar, false, and unfeminine, Lily thought that 
she could perceive from the letter itself; but no doubt the 
woman knew John Eames had some interest in the question of 
his marriage, and was entitled to some answer to her 
question ; — only was not entitled to such answer from Lily 
Dale. 

For some weeks past now, up to the hour at which this 
anonymous letter had reached her hands, Lily's heart had been 
growing soft and still softer towards John Eames ; and now 
Again it had become hardened. I think that the appearance of 
Adolphus Crosbie in the park, that momentary vision of the 
real man by which the divinity of the imaginary Apollo had 
heen dashed to the ground, had done a service to the cause of 
the other lover ; of the lover who had never been a god, but 
who of late years had, at any rate, grown into the full 
dimensions of a man. Unfortunately for the latter, he had 
commenced his love-making when he was but little more than 
a boy. Lily, as she had thought of the two together, in 
the days of her solitude, after she had been deserted by 
Crosbie, had]ever pictured to herself the lover whom she had pre- 
ferred as having something god-like in his favour, as being far 
the superior in wit, in manner, in acquireoient, and in personal 
II. 13 
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advantage. There had been good-natnre, and trae hearty Iotg 
on the side of the other man ; bnt circmnstanees had seemed 
to show that his good-natore was equal to all, and that he was 
able to share even his hearty love among two or three. A man 
of such a character, known by a girl £pom his boyhood as Jolm 
Eames had been known by Lily Dale, was likely .to find more 
fsLYonr as a friend than as a lover. So it had been between John 
Eames and Lily. While the nntrae memoiy of what Crosbie 
was, or ever had been, was present to her, she could hardly bring 
herself to accept in her mind the idea of a lover who was less 
noble in his manhood than the false picture which that mitrae 
memory was ever painting for her. Then h'ad come before her 
eyes the actual man ; and though he had been seen but for s 
moment, the false image had been brokian into shivers. lilj 
had discovered that she had been deceived, and that her 
forgiveness had been asked, not by a god, btit by an ordinary 
human being. As regarded the ungodlike man himself, this 
could make no difference. Having thought upon the matter 
deeply, she had resolved that she would not marry Mr. Crosbie, 
and had pledged herself to that effect to friends who never 
could have brought themselves to feel affection for him, even 
had she married him. But the shatteiring of the &lse image 
might have done John Eames a good turn. Lily knew that 
she had at any mte full permission from all her friends to 
throw in her lot with his, — if she could persuade herself to do 
so. Mother, uncle, sister, brother-in-law, cousin, — ^and now 
this new cousin's bride that was to be, — ^together with Lady 
Julia and a whole crowd of Allington and Guestwick friends, 
were in favour of such a marriage. There had been nothing 
against it but the fact that the other man had been dearer to 
her ; and that other fact that poor Johnny lacked something, 
— soinething of earnestness, something of manliness, something 
of that Phcebus divinity with which Crosbie had contrived to 
invest his own image. But, as I have said above, John had 
gradually grown, if not into divinity, at least into manliness ; 
and the shattering of the false image had done him yeomaa*8 
service. Now had come this accursed letter, and Lily^ 
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despite herself, despite her better judgment, eotild not sweep it 
away from her mind and make the letter as nothing to her. 
M. D. had promised not to interfere with her I There was no 
room for such interference, no possibility that snch interference 
shoold take place. She hoped earnestly, — so she told herself, 
—that her old friend John Eames might have nothing to do 
with a woman so impudent and vulgar as must be this M. D. ; 
but except as regarded old friendship, M. D. and John Eames, 
apart or together, could be as nothing to her. Therefore, I say 
that the letter had had the effect whicii the writer of it had 
desired. 

All London was new to lily Dale, and Mrs. Thome was 
very anxious to show her everything that could be seen. She 
was to return to Allington before the flowers of May would 
have come, and the crowd and the glare and the fashion and 
the art of iJie Academy's great exhibition must therefore 
remain unknown to her; but she was taken to see many 
pictures, and among others she was taken to see the pictures 
belonging to a certain nobleman who, with that munificence 
which is so amply enjoyed and so little recognized in England, 
keeps open house for the world to see the treasures which the 
wealth of his family has collected. The necessary order was 
procured, and on a certain brilliant April afternoon Mrs. Thome 
and her party found themselves in this nobleman's drawing- 
room. Lily was with her, of course, and Emily Dunstable 
was there, and Bemard Dale, and Mrs^ Thome's dear friend 
^Irs. Harold Smith, and Mrs. Thome's constant and useful 
attendant, Siph Dunn. They had nearly completed their 
delightful but wearying task of gazing at pictures, and Mrs» 
Harold Smith had declared that she wduld not look at another 
painting till the exhibition was open ; three of the ladies were 
seated in the drawing-room, and Siph Dunn was standing 
before them, lecturing about art as though he had been 
brought up on the ancient masters ; Emily and Bemard were 
lingering behind, and the others were simply delaying their 
departure till the tmant lovers should have caught them. At 
this moment two gentlemen entered the room from the 
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gaJleiy, and the two gentlemen were Fowler Pratt and 
Adolphus Crosbie. 

All the party except Mrs. Thome knew Crosbie personally, 
and all of them except Mrs. Harold Smith knew something of 
the story of what had occurred between Crosbie and Lily. 
Siph Dunn had learned it all since the meeting in the Park, 
haying nearly learned it all from what he had seen there with 
his eyes. Bnt Mrs. Thome, who knew Lily*s story, did not 
know Crosbie*s appearance. Bnt there was his friend Fowler 
Pratt, who, as will be remembered, had dined with her bnt 
the other day; and she, with that outspoken and somewhat 
loud impulse which was natural to her, addressed him at once 
Across the room, calling him by name. Had she not done so, 
the two men might probably have escaped through the room, 
in which case they would have met Bemard Dale and Emily 
Dunstable in the doorway. Fowler Pratt would have endea- 
youred so to escape, and to carry Crosbie with him, as he 
was quite aliye to the expedience of saying Lily from snch a 
meeting. But, as things tumed out, escape from Mrs. Thome 
was impossible. 

" There's Fowler Pratt," she had said when they first 
entered, quite loud enough for Fowler Pratt to hear her. 
•" Mr. Pratt, come here. How d'ye do ? You dined with me 
last Tuesday, and you'ye never been to call." 

** I never recognize that obligation till after the middle of 
May," said Mr. Pratt, shaking hands with Mrs. Thome and 
Mrs. Smith, and bowing to Miss Dale. 

** I don't see the justice of that at all," said Mrs. Thome. 
** It seems to me that a good dinner is as much entitled to a 
morsel of pasteboard in April as at any other time. Yoa 
won't have another till you have called, — ^unless yoa're 
specially wanted." 

Crosbie would have gone on, but that in his attempt to do 
so he passed close by the chair on which Mrs. Harold Smith 
was sitting, and that he was accosted by her. ** Mr. Crosbie," 
she said, ** I haven't seen you for an age. Has it come to pass 
that you have buried yourself entirely ? " He did not knov 
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how to extricate himself so as to move on at once. He paused, 
and hesitated, and then stopped, and made an attempt to talk 
to Mrs. Smith as though he were at his ease. The attempt 
was anything but successful ; but having once stopped, he did 
not know how to put himself in motion again, so that he might 
escape. At this moment Bernard Dale and Emily Dunstable 
came up and joined the group ; but neither of them had 
discovered who Crosbie was till they were close upon him. 

Lily was seated between Mrs. Thome and Mrs. Smith, and 
Siph Dunn had been standing immediately opposite to them. 
Fowler Pratt, who had been drawn into the circle against his 
will, was now standing close to Dunn, almost between him and 
Lily, — ^and Crosbie was standing within two yards of Lily, on 
the other side of Dunn. Emily and Bernard had gone behind 
Pratt and Crosbie to Mrs. Thome^s side before they had 
recognized the two men; — and in this way Lily was com- 
pletely surrounded. Mrs. Thome, who, in spite of her eager, 
impetuous ways, was as thoughtful of others as any woman 
could be, as soon as she heard Crosbie's name understood it 
all, and knew that it would be well that she should withdraw 
Lily from her plight. Crosbie, in his attempt to talk to 
Mrs. Smithy had smiled and simpered, — and had then felt 
that to smile and simper before Lily Dale, with a pretended 
indifference to her presence, was false on his part, and would 
seem to be mean. He would have avoided Lily for both their 
Bakes, had it been possible ; but it was no longer possible, and 
he could not keep his eyes from her face. Hardly knowing 
^hat he did, he bowed to her, lifted his hat, and uttered some 
word of greeting. 

Lily, from the moment that she had perceived his presence, 
had looked straight before her, with something almost of fierce- 
ness in her eyes. Both Pratt and Siph Dunn had observed 
her narrowly. It had seemed as though Crosbie had been 
altogether outside the ken of her eyes, or the notice of her 
ears, and yet she had seen every motion of his body, and had 
heard every word which had fallen from his lips. Now, when 
he saluted her, she tumed her face full upon him^ and bowed 
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to him. Then shd rose from her seat, and made her iray, 
hetween Siph Dunn and Pratt, out of the circle. The blood 
had mounted to her face and suffused it all, and her whole 
manner was such that it could escape the ohservation of none 
who stood there. Even Mrs. Harold Smith had seen it, and 
had read the story. As soon as she was on her feet, Bernard 
had dropped Emily's hand> and offered his arm to his coasin. 
** Lily," he had said out loud, ** you had better let me take 
you away. It is a misfortune that you have been subjected to 
the insult of such a greeting." . Bernard and Orosbie had been 
early friends, and Bernard had been the unfortunate means of 
bringing Crosbie and Lily together. Up to this day, Bernard 
had never had his revenge for the ill-treatment whicb his 
cousin had received. Some morsel of that revenge came ia 
him now. Lily almost hiated her cousin for what he said ; bat 
she took his arm, and walked with him from the room. It 
must be acknowledged, in excuse fbr Bernard Dale, and as an 
apology for the apparenl; indiscretion of his words, that all the 
circumstances of the meeting had become apparent to eveij 
one there. The misfortune of the encounter had become too 
plain to admit of its being hidden under any of the ordinary 
veils of society. Crosbie's salutation had been made before 
the eyes of them all, and in the midst of absolute silence, and 
Lily had risen with so queen-like a demeanour, and had moved 
with so stately a step, that it was impossible that any one con- 
cerned should pretend to ignore the facts of the scene that had 
occurred. Crosbie was still standing close to Mrs. Harold 
Smith, Mrs. Thorne had risen from her seat, and the vords 
which Bernard Dale had uttered were still sounding in the 
ears of them all. '^ Shall I see after the carriage ? " said Siph 
Dunn. ** Do," said Mrs. Thome ; ** or, stay a moment; the 
carriage will of course be there, and we will go together. 
Good-morning, Mr. Pratt. I expect that, at any rate, you viU 
send me your card by post." Then they all passed on, and 
Crosbie and Fowler Pratt were left among the pictures. 

** I think you will agree with me now that you had better 
give her up," said Fowler Pratt. 
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''I w^l.neTeF give her np/' said Crosbie, *' till I shall hear 
that sh^ has i^arj^ied some one else." 

", You may take my word for it, that she will never marry 
you after what has jnst now occurred." 

** Very likely not ; but still the attempt, even the idea of 
the attempt, will be a comfort to me. I shall be endeavouring 
to do that which I ought to have done.'' 

<< What you have got to think of, I should suppose, is her 
comfort, — ^not your own." 

Crosbie stood for a while silent, looking at a portrait which 
was hung just within the doorway of a smaller room into which 
they had passed, as though his attention were entirely riveted 
by the picture. But he lyas thinking of the picture not at all, 
and did not even know what kind of painting was on the canvas 
before him. 

** P^att," he said at last, '* you are always hard to me." 

'^I will say nothing more to you on the subject, if you wish 
me to be silent." 

'^ I do wish you to be silent about that." 

" That shall be enough," said Pratt. 

" You do not quite understand me. You do not know how 
thoroughly I have repented of the evil that I have done, or 
how far I would go to make retribution, if retribution were 
possible I " " 

Fowler Pratt, having been told to hold his tongue as 
regarded that subject, made no reply to this, and began to talk 
about the pictures. 

Lily, leaning on her cousin's arm, was out in the courtyard 
in front of the house before Mrs. Thome or Siph Dunn. It 
^as but for a minute, but still there was a minute in which 
Bernard felt that he ought to say a word to her. 

"I hope you are not angry with me, Lily, for having 
spoken." 

" I wish, of course, that you had not spoken ; but I am 
not angry. I have no right to be angry. I made the mis- 
fortune for myself. Do not say anything more about it, dear 
Bernard;— that iti all." 
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They had walked to the picture-gallery; but, by agree- 
menty two carriages had come to take them away, — ^Mrs. 
Thome's and Mrs. Harold Smith's. Mrs. Thome easily 
managed to send Emily Dunstable and Bernard away with 
her friend, and to tell Siph Dnnn that he mnst manage for 
himself. In this way it was contrived that no one but 
Mrs. Tbome should be with Lily Dale. 

** My dear/' said Mrs. Thome, ^* it seemed to me that 
you were a little put out, and so I thought it best to send them 
all away." 

** It was very kind." 

** He ought to have passed on and not to have stood an 
instant when he saw you," said Mrs. Thome, with indignation. 
" There are moments when it is a man's duty simply to vanish, 
to melt into the air, or to sink into the ground, — ^in which he 
is bound to overcome the difficulties of such sudden self- 
removal, or must ever after be accounted poor and mean." 

** I did not want him to vanish ; — ^if only he had not spoken 
to me." 

*' He should have vanished. A man is sometimes bonnd 
in honour to do so, even when he himself has done nothing 
wrong; — when the sin has been all with the woman. Her 
femininity has still a right to expect that so much shall be done 
in its behalf. But when the sin has been all his own, as ii 
was in this case, — and such damning sin, too, " 

** Pray do not go on, Mrs. Thome." 

*' He ought to go out and hang himself simply for having 
allowed himself to be seen. I thought Bemard behaved reiy 
well, and I shall tell him so." 

" I wish you could manage to forget it all, and say no word 
more about it." 

*' I won't trouble you with it, my dear ; I will promise yoo 
that. But, Lily, I can hardly understand you. This man who 
must have been and must ever be a brute, " 

** Mrs. Thome, you promised me this instant that yo^ 
would not talk of him." 

" After this I will not ; but you must let me have my way 
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now for one moment. I have so oflien longed to speak to yon, 
but have not done so from fear of offending you. Now the 
matter has come np by chance, and it was impossible that what 
has occnrred should pass by without a word. I cannot conceive 
why the memory of that bad man should be allowed to destroy 
your whole life." 

** My life is not destroyed. My life is anything bat 
destroyed. It is a very happy life." 

** Bat, my dear, if all that I hear is true, there is a most 
estimable yonng man, whom everybody likes, and particularly 
all your own family, and whom you like very much yourself ; 
and you will have nothing to say to him, though his constancy 
is like the constancy of an old Paladin, — and all because of 
this wretch who just now came in your way." 

" Mrs. Thome, it is impossible to explain it all." 

'^ I do not want you to explain it all. Of course I would 
not ask any young woman to marry a man whom she did not 
love. Such marriages are abominable to me. But I think 
that a young woman ought to get married if the thing fairly 
comes in her way, and if her friends approve, and if she is fond 
of the man who is fond of her. It may be that some memory 
of what has gone before is allowed to stand in your way, and 
that it should not be so allowed. It sometimes happens that 
a morbid sentiment will destroy a life. Excuse me, then, 
Lily, if I say too much to you in my hope that you may not 
Buffer after this fashion." 

" I know how kind you are, Mrs. Thome." 

*^ Here we are at home, and perhaps you would like to go 
m. I have some calls which I must make." Then the conver- 
sation was ended, and Lily was alone. 

As if she had not thought of it all before ! As if there was 
anything new in this counsel which Mrs. Thome had given 
her! She had received the same advice from her mother, 
from her sister, from her uncle, and from Lady Julia, till she 
was sick of it. How had it come to pass that matters which 
^th others are so private, should with her have become the 
public property of so large a circle ? Any other girl would 
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receive advice on sach a subject from her mother alone, and 
there the secret wonld rest. But her secret had been pub- 
lished, as it were, by the town-crier in the High Street I 
Everybody knew that she had been jilted by Adolphus Crosbie, 
and that it was intended that she should be consoled by John 
Eames. And people seemed to think that they had a nglit to 
rebuke her if she expressed an unwillingness to carry out this 
intention which the public had so kindly arranged for her. 

Morbid sentiment ! Why should she be accused of morbid 
sentiment because she was unable to transfer her affections to 
the man who had been fixed on as her future husband by the 
large circle of acquaintance who had interested themselves in 
her affairs ? There was nothing morbid in either her desires 
or her regrets. So she assured herself, with something veij 
like anger at the accusation made against her. She had been 
contented, and was contented, to live at home as her mother 
lived, asking for no excitement beyond that given by the daily 
routine of her duties. There could be nothing morbid in that. 
She would go back to Allington as soon as might be, and have 
done with this London life, which only made her wretched. 
This seeing of Crosbie had been terrible to her. She did not 
tell herself that his image had been shattered. Her idea was 
that all her misery had come from the untowardness of the 
meeting. But there was the fact that she had seen the man 
and heard his voice, and that the seeing him and hearing him 
had made her miserable. She certainly desired that it might 
never be her lot either to see him or to hear him again. 

And as for John Eames, — ^in those bitter moments of her 
refection she almost wished the same in regard to him. If b^ 
would only cease to be her lover, he might be very well; but 
he was not veiy well to her as long as his pretensions were 
dinned into her ear. by everybody who knew her. And then 
she told herself that John would have had a better chance if 
he had been content to plead for himself. In this, I thinl^< 
she was hard upon her lover. He had pleaded for himself ^ 
well as he knew how, and as often as the occasion had been 
given to him. It had hardly been his fault that his case 
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been taken in hand by other advocates. He had given no 
commission to Mrs. Thome to plead for him. 

Poor Johnny ! He had stood in much better favour before 
the lady had presented her compliments to Miss L. D. It was 
that odions letter, and the thoughts which it had forced upon 
Lily^s mind, which were now most inimical to his interests. 
Whether Lily loved him or not, she did not love him well 
enough not to be jealous of him. Had any such letter reached 
her respecting Crosbie in the happy days of her young love, she 
would simply have laughed at it. It would have been nothing 
to her. But now she was sore and unhappy, and any trifle 
was powerful enough to irritate her. ** Is Miss L. D. engaged 
to marry Mr. J. E ? " « No," said Lily, out loud. ** Lily 
Bale is not engaged to marry John Eames, and never will be 
so engaged." She was almost tempted to sit down and write 
the required answer to Miss M. D. Though the letter had 
been destroyed, she well remembered the number of the post- 
office in the Edgeware Bead. Poor John Eames ! 

That evening she told Emily Dunstable that she thought she 
would like to return to Allington before the day that had been 
appomted for her. <* But why," said Emily, ** should you be 
worse than your word ? " 

" I dare say it will seem silly, but the fact is I am home- 
sick. I'm not accustomed to be away from mamma for so 
long." 

" I hope it is not what occurred to-day at the picture- 
gallery." 

" I won't deny that it is that in part." 

*^ That was a strange accident, you know, that might never 
occur again." 

" It has occurred twice already, Emily." 

" I don't call the affair in the Park anything. Anybody 
^ay see anybody else in the Park, of course. He was not 
brought so near you that he could annoy you there. You 
owght certainly to wait till Mr. Eames has come back from 
Italy." 

Then Lily declared that she must and would go back to 
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AUington on the next MoAday, and she actually did wi« a 
letter to her mother that night to say that snch was her inten- 
tion. But on the morrow her heart was less sore, and the 
letter was not sent 



CHAPTER XVn. 

THE END OF JAEL AND SISERA. 

Thebe was to be one more sitting for the picture, as the 
reader will remember, and the day for that sitting had arrived. 
Conway Dalrymple had, in the meantime, called at Mrs. Yan 
Siever's house, hoping- that he might be able to see Clara, and 
make his offer to her there. But he had failed in his attempt 
to reach her. He had found it impossible to say all that he 
had to say in the painting-room, during the very short intenals 
which Mrs. Broughton left to him. A man should be allowed 
to be alone more than fifteen minutes with a young lady on 
the occasion in which he offers to her his hand and his heart ; 
but hitherto he had never had more than fifteen minntes at 
his command ; and then there had been the turban ! He had 
also, in the meantime, called on Mrs. Broughton, with the 
intention of explaining to her that, if she really intended i^ 
favour his views in respect to Miss Van Siever, she ought to 
give him a little more liberty for expressing himself. On this 
occasion he had seen his friend, but had not been able to go 
as minutely as he had wished into the matter that was so 
important to himself. Mrs. Broughton had found it necessary 
during this meeting to talk almost exclusively about herself 
and her own affairs. ** Conway," she had said, directly she 
saw him, ** I am so glad you have come. I think I should 
have gone mad if I had not seen some one who cares for me.' 
This was early in the morning, not much after eleven, and 
Mrs. Broughton, hearing first his knock at the door, and 
then his voice, had met him in the hall and taken him into 
the dining-room. 

" Is anything the matter ? *' he asked. 
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" Oh, Conway ! " 

" What is it ? Has anything gone wrong with Dobbs ? " 
" Everything has gone wrong with him. He is rained." 
" Heaven and earth ! What do yon mean ? '* 
" Simply what I say. Bat you must not speak a word of 
it. I do not know it from himself.*' 
" How do you know it ? " 

" Wait a moment. Sit down there, will you ? — and I 

will sit by you. No, Conway ; do not take my hand. It is 

not right. There ; — so. Yesterday Mrs. Van Siever was 

here. I need not tell you all that she said to me, even if I 

conld. She was very harsh and crael, saying all manner of 

things about Dobbs. How can I help it, if he drinks ? I 

have not encouraged him. And as for expensive living, I have 

been as ignorant as a child. I have never asked for anything. 

When we were married somebody told me how much we should 

have to spend. It was either two thousand, or three thousand, 

or four thousand, or something like that. You know, Conway, 

how ignorant I am about money ; — that I am like a child. Is 

it not trae ? " She waited for an answer, and Dalrymple was 

obliged to acknowledge that it was true. And yet he had 

known the times in which his dear friend had been veiy sharp 

in her memory with reference to a few pounds. ** And now 

she says that Dobbs owes her mone^ which he cannot pay 

her, and that everything must be sold. She says that 

Hnsselboro must have the business, and that Dobbs must 

shift for himself elsewhere." 

** Do you believe that she has the power to decide that 
things shall go this way or that, — as she pleases ? " 

** How am I to know ? She says so, and she says it is 
because he drinks. He does drink. That at least is true ; 
bat how can I help it ? Oh, Conway, what am I to do ? 
l^obbs did not come home at all last night, but sent for his 
things, — saying that he must stay in the City. What am I 
to do if they come and take the house, and sell the furniture, 
and turn me out into the street ? " Then the poor creature 
hegan to cry in earnest, and Dalrymple had to console her as 
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best he might. " How I wish I had known yon first/* she 
said. To this Dalrymple was able to make no direct answer. 
He was wise enongh to know that a direct answer nnghi 
possibly lead him into terrible trouble. He was by no m^ans 
anxions to find himself ** protecting " Mrs. Dobbs Bronghton 
firom the rain which her husband had brought npon her. 

Before he left her she had told him a long story, partly of 
matters of which he had known something before, and partly 
made np of that which she had heard from the old woman. 
It was settled, Mrs. Bronghton said, that Mr. Musselboro was 
to marry Clara Van Siever. But it appeared, as &r as 
Dalrymple could leam, that this was a settlement made simply 
between Mrs. Van Siever and Musselboro. Clara, as he 
thought, was not a girl likely to fall into such a settlement 
without haying an opinion of her own. Musselboro was to 
have the business, and Dobbs Broughton was to be "sold 
up," and then look for employment in the City. From her 
husband the wife had not heard a word on this matter, 
and the above story was simply what had been told to 
Mrs. Broughton by Mrs. Van Siever. " For myself it 
seems that there can be but one fate," said Mrs. Broughton. 
Dalrymple, in his tenderest voice, asked what that one fate 
must be. "Never mind," said Mrs. Broughton. "There 
are some things which one cannot tell even to such a friend 
as you." He was sitting near her and had all but got his aim 
behind her waist. He was, however, able to be pradeni 
" Maria," he said, getting up on his feet, " if it should really 
come about that you should want anything, you will send to 
me. You will promise me that, at any rate ? " She rubbed 
a tear from her eye and said that she did not know. " There 
are moments in which a man must speak plainly," said Conway 
Dalrymple ; — " in which it would be unmanly not to do so, 
however prosaic it may seem. I need hardly tell you that my 
purse shall be yours if you want it." But just at that moment 
she did no.t want his purse, nor must it be supposed that she 
wanted to run away with him and to leave her husband to fight 
the battle alone with Mrs. Van Siever. The truth was thai 
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she did not know what she wanted, over and beyond an 
assurance from Conway Dalrymple that she was the most 
ill-used, the most interesting, and the most beautifdl woman 
ever heard of, either in history or romance. Had he pro- 
posed to her to pack np a handle and go off with him in a 
cab to the London, Chatham, and Dover railway station, 
en rente for Boalogne, I do not for a moment think that she 
would have packed np her bundle. She would have received 
intense gratification from the offer, — so much so that she 
would have been almost consoled for her husband^s ruin ; 
but she wonld have scolded her lover, and would have 
explained to him the great iniquity of which he was guilty. 

It was clear to him that at this present time he could not 
make any £^ecial terms with her as to Clara Van Siever. At 
such a moment as ihis he could hardly ask her to keep out of 
the way, in order that he might have his opportunity. But 
when he suggested that probably it might be better, in the 
present emergency, to give up the idea of any further sitting 
in her room, and proposed to send for his canvas, colour-box, 
and easel, she told him that, as far as she was concerned, he 
was welcome to have that one other sitting for which they had 
all bargained. *^ You had better come to-morrow, as we had 
agreed," she said ; ** and unless I shall have been turned out 
into the street by the creditors, you may have the room as you 
did before. And you must remember, Conway, that though 
Mrs. Van says that Musselboro is to have Clara, it doesn't 
follow that Clara should give way." When we consider every- 
thing, we mast acknowledge that this was, at -any rate, good- 
natured. Then there was a tender parting, with many tears, 
and Conway Dalrymple escaped from the house. 

He did not for a moment doubt the truth of the storjr which 
Mrs. Broughton had told, as far, at least, as it referred to the 
^nan of Dobbs Broughton. He had heard something of this 
before, and for some weeks had expected that a crash was 
coming. Broughton's rise had been very sudden, and Dal- 
rymple had' never regarded his friend as firmly placed in the 
commercial world, Dobbs was one of those men who seem 
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bom to surprise the world by a spurt of prosperity, and miglit, 
perhaps, have had a second spnrt, or even a third, could he 
have kept himself from drinking in the morning. Bat Dal- 
rymple, though he was hardly astonished by the story, as it 
regarded Broughton, was put out by that part of it which had 
reference to Musselboro. He had known that Musselboro had 
been introduced to Broughton by Mrs. Van Siever ; but, never- 
theless, he had regarded the man as being no more than 
Broughton's clerk. And now he was told that Musselboro was 
to marry Clara Van Siever, and have all Mrs. Van Siever's 
money. He resolved, at last, that he would run his risk about 
the money, and take Clara either with or without it, if she 
would have him. And as for that difficulty in asking her, if 
Mrs. Broughton would give him no opportunity of putting the 
question behind her back, he would put it before her £Etce. He 
had not much leisure for consideration on these points, as the 
next day was the day for the last sitting. 

On the following morning he found Miss Van Siever abreadj 
seated in Mrs. Broughton's room when he reached it. And at 
the moment Mrs. Broughton was not there. As he took Clara's 
hand, he could not prevent himself from asking her whether 
she had heard anything ? ** Heard what ? " said Cbira. 
** Then you have not," said he. ** Never mind now, as Mrs. 
Broughton is here." Then Mrs. Broughton had entered the 
room. She seemed to be quite cheerful, but Daliymple per- 
fectly understood, from a special glance which she gave to him, 
that he was to perceive that her cheerfulness was assumed for 
Clara's benefit. Mrs. Broughton was showing how great a 
heroine she could be on behalf of her friends. " Now, my 
dear," she said, ** do remember that this is the last daj. It 
may be all very well, Conway, and, of course, you know best; 
but, as far as I can see, you have not made half as much pro- 
gress as you ought to have done." '* We shall do excellently 
well," said Dalrymple. "So much the. better," said Mrs. 
Broughton ; " and now, Clara, I'll place you." And so CLira 
was placed on her knees, with the turban on her head. 

Dalrymple began his work assiduously, knowing that 
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Mrs. Broughton would not leave the room for some minates. 
It was certain that she wonld remain for a quarter of an hour, 
and it might be as well that he should really use that time on 
his picture. The peculiar position in which he was placed 
probably made his work difficult to him. There was some- 
thing perplexing in the necessity which bound him to look upon 
the young lady before him both as Jael and as the future 
Mrs. Conway Dalrymple, knowing as he did that she was at 
present simply Clara Van Siever. A double personification 
was not difficult to him. He had encountered it with every 
model that had sat to him, and with every young lady he had 
attempted to win, — if he had ever made such an attempt 
with one before. But the triple character, joined to the neces- 
sity of the double work, was distressing to him. '* The hand 
a little further back, if you don't mind," he said, '' and the 
wrist more turned towards me. That is just it. Lean a little 
more over him. There — ^that will do exactly." If Mrs. Brough- 
ton did not go very quickly, he must begin to address his 
model on a totally different subject, even while she was in the 
act of slaying Sisera. 

" Have you made up your mind who is to be Sisera ? ** 
asked Mrs. Broughton. 

" I think I shall put in my own face," said Dalrymple ; ** if 
Miss Van Siever does not object." 

^'Not in the least," said Clara, speaking without moving 
her face — almost without moving her lips. 

" That will be excellent," said Mrs. Broughton. She was 
still quite cheerful, and really laughed as she spoke. ** Shall 
yon like the idea, Clara, of striking the nail right through his 
head ? " 

** Oh, yes ; as well his head as another's. I shall seem to 
be having my revenge for all the trouble he has given me." 

There was a slight pause, and then Dalrymple spoke. 
'' You have had that already, in striking me right through the 
heart." 

" What a very pretty speech ! Was it not, my dear ? " 
said Mrs. Broughton. And then Mrs. Broughton laughed. 
II. U 
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There was something slightly hysterical in her laugh \rliich 
grated on Dalrymple*s ears, — ^something which seemed to tell 
him that at the present moment his dear friend was not going 
to assist him honestly in his effort. 

** Only that I shonid pnt him oat, I wonld get ap and 
make a cnrtsey," said Clara. No yoong lady could ever talk 
of making a curtsey for sach a speech if she sapposed it to 
have heen made in earnestness. And Clara, no doubt, 
nndeistood that a man might make a hundred sneh speeches 
in the presence of a third person withoat any danger that they 
wonld be taken as meaning anything. All this DaliTinple 
knew, and began to think that he had better pnt doivn bis 
palette and brush, and do the work which he had before him 
in the most prosaic language that he could use. He could, at 
any rate, succeed in making Clara acknowledge his intention in 
this way. He waited still for a minute or two, and it seemed 
to him that Mrs. Broughton had no intention of piliiig her 
fagots on the present occasion. It might be that the remem- 
brance of her husband's ruin prevented her from sacrificing 
herself in the other direction also. 

<< I am not very good at pretty speeches, but I am good at 
telling the truth,'' said Dalrymple. 

<< Ha, ha, ha 1 " laughed Mrs. Broughton, still with a 
touch of hysterical action in her throat. '^ Upon my word, 
Conway, you know how to praise yourself." 

'* He dispraises himself most uimecessarily in denying the 
prettiness of his language," said Clara. As she spoke she 
hardly moved her lips, and Dalrymple went on painting from 
the model. It was clear that Miss Van Siever understood tbat 
the painting, and not the pretty speeches, was the important 
business on hand. 

Mrs. Broughton had now tucked her feet up on the soft, 
and was gazing at the artist as he stood at his work. 
Dalrymple, remembering how he had offered her his purse,— 
an offer which, in the existing crisis of her affairs, might mean 
a great deal, — felt that she was ill-natured. Had she intended 
to do him a good turn, she would have gone now ; but there 
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she lay, with her feet Imcked np, clearly purposing to be 
present through the whole of that morning's sitting. His anger 
against her added aomething to his spirit, and made him deter- 
mine that he would carry out his purpose. Suddenly, therefore, 
he prepared himself for action. 

He was in the habit of working with a Turkish cap on his 
head, and with a short apron tied round him. There was 
something picturesque about the cap, which might not have 
been incongruous with love-making. It is easy to suppose that 
Jnan wore a Turkish ci^ when he sat with Haidee in Lambro's 
island. But we may be quite sure that he did not wear an 
apron. Now Dalrymple had thought of all this, and had made 
op hi9 mind . to work to-day without his apron ; but when 
arranging his easel and his brushes, he had put it on from 
force of habit, and was now disgusted with himself as he 
remembered it. i He put down his brush, divested his thumb 
of his palette, then took off his cap, and £^er that untied the 
apron. 

" Conway, what are you going to do ? '' said Mrs. Broughton. 

" I am going to ask Clara Van Siever to be my wife," said 
Dalrymple. At that moment the door was opened, and Mrs. 
Yan Siever entered the room. 

Clara had not risen from her kneeling posture when 
Bahymple began to put off his trappings. She had not seen 
what he was doing as plainly as Mrs. Broughton had done, 
having her attention naturally drawn towards her Sisera ; and, 
besides this, she understood that she was to remain as she was 
placed till orders to move were given to her. Dalrymple would 
occasionally step aside from his easel to look at her in some 
altered light, and on such occasions she would simply hold her 
hammer somewhat more tightly than before. When, therefore, 
Mrs. Van Siever entered the room Clara was still slaying 
Sisera, in spite of the artisVs speech. The speech, indeed, 
and her mother both seemed to come to her at the same time. 
The old woman stood for a moment holding the open door in 
her hand. "You fool!" she said, "what are you doing 
there, dressed up in that way like a guy ? " Then Clara got 
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np from ber feet and stood before ber mother in JaeFs dress 
and JaeFs tnrban. Dalrymple thought that the dress and 
turban did not become ber badly. Mrs. Van Siever apparently 
thought otherwise. ''Will you have the goodness to teU 
me, miss, why you are dressed up after that Mad Bess of 
Bedlam fashion ? ** 

The reader will no doubt bear in mind that Clara had other 
words of which to think besides those which were addressed to 
ber by her mother. Dalrymple had asked her to be his wife in 
the plainest possible language, and she thought that the yeiy 
plainness of the language became him well. The very taking 
off of his apron, almost as he said the words, though to himself 
the action had been so distressing as almost to oyercome bis 
purpose, had in it something to her of direct simple deter- 
mination which pleased her. When he had spoken of lia^ing 
had a nail driven by her right through his heart, she had not 
been in the least gratified ; but the taking off of the apron, and 
the putting down of the palette, and the downright way in 
which he had called her Clara Van Siever, — attempting to be 
neither sentimental with Clara, nor polite with Miss Van 
Siever, — did please her. She had often said to herself tbit 
she would never give a plain answer to a man who did not ask 
her a plain question ; — ^to a man who, in asking this question, 
did not say plainly to her, " Clara Van Siever, will you become 
Mrs. Jones ? " — or Mrs. Smith, or Mrs. Tomkins, as the case 
might be. Now Conway Dalrymple had asked her to become 
Mrs. Dalrymple very much after this fashion. In spite of the 
apparition of her mother, all this had passed throagh ber 
mind. Not the less, however, was she obliged to ansver 
her mother, before she could give any reply to the other 
questioner. In the meantime Mrs. Dobbs Broughion bad 
untucked her feet. 

" Mamma," said Clara, " who ever expected to see yoa 
here ? " 

"I daresay nobody did," said Mrs. Van Siever; "brf 
here I am, nevertheless." 

** Madam," said Mrs. Dobbs Broughton, '< you might li 
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any rate have gone throngh Ihe ceremony of having yourself 
announced by the servant." 

*' Madam," said the old woman, attempting to mimic the 
tone of the other, " I thought that on such a very particular 
occasion as this I might he allowed to announce myself. You 
tomfool, you, why don't you take that turban off?" Then 
Clara, with slow and graceful motion, unwound the turban. 
If Dalrymple really meant what he had said, and would stick 
to it, Bhe need not mind being called a tomfool by her mother. 

''Conway, I am afraid that our last sitting is disturbed,'' 
said Mrs. Broughton, with a little laugh. 

" Conway's last sitting certainly is disturbed," said Mrs. 
Van Siever, and then she mimicked the laugh. '' And you'll 
all be disturbed, — I can tell you that. What an ass you must 
^ to go on with^ this kind of thing, after what I said to you 
yesterday! Do you know that he got beastly drunk in the 
City last night, and that he is drunk now, while you are going 
on with your tomfooleries ? " Upon hearing this, Mrs. Dobbs 
Broughton fainted into Dalrymple's arms. 

Hitherto the artist had not said a word, and had hardly 
blown what part it would best become him now to play. If he 
intended to marry Clara, — and he certainly did intend to 
Diany her if she would have him, — it might be as well not to 
qtiarrel with Mrs. Yan Siever. At any rate there was nothing 
ui Mrs. Van Siever's intrusion, disagreeable as it was, which 
need make him take up his sword to do battle with her. But 
^ow, as he held Mrs. Broughton in his arms, and as the horrid 
vords which the old woman had spoken rung in his ears, he 
«onld not refrain himself from uttering reproach. " You ought 
not to have told her in this way, before other people, even if it 
be true," said Conway. 

*' Leave me to be my own judge of what I ought to do, if 
yon please, sir. If she had any feeling at all, what I told her 
yesterday would have kept her "from all this. But some people 
nave no feeling, and will go on being tomfools though the 
bouse is on fire." As these words were spoken, Mrs. Broughton 
fainted more persistently than ever, — so that Dalrymple was 
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conyinced that whether she felt or not, at any rate she heard. 
He had now dragged her across the room, and laid her npon 
the sofa, and Clara had eome to her assistance. '' I daresay 
yon think me yery hard becanse I speak plainly, bnt there are 
things much harder than plain speaMng. How mnch do yon 
expect to be paid, sir, for this picture of my girl ? '* 

'' I do not expect to be paid for it at all," said Daliympie. 

" And who is it to belong to ? " 

" It belongs to me at present." 

" Then, sir, it mnsn't belong to yon any longer. It 'won't 
do for yon to have a pietore of my girl to hang np in your 
painting-room for all your Mends to come and make their 
jokes abont, nor yet to make a show of it in any of yoor 
exhibitions. My daughter has been a fool, and I can't help it. 
If yon'U tell me what's the cost, I'll pay you ; then Til have 
the picture home, and 1*11 treat it as it deserves." 

Dalrymple thought for a moment about his picture and 
about Mrs. Van Sieyer. What had he better do ? He wanted 
to behaye well, and he felt that the old woman had something 
of justice on her side. " Madam," he said, '< I will not sell 
this picture ; but it shall be destroyed, if you wish it." 

" I certainly do wish it, but I won't trust to you. If it's 
not sepit to my house at once you'll hear from me through mj 
lawyers." 

Then Dalrymple deliberately opened his penknife and slit 
the canyas across, through the middle of the picture each way. 
Clara, as she saw him do it, felt that in truth she loved him. 
** There, Mrs. Van Siever," he said ; ** now you can take the 
bits home with you in your basket if you wish it." At this 
moment, as the rent canvas fell and fluttered upon ihe 
stretcher, there came a loud voice of lamentation from the 
sofa, — a groan of despair and a shriek of wrath. " Very fine 
indeed," said Mrs. Van Siever. ** When ladies faint they 
always ought to have their eyes about them. I see that 
Mrs. Broughton understands that." 

" Take her away, Conway — ^for God's sake take her away/* 
said Mrs. Broughton. 
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'^ I shall iftke myself away very shortly/* said Mrs. Van 
Siever, " so you needn't trouble Mr. Conway about that. Not 
bat wha^, I thought ih^ gentleman's name was Mr. something 
else." . . . 

"My name is Conway Dalrymple," said the artist. 

" Then I suppose you must be her brother, or her cousin, 
or something of that sort ? '' said Mrs. Van Siever. 

'^ Take her away," screamed Mrs. Dobbs Broughton. 

" Wait a moment^ madam. As you've chopped up your 
handiwork. thece/'Mr. Conway Dalrymple, and as I suppose my 
daughter has been more to blame than anybody else ■ ' '* 

" ShQ has not bieen .to blame at all," said Dalrymple. 

" That's my affair, and not yours," said Mrs. Van Siever, 
Tery sharply. ''But as you've been at all this trouble, and 
have now. chopped, it up, I don't mind paying you for your 
time and paints;, only I .shall be glad to know how much it 
will come ta ? '! - 

" There will ba. nothing to pay, Mrs. Yan Siever." 

'' How long has he been at it, Clara ? " 

'' Mamma, indeed you had better not say anything about 
paying him." 

^* 1 shall say .whatever I. please, miss. Will ten pounds do 
it, sir ? " 

'' If yon choose to buy the picture, the price will be seven 
Imodred and fifty," said Dalrymple, with a smile, pointing to. 
the fragments. 

'' Seven hundred and fifty pounds ? " said the old woman. 

** Bni I strongly advise you not to make the purchase," 
said Dalrymple. 

** Seven hundred and fifty pounds ! I certainly shall not 
give you seven hundred and fifty pounds, sir." 

**I certainly think you could invest your money better,. 
Mrs. Yan Siever. But if the thing is to be sold at all, that is 
my price. I've thought that there was some justice in your 
demand that it should be destroyed, — and therefore I have 
destroyed it." 

Mrs. Yan Siever had been standing on the same spot ever 
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since she had entered the room, and now she turned round to 
leave the room. 

" If you have any demand .to make, I beg that yon will 
send in your account for work done to Mr. Musselboro. He 
is my man of business. Clara, are yon ready to come home? 
The cab is waiting at the door, — at sixpence the quarter of an 
hour, if you will be pleased to remember.'* 

** Mrs. Broughton,*' said Clara, thoughtful of her raiment, 
and remembering that it might not be well that she shonld 
return home, even in a cab, dressed as Jael ; " if you will allow 
me, I will go into your room for a minute or two." 

" Certainly, Clara," said Mrs. Broughton, preparing to 
accompany her. 

** But before you go, Mrs. Broughton," said Mrs. Van 
Siever, ** it may be as well that I should tell you that my 
daughter is going to become the wife of Mr. Musselboro. It may 
simplify matters that you should know this." And Mrs. Van 
Siever, as she spoke, looked hard at Conway Dalrymple. 

'* Mamma ! " exclaimed Clara. 

** My dear," said Mrs. Van Siever, ** you had better change 
your dress, and come away with me." 

'< Not till I have protested against what yon have 



mamma." 



** You had better leave your protesting alone, I can tell 
you. 

** Mrs. Broughton," continued Clara, ** I must beg you to 
understand that mamma has not the slightest right in the world 
to tell you what she just now said about me. Nothing on 
earth would induce me to become the wife of Mr. Broughton s 
partner." 

There was something which made Clara unwilling eyen to 
name the man whom her mother had publicly proposed as her 
future husband. 

" He isn't Mr. Broughton's partner," said Mrs. Van Sieter. 
" Mr. Broughton has not got a partner. Mr. Musselboro i3 
the head of the firm. And as to your marrying him, of course 
I can't make you." 
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'^ No, mamma ; yon cannot.*' 

'' Mrs. Bronghton understands that, no doubt ; — and so, 
probably, does Mr. Dalrymple. I only tell them what are my 
ideas. If you choose to marry the sweep at the crossing, I 
can't help it. Only I don't see what good you would do the 
sweep, when he would have to sweep for himself and you too. 
At any rate, I suppose you mean to go home with me now ? " 
Then Mrs. Broughton and Clara left the room, and Mrs. Van 
Siever was left with Conway Dalrymple. " Mr. Dalrymple," 
said Mrs. Van Siever, ** do not deceive yourself. What I told 
yoa just now will certainly come to pass.'' 

''It seems to me that that must depend on the young 
lady," said Dalrymple. 

" I'll tell you what certainly will not depend on the young 
lady," said Mrs. Van Siever; ** and that is whether the man 
who marries her will have more with her than the clothes she 
stands up in. You will understand that argument, I suppose ? " 
'' I'm not quite sure that I do," said Dalrymple. 
" Then you'd better try to understand it. Good- morning, 
sir. I'm sorry you've had to slit your picture." Then she 
curtseyed low, and walked out on to the landing-place. 
" Clara," she cried, " I'm waiting for you — sixpence a quarter 
of an hour, — remember that." In a minute or two Clara came 
out to her, and then Mrs. Van Siever and Miss Van Siever 
took their departure. 

" Oh, Conway, what am I to do ? what am I to do ? " said 
Mrs. Dobbs Broughton. Dalrymple stood perplexed for a few 
^utes, and could not tell her what she was to do. She was 
in such a position that it was very hard to tell her what to do. 
*' Do you believe, Conway, that he is' really ruined ? " 
" What am I to say ? How am I to know ? " 
" I see that you believe it," said the wretched woman. 
" I cannot but believe that there is something of truth in 
^hat this woman says. Why else should she come here with 
such a story ? " Then there was a pause, during which Mrs. 
Broughton was burying her face on the arm of the sofa. '^ I'll 
tell you what I'll do," continued he. " I'll go into the City, 
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and make inquiry. It can hafdly be bat what I shall learn 
the trnth there." 

Then there was another pause, at the end of which Mib. 
Bronghton got up from the Bofiei. 

"Tell me/' said she; — "what do you. mean to do about 
that girl?" 

" You heard me ask her to be my wife." 

"I did! I did!" 

" Is it not what you intended ? " 

" Do not ask me; My mind is bewildered. My -brain is 
on fire ! Oh, Conway I " 

" Shall I go/into the City as I proposed ? " said Dahymple, 
who felt that he might, at any rate, improve the position of 
circumstances by leaving the house. 

" Yes ; — ^yes ; go into the City ! Go anywhere^ Go. Bat 
stay ! Oh, Conway!" There was a sudden change in her 
voice as she spoke. " Hark, — there he is, as sure as life " 
Then Conway listened, and heard a footstep on the stairs, as 
to which he had then but little doubt that it was the footstep 
of Dobbs Bronghton. " O heavens ! he iff tipsy ! " exclaimed 
Mrs. Bronghton ; " and what shall we do ? " Then Dabyn?^ 
took her hand and pressed it, and left the room, so that be 
might meet the husband on the stairs. In the one moment 
that he had for reflection he thought it was better that the^ 
should be no concealment. 



CHAPTER XVm. 

^'irS DOGGED AS DOES IT.'' 

In accordance with the resolution to which the clerical com- 
mission had come on the first day of their sitting, Dr. Tempest 
wrote the following letter to Mr. Crawley : — 

" Deab Sib, — Rectoiy, Silverbridgc, April 9, 186—. 

"I HAVE been given to understand that you have been 
informed that the Bishop of Barchester has appointed a com- 
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missian of clergymen of the diocese to make inqniiy respecting 
certain accnsations which, to the great regret of ns all, have 
been made against yon, in respect to a cheqne for twenty 
pounds which was passed by yon to a tradesman in this town. 
The clergymen appointed to form this commission are Mr. Oriel, 
the rector of Greshamsbury, Mr. Robarts, the vicar of Framley, 
Mr. Qniverfdl, the warden of Hiram's Hospital at Barchester, 
Mr. Thumble, a clergyman established in that city, and myself. 
We held onr first meeting on last Monday, and I now write to 
yon in compliance with a resolution to Which we then came. 
Before taking any other steps we thought it best to ask yon to 
attend ns here on next Monday, at two o'clock, and I beg that 
you will accent this letter as an invitation to that effect. 

" We are, of course, aware that you are about to stand 
your trial at 'the next assizes for the offence in question. I 
beg you to understand that I do not express any opinion as to 
your guilt. But I think it right to point out to you that in the 
event of a jury finding an adverse verdict, the bishop might 
be placed in great difficulty unless he were fortified with 
the opinion of a commission formed from your fellow clerical 
labourers in the diocese. Should such adverse verdict unfor- 
tunately be given, the bishop would hardly be justified in 
allowing a clergyman, placed as you then would be placed, to 
return to his cure after the expiration of such punishment as 
the judge might award, without a further decision from an 
ecclesiastical court. This decision he could only obtain by 
proceeding against you under the Act in reference to clerical 
offences, which empowers him as hishop' of the diocese to bring 
you before the Court of Arches, — unless you would think well 
to submit yourself entirely to his judgment. You will, I think, 
Understand what I mean. The judge at assizes might find it 
his duty to imprison a clergyman for a month, — ^regarding that 
clergyman simply as he would regard any other person found 
guilty by a jury and thus made subject to his judgment, — and 
^ight do this for an offence which the ecclesiastical judge 
Would find himself obliged to visit with the severer sentence of 
prolonged suspension, or even with deprivation. 
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** We are, however, clearly of opinion that should the jniy 
find themselves able to acqnit yon, no farther action whatso- 
ever should be taken. In such case we think that the bishop 
may regard yonr innocence to be folly established, and in snch 
case we shall recommend his lordship to look upon the matter 
as altogether at an end. I can assure you that in snch case 
I shall so regard it myself. 

** Yon will perceive that, as a consequence of this resola- 
tion, to which we have already come, we are not minded to 
make any inquiries ourselves into the circumstances of joor 
alleged guilt, till the verdict of the juiy shall be given. If yoa 
are acquitted, our course will be clear. But should you be 
convicted, we must in that case advise the bishop to take the 
proceedings to which I have alluded, or to abstain from taking 
them. We wish to ask you whether, now that our opinion has 
been conveyed to you, you will be willing to submit to the 
bishop's decision, in the event of an adverse verdict being 
given by the jury ; and we think that it will be better for us 
all that you should meet us here at the hour I have named 
on Monday next, the 15th instant. It is not our intention to 
make any report to the bishop until the trial shall be over. 

** I have the honour to be, 
" My dear sir, 

'' Your very obedient servant, 
** The Bev. Josiah Crawley, Mobtimeb Tempest. 

" Hogglestock." 

In the same envelope Dr. Tempest sent a short private 
note, in which he said that he should be veiy happy to see 
Mr. Crawley at half-past one on the Monday named, that 
luncheon would be ready at that hour, and that, as Mr. Crawley's 
attendance was required on public grounds, he would take care 
that a carriage was provided for the day. 

Mr. Crawley received this letter in his wife's presence, and 
read it in silence. Mrs. Crawley saw that he paid close atten- 
tion to it, and was sure, — she felt that she was sure, — that it 
referred in some way to the terrible subject of the cheque for 
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twenty pounds. Indeed, eyerything that came into the house, 
almost every word spoken there, and every thought that came 
into the breasts of any of the family, had more or less refer- 
ence to the coming trial. How could it he otherwise ? There 
was ruin coming on them all, — ^ruin and complete disgrace 
coming on father, mother, and children 1 To have been 
accused itself was very bad ; but now it seemed to be the 
opinion of every one that the verdict must be against the man. 
Mrs. Crawley herself, who was perfectly sure of her husband's 
innocence before God, believed that the jury would find him 
gnilty, — and believed also that he had become possessed of the 
money in some manner that would have been dishonest, had 
he not been so different from other people as to be entitled to 
be considered innocent where another man would have been 
plainly guilty. She was full of the cheque for twenty pounds, 
and of its results. When, therefore, he had read the letter 
through a second time, and even then had spoken no word 
about it, of course she could not refrain from questioning him. 
" My love," she said, " what is the letter ? *' 
" It is on business," he answered. 

She was silent for a moment before she spoke again. 
" May I not know the business ? " 
" No," said he ; " not at "present." 
" Is it from the bishop ? " 

" Have I not answered you ? Have I not given you to 
understand that, for a while at least, I would prefer to keep 
the contents of this epistle to myself? " Then he looked at 
her very sternly, and afterwards turned his eyes upon the fire- 
place and gazed at the fire, as though he were striving to read 
there something of his future fate. She did not much regard 
the severity of his speech. That, too, like the taking of the 
cheque itself, was to be forgiven him, because |he was different 
from other men. His black mood had come upon him, and 
everything was to be forgiven him now. He was as a child 
^hen cutting his teeth. Let the poor wayward sufferer be 
ever so petulant, the mother simply pities and loves him, 
aud is never angry. " I beg your pardon, Josiah," she 
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said, *' but I thought it \vdilld comfort yoii to speak to me 
about it/* 

^ It will not comfort me/' he said. '' Nothing comforts 
me. Nothing can comfort me. Jane, give me mj hat and 
my stick/* His daughter brought to him his hat and stick, 
and without another word he went out and lefb them. 

As a matter of course he turned his steps towards Hoggle 
End. When he desired to be -long absent from the house, he 
always went among the brickmakers. His wife, as she stood 
at the window and watched the direction in which he went, 
knew that he might be away for hours. The only Biends oat 
of his own family with whom he ever-'Spoke freely: were some 
of these rough parishioners. But he was not thinking of the 
brickmakers when he started. He was simply desirous of 
again reading Dr. Tempest's letter, and of considermg it, in 
some spot where no eye could see him. He walked away with 
long steps, regarding nothing, — neither the ruts in the dirt|f 
lane, nor the young primroses which were fast showing them- 
selves on the banks, nor the gathering clouds which might 
have told him of the coming rain. He went on for a couple of 
miles, till he had nearly reached the outskirts of the oolony of 
Hoggle End, and then he sat himself down upon a gate. He 
had not been there a minute before a few slow huge drops 
began to fall, but he was altogether too much wrapped up in 
his thoughts to regard the rain. What answer should he 
make to this letter from the man at Silverbridge ? 

The position of his own mind in reference to his own. guilt 
or his own innocence was very singular. It was simply the 
truth that he did not know how the cheque had coxae to him* 
He did know that he had blundered about it most egregiouslj, 
especially when he had averred that this cheque for twenty 
pounds had been identical with a cheque for another sum which 
had been given to him by Mr. Soames. He had blundered 
since, in saying that the dean had given it to him. There 
could be no doubt as to this, for the dean had denied that he 
had done so. And he had come to think it very possible that 
he had indeed picked the cheque np^ and had aiterwards used 
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it, haTing deposited it by dome strange accideht, — not knowing 
then what he was doing, or what was the nature of the bijb<>6f 
paper in his hand, — ^with the notes which he had accepted 
from thiB dean with so mnch reluctance, with such an agony of 
spirit. In all these thoughts of his own about his own doings, 
and his own position, he ahnost admitted to himself his own 
insanity, his inability to manage his own affairs with that degree 
of rational sequence which is taken for granted as belonging 
to a man when he is made subject to criminal laws. As he 
puzzled his brain in his efforts to create a memory as to the 
cheque, and succeeded in bringing to his mind a recollection 
that he had once known something about the cheque, — that 
the cheque had at one time been the subject of a thought and 
of a resolution,— ^he admitted to himself that, in accordance 
with all law and all reason, he must be regarded as a thief. 
He had taken and used and spent that irhich he ought to have 
known was not his own ; which he would have known not to 
be his own but for some terrible incapacity with which God 
had afflicted him. What then must be the result ? His mind 
was clear enough about this. If the jury could see everything 
and know eyerything,^-as he would wish that they should do ; 
and if this bishop's commission, and the bishop himself, and 
the Court of Arches with its judge, could see and know eyery- 
thing ; and if, so seeing and so knowing, they could act with 
clear honesty and perfect wisdom,-<-what would they do -? 
They would declare of him that he was not a thief, only because 
he was so muddy-minded, so addle-pated as not to know the 
difference between meum and tuum ! There could be no other 
end to it, let all the lawyers and all the clergymen in England 
pnt their wits to it. Though he knew himself to be muddy- 
nnnded and addle-pated, he could see that. And could any 
one say of such a man that he was fit to be the acting clergy- 
man of a parish, — ^to haye a freehold possession in a parish as 
cnrer of men's souls I The bishop was in the right of it, let 
him be ten times as mean a fellow as he was. 

And yet, as he sat there on the gate, while the rain came 
down heayily upon him, even when admitting the justice of the 
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bishop, and the trnth of the verdict which the jury wonld no 
doubt give, and the propriety of the action which that cold, 
reasonable, prosperous man at Silverbridge would take, he pitied 
himself with a tenderness of commiseration which knew no 
bounds. As for those belonging to him, his wife and children, 
his pity for them was of a different kind. He would hare 
suffered any increase of suffering, could he by such agony have 
released them. Dearly as he loved them, he wonld have 
severed himself from them, had it been possible. Terrible 
thoughts as to their fate had come into his mind in the worst 
moments of his moodiness, — thoughts which he had had 
sufficient strength and manliness to put away from him with a 
strong hand, lest they should drive him to crime indeed ; and 
these had come from the great pity which he had felt for them. 
But the commiseration which he had felt for himself had been 
different from this, and had mostly visited him at times when 
that other pity was for the moment in abeyance. What thongh 
he had taken the cheque, and spent the money though it was 
not his ? He might be guilty before the law, but he was not 
guilty before God. There had never been a thought of theft in 
his mind, or a desire to steal in his heart. He knew that well 
enough. No jury could make him guilty of theft before God. 
And what though this mixture of guilt and innocence had come 
from madness, — ^from madness which these courts mnst 
recognize if they chose to find him innocent of the crime ? Is 
spite of his aberrations of intellect, if there were any such, his 
ministrations in his parish were good. Had he not preached 
fervently and well, — preaching the true gospel ? Had he not 
been very diligent among his people, striving with all his might 
to lessen the ignorance of the ignorant, and to gild vith 
godliness the learning of the instructed ? Had he not been 
patient, enduring, instant, and in all things amenable to the 
laws and regulations laid down by the Church for his gaidanee 
in his duties as a parish clergyman ? Who could point oat in 
what he had been astray, or where he had gone amiss ? Bat 
for the work which he had done with so much zeal the Choieh 
which he served had paid him so miserable a pittance that, 
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ihongh life and soul had been kept together, the reason, or a 
fragment of the reason, had at moments escaped from his 
keeping in the scramble. Hence it was that this terrible 
<;alamity had fallen npon him I Who had been tried as he had 
been tried, and had gone through such fire with less loss of 
intellectual power than he had done ? He was still a scholar, 
though no brother scholar ever came near him, and would 
Jnake Greek iambics as he walked along the lanes. His 
memory was stored with poetry, though no book ever came to 
his hands, except those shorn and tattered volumes which lay 
iipon his table. Old problems in trigonometry were the pleasing 
relaxations of his mind, and complications of figures were a 
delight to him. There was not one of those prosperous 
clergymen around him, and who scorned him, whom he could 
not have instructed in Hebrew. It was always a gratification 
to him to remember that his old friend the dean was weak in 
his Hebrew. He, with these acquirements, with these 
fitnesses, had been thrust down to the ground, — ^to the very 
granite, — and because in that harsh heartless thrusting his 
intellect had for moments wavered as to common things, 
cleaying still to all its grander, nobler possessions, he was now 
to be rent in pieces and scattered to the winds, as being 
altogether vile, worthless, and worse than worthless. It was 
thas that he thought of himself, pitying himself, as he sat 
upon the gate, while the rain fell ruthlessly on his shoulders. 

He pitied himself with a commiseration that was sickly 
in spite of its truth. It was the fault of the man that he was 
imbued too strongly with self-consciousness. He could do a 
great thing or two. He could keep up his courage in positions 
which would wash all courage out of most men. He could tell 
the truth though truth should ruin him. He could sacrifice 
all that he had to duty. He could do justice though the 
heaven should fall. But he could not forget to pay a tribute 
to himself for the greatness of his own actions ; nor, when 
accepting with an effort of meekness the small payment made 
by the world to him, in return for his great works, could he 
forget the great payments made to others for small work. It 
u. 15 



226 THB LAST OHBOinOLE OF BARgET. 

was not stifficietit foi* hini to remember that he knew Hebrew, 
but he mnst remember also that ihe dean did not. 

Nevertheless, as he sat there under the rain, he made vp 
his mind with a clearness that certainly had in it nothing of 
that muddiness of mind of which he had often accused himself. 
Indeed, the intellect of this man was essentially dear. It 
was simply his memory that would play him tricks,— his 
memory as to things which at the moment were not importent 
to him. The fact that the dean had given him money was 
very important, and he remembered it well. But the amotmt 
of the money, and its form, at a moment in* which he had 
flattered himself that he might have strength to leave it 
unused, had not been important to ^m. Now, he resolved 
that he would go to Dr. Tempest, and that he would tell 
Dr. Tempest that there was- no occasion for any farther 
inquiry. He would submit to the l>ishop, let the bishop's 
decision be what it might. ' Things were different since the 
day on which he had refilled Mr. Thumble admission to 
his pulpit.' At that time people believed him to be i&nocent, 
and he so believed of himself. Now, people believed him to 
be guilty, and it could not be< right that a man^ held in sneh 
slight esteem should exercise ihe functions of a parish priest, 
let his own opinion of himself be whiat it might. He would 
submit himself, and go anywhere, — to the galleys or the 
workhouse, if they wished it. As for hid wifo and ohildrent 
they would, he said to himself, be better without him than 
with him. The world would never be so hard to a woman or 
to children as it had been to him. 

He was sitting Saturated with rain, — saturated also with 
thinking, — and quite unobservant of anything around him, 
when h^ was accosted by an old man from Hoggle End, with 
T^hom he was well acquainted. ''Thee be i^i, Master 
Crawley,'' said the old man. * 

'<WetI'' said Crawley, recJSalled suddenly back to the 
realities of life. " Well, — ^yes. I am wet. That's because 
it's raining." 

<' Thee be teeming o' wat. Hadn^t thee better go whome ? " 
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'' And are not yon wet also ? " said Mr. Crawley, looking 
at the old man, who had been at work in the brickfield, and 
who was soaked with mire, and from whom there seemed to 
come a steam of muddy mist, 

"Is it me, yer reverence? I'm wat in coarse. The 
loikes of us is always wat, — ^that is barring the insides of us. 
It comes to us natural to have the rheumatics. How is one 
of us to help hisself against having on 'em ? But there ain't 
no call for the loikes of you to have the rheumatics." 

" My friend," said Grawley, who was now standing on 
the road,~^and as he spoke he put out his arm and took the 
brickmaker by the hand, ''there is a worse complaint than 
rheumatism, — ^there is, indeed." 

** There's what they calls the collerer," said Giles Hoggett, 
looking up into Mr. Crawley's face. *' That ain't a got a hold 
of yer?" 

*'Ay, and worse than the cholera. A man is killed all 
over when he is struck in his pride ;^»^and yet he lives." 

'' Maybe that's bad enough too," said Giles, with his hand 
still held by the other. 

*' It is bad enough," said Mr. Crawley, striking his breast 
with his left hand. '' It is bad enough." 

" Tell 'ee what. Master Crawley ; — and yer reverence 
mustn't think as I means to be preaching ; there ain't nowt 
a man can't bear if he'll only be dogged. You go whome. 
Master Crawley, and think o' that, and maybe it'll do ye a 
good yet. It's dogged as does it. It ain't thinking about it." 
Then Giles Hoggett withdrew his hand from the clergy- 
man's, and walked away towards his home at Hoggle End. 
Mr. Crawley ^Iso turned homewards, and as he made his way 
through the lanes, he repeated to himself Giles Hoggett's 
words. ^* It's dogged as does it. It's not thinking about it." 

He did not say a word to his wife on that afternoon about 
Dr. Tempest; and she was<so much taken up with his outward 
condition when he retumedy as almost to have forgotten the 
letter. He allowed himself, but barely allowed himself, to be 
made dry, and then for. the remainder. of the day applied 
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himself to learn the lesson which Hoggett had endeavonred 
to teach him. But the learning of it was not easy, and hardly 
became more easy when he had worked the problem out in liis 
own mind, and discovered that the brickmaker's doggedness 
simply meant self-abnegation ; — ^that a man should force him- 
self to endure anything that might be sent upon him, not 
only without outward grumbling, but also without grumbling 
inwardly. 

Early on the next morning, he told his wife that he was 
going into Silyerbridge. '' It is that letter, — ^the letter which 
I got yesterday that calls me," he said. And then he handed 
her the letter as to which he had refused to speak to her on 
the preceding day. 

** But this speaks of your going next Monday, Josiah," 
•said Mrs. Crawley. 

** I find it to be more suitable that I should go to-day," 
fiaid he. '' Some duty I do owe in this matter, both to the 
bishop, and to Dr. Tempest, who, after a fashion, is, as 
regards my present business, the bishop's representatiTe. 
But I do not perceive that I owe it as a duty to either to 
obey implicitly their injunctions, and I will not submit myself 
to the cross-questionings of the man Thumble. As I am 
purposed at present I shall express my willingness to give up 
the parish." 

** Give up the parish altogether ? '* 

'* Yes, altogether." As he spoke ^e clasped both his hands 
together, and having held them for a moment on high, allowed 
them to fall thus clasped before him. " I cannot give it np in 
part ; I cannot abandon the duties and reserve the honorariom. 
Nor would I if I could." 

<' I did not mean that, Josiah. But pray think of it before 
you speak." 

<* I have thought of it, and I will think of it. Farewell, 
my dear." Then he came up to her and kissed her, and 
started on his journey on foot to Silverbridge. 

It was about noon when he reached Silverbridge, and he 
was told that Doctor Tempest was at home. The servant 
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asked him for a caxd. '* I have no card," said Mr. Crawley, 
" but I will write my name for your behoof if your master's 
hospitality will allow me paper and pencil.'* The name was 
written, and as Crawley waited in the drawing-room he spent 
Hs time in hating Dr. Tempest becanse the door had been 
opened by a man- servant dressed in black. Had the man 
been in livery he would have hated Dr. Tempest all the same. 
And he would have hated him a little had the door been opened, 
even by a smart maid. 

"Your letter came to hand yesterday morning, Dr. 
Tempest," said Mr. Crawley, still standing, though the doctor 
had pointed to a chair for him after shaking hands with him ; 
**and having given yesterday to the consideration of it, with 
what judgment I have been able to exercise, I have felt it to. 
he incumbent upon me to wait upon you without further delay ». 
as by doing so I may perhaps assist your views and save 
labour to those gentlemen who are joined with you in thi& 
commission of which you have spoken. To some of them it 
may possibly be troublesome that they should be brought 
together here on next Monday." 

Dr. Tempest had been looking at him during this speech,, 
and could see by his shoes and trousers that he had walked 
from Hogglestock to Silverbridge. ** Mr. Crawley, will you 
not sit down ? " said he, and then he rang his bell. Mr. 
Crawley sat down, not on the chair indicated, but on one 
further removed and at the other side of the table. When the 
servant came, — the objectionable butler in black clothes that 
were so much smarter than Mr. Crawley's own, — his master's 
orders were communicated without any audible word, and the 
man returned with a decanter and wine-glasses. 

" After your walk, Mr. Crawley," said Dr. Tempest, getting 
up from his seat to pour out the wine. 

"None, I thank you." 

" Pray let me persuade you. I know the length of the 
miles so well." 

"I will take none, if you please, sir," said Mr. Crawley. 

"Now, Mr. Crawley," said Dr. Tempest, "do let me 
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speak to yon as a friend. You have walked eight miles, and 
are going to talk to me on a sulrject which is of iM 
importance to yoniself. I won't discuss it unless you'll take & 
glass of wine and a biscuit." 

" Dr. Tempest I '* 

** Vm quite in earnest* I won't. If you do as I ask yon, 
you shall talk to me till dinnerrtime^ if you like it. There. 
Now you may begin." 

Mr. Crawley did eat the biscuit and did drink the wine, 
and as he did so, he acknowledged to himself that Dr. Tempest 
was right. He felt that the wine made him stronger to speaL 
**I hardly know why you have preferred to-day to next 
Monday," said Dr. Tempest; ''but if anythiiig can be done 
by your presence here to-day, your time shall not he 
thrown away." 

" I have preferred to-day to Monday," said Grawky, 
'' partly because I would sooner talk to one man than to five." 

'' There is something in that, certainly," said Dr. Tempest. 

'' And as I have made up my mind as to the course of 
action which it is my daty to take in the matter to which your 
letter of the 9th of this month refers, there can be no reason 
why I should postpone the declaration of my purpose. Pr. 
Tempest, I have determined to resign my preferment at 
Hogglestock, and shall write to-day to the Dean of Barchester, 
who is the patron, acquainting him of my purpose." 

" You mean in the event — ^in the. event " 

*' I mean, sir, to do this without reference to any erent 
that is future. The bishop, Dr. Tempest, when I shidl hare 
been proved to be a thief, shall have no trouble either in 
causing my suspension or my deprivation. The name and 
fame of a parish clergyman should be unstained. Mine haTe 
beconie foul with infamy. I will not wait to be deprived by 
any court, by any bishop, or by any commission. J will bow 
my head to that public opinion which has reached me^ and 1 
will deprive myself." . 

He had got up from his chair, and was standing as he 
pronounced the ^al sentence against himself. Dr. Tempest 
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fitill remained seated in his chair, looking at Hm, and for a few 
moments th^e was silence. ** You must not do that, Mr. 
Crawley," Dr. Tempest said at last.. 

" But I shaU do it." 

" Then the dean must not take yonr resignation. Speaking 
to joa frankly, I tell you that there is no prevailing opinion aa 
to the yerdiot which the jury may give." 

'^ My decision has nothing to do with the jnry's verdict. 
My decision " 

*^ Stop a moment, Mr. Crawley. It is possible that you 
might say that which should not be said." 

** There is nothing to be said, — ^nothi^g which I could say, 
which I would not saj at the town cross if it were possible. 
As to this money, I do not know whether I stole it or whether 
I did not." 

" That is jnst what I have thought." 

"It is so." 

" Then you did not steal it. There can be no doubt about 
that." 

"Thank you, Dr. Tempest, X thank you heartily for 
saying so much. But, sir, you are not the jury* Nor, if you 
were, could you whitewash me £rom the infamy which has been 
cast on me. Against the opinion expressed at the beginning 
of these proceedings by the bishop of the diocese, — or rather 
against that expressed by his wife, — ^I did venture to make a 
stand. Neither the. opinion which came from the palace, nor 
the vehicle by which it wa9 expressed, commanded my respect. 
Bince that,, others have spoken to whom I feel myself bound 
^ T^eld; — yourself not the least among them, Dr. Tempest ; — 
and to them I shall yield. You may tell the Bishop of 
^Chester that I shall at once resign the perpetual curacy 
of Hogglestock into the hands of the Dean of Barchester, by 
^hom I was appointed." 

" No, Mr, Crawley ; I shall not do that. I cannot control 
you, but thinking you to be wrong, I shall not make that com- 
munication to the bishop." 

'' Then I shall do so myself." 
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" And your wife, Mr. Crawley, and your children ? " 

At that moment Mr. Crawley called to mind the advice of 
his friend Giles Hoggett: ** It's dogged as does it." He 
certainly wanted something very strong to sustain him in his 
difficulty. He found that this reference to his wife and 
children required him to be dogged in a very marked manner. 
*' I can only trust that the wind may be tempered to them," 
he said. ** They will, indeed, be shorn lambs.*' 

Dr. Tempest got up from his chair, and took a conple of 
turns about the room before he spoke again. '< Man," he said, 
addressing Mr. Crawley with all his energy, " if you do this 
thing, you will then at least be very wicked. If the jury find 
a verdict in your favour you are safe, and the chances are that 
the verdict will be in your favour." 

" I care nothing now for the verdict," said MEr. Crawley. 

** And you will turn your wife into the poorhouse for 
an idea ! " 

" It's dogged as does it," said Mr. Crawley to himself. 
** I have thought of that," he said aloud. " That my wife is 
dear to me, and that my children are dear, I will not deny. 
She was softly nurtured, Dr. Tempest, and came from a hoose 
in which want was never known. Since she has shared mj 
board she has had some experience of that nature. That I 
should have brought her to all this is very terrible to me,— so 
terrible, that I often wonder how it is that I live. Bnt, sir, 
you will agree with me, that my duty as a clergyman is ahove 
everything. I do not dare, even for their sake, to remain in 
the parish. Good morning. Dr. Tempest." Dr. Tempest, 
finding that he could not prevail with him, bade him adieu, 
feeling that any service to the Crawleys within his pover 
might be best done by intercession with the bishop and irith 
the dean. 

Then Mr. Crawley walked back to Hogglestock, repeating 
to himself Giles Hoggett's words, '' It's dogged as does it." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

MR. CRAWLEY'S. LETTER TO THE DEAN. 

Mb. Gbawusy, when he got home after his walk to Silverhridge, 
denied that he was at all tired. " The man at Silyerhridge 
whom I went to see administered refreshment to me ; — nay, 
he administered it with salatary violence," he said, affecting 
even to langh. '' And I am bonnd to speak well of him on 
behalf of mercies over and beyond that exhibited by the 
persistent tender of some wine. That I should find him 
judicious I had expected. What little I have known of him 
tanght me so to think of him. But I found with him also a 
soilness of heart for which I had not looked." 

" And you will not give up the living, Josiah ? '* 
^* Most certainly I will. A duty, when it is clear before a 
man, should never be made less so by any tenderness in 
others." He was still thinking of Giles Hoggett. " It's 
dogged as does it." The poor woman could not answer him. 
She knew veil that it was vain to argue with him. She could 
only hope that, in the event of his being acquitted at the trial, 
the dean, -whose friendship she did not doubt, might re-endow 
him with the small benefice which was their only source of 
bread. 

On the following morning there came by post a short note 
from Dr. Tempest. ** My dear Mr. Crawley," the note ran, 
*' I implore you, if there be yet time, to do nothing rashly. 
And even although you should have written to the bishop or 
^ the dean, your letters need have no effect, if you will allow 
me to make them inoperative. Permit me to say that I am a 
man much older than you, and one who has mixed much both 
with clergymen and with the world at large. I tell you with 
absolute confidence, that it is not your duty in your present 
position to give up your living. Should your conduct ever be 
called in question on this matter you will be at perfect liberty 
^ say that you were guided by my advice. You should take 
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no step till after the trial. Then, if the verdict be agamsi 
yon, you shonld submit to the bishop's judgment. If the 
verdict be in your favour, the bishop's interference will be 
over. 

** And you must remember that if it is not your duty as a 
clergyman to give up your living, you can have no right, 
seeing that you have a wife and family, to throw it away as aa 
indulgence to your pride. Cqnsult any other friend yoQ 
please ; — Mr. Bobarts, or the dean himself. I am quite sore 
that any friend who knows as many of the circumstances as I 
know will advise you to hold the living, at any rate till after 
the trial. You can refer any such friend to me. 

** Believe me to be, yours very truly. 



Mr. Orawley walked about again with this letter in bis 
pocket, but on this occasion he did. not go in the direction of 
Hoggle End. From Haggle End he could hardly hope to pick 
up further lessons of wisdom. What could any Giles Hoggett 
say to him beyond what he had said to him already ? If be 
were to read the doctor's letter to Hoggett, and to. succeed in 
making Hoggett understand it all, Hoggett oould only caution 
him to be dogged. But it seemed to him that Hoggett and 
his new friend at Silverbridge did not agree in their doctrines, 
and it might be well that he should endeavour to find out 
which of them had most of justice on his side. He was qnitd 
sure that Hoggett would advise him to adhere to his prc^'eot of 
giving, up the living, — ^if only Hoggett could be made to under* 
stand the circumstances* 

He had written, but had not as yet sent away his letter io 
the dean. 

His letter to the bishop would be but a note^andhehad 
postponed the writing of iliat till the other should be copied 
and made, complete. 

He had sat up late into the. night composing and aitering 
his letter to his old friend, and now that the compositioa was 
£jush6d he. was loth, to throw it aw9y« Early in this moniing, 
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before the postmim had brought to him Dr. Tempest's argent 
remonstrance, he had shown to his wife the draft of his 
letter to the dean. '' I cannot say that it is not true," she 
had said. 

** It is certainly true.'* 

" But I wish, dear, you would not send it. "V^y should 
you take any step till the trial be over ? " 

" I shall assuredly send it," he had replied. '* If you will 
peruse it again, you will see that the epistle would be futile 
were it kept till I shall have been proved to be a thief." 

** Oh, Josiah, such words kill me." 

'* They are not pleasant, but it will be well that you should 
become used to them. As for the letter, I have taken some 
trouble to express myself with perspicuity, and I triist that I 
may have succeeded." At that time Hoggett was altogether 
in the ascendant'; but now, as he started on his walk, his 
Blind was somewhat perturbed by the contrary advice of one 
who, after all, might be as wise as Hoggett. There would be 
nothing dogged in the conduct recommended to him by 
Dr. Tempest. Were he to follow the doctor's advice, he 
would be trimming his sails, so as to catch any slant of a 
breeze that might be favourable to him. There could be 
no doggedness in a character that would submit to such 
trimmiiig. 

The postman came to Hogglestock but once in a day, so 
that he could not despatch his letter till the. next morning, — 
unless, indeed, he chose to send it a distance of four miles to 
the nearest, post-office. . As there was npthing to justify thisj 
there was another night for the copying of his letter, — should 
^e at last determine to send it. He had declared to Dr. 
tempest that. he would send it. He had sworn to his wife 
that it should go. He had taken much trouble with it. He 
believed in Hoggett. But, neverthelessj^ this incumbency of 
Hogglestock was his all in the world. It might be that he 
<ioiild still hold it, and have bread at least for his wife to eat« 
l^r. Tempest had told him that he would be probably acquitted. 
^ lempest.knew as much of all. the circumstances as he did; 
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himself, and had told him that he was not guilty. Aflier all 
Dr. Tempest knew more about it than Hoggett knew. 

If he resigned the living, what would become of him,— of 
him, — of him and of his wife ? Whither would they first go 
when they turned their back upon the door inside which there 
had at any rate been shelter for them for many years ? He 
calculated everything that he had, and found that at the end 
of April, even when he should have received his rent-charge, 
there would not be five pounds in hand among them. As for 
his furniture, he still owed enough to make it impossible that 
he should get anything out of that. And these thoughts all 
had reference to his position if he should be acquitted. What 
would become of his wife if he should be convicted ? And 
as for himself, whither should he go when he came ont of 
prison ? 

He had completely realized the idea that Hoggett*s cotmsei 
was opposed to that given to him by Dr. Tempest ; but then it 
might certainly be the case that Hoggett had not known all the 
facts. A man should, no doubt, be dogged when the 
of life are insuperable; but need he be so when the 
can be overcome ? Would not Hoggett himself undergo any 
treatment which he believed to be specific for rheumatism? 
Yes ; Hoggett would undergo any treatment that was not in 
itself opposed to his duty. The best treatment for rheumatism 
might be to stay away from the brick-field on a rainy day ; bnt 
if so, there would be no money to keep the pot boiling, and 
Hoggett would certainly go to the brick-field, rheumatism and 
all, as long as his limbs would carry him there. Yes; he 
would send his letter. It was his duty, and he would do it 
Men looked askance at him, and pointed at him as a thief. 
He would send the letter, in spite of Dr. Tempest. Let justice 
be done, though the heaven may fall. 

He had heard of Lady Lufton*s offer to his wife. The 
offers of the Lady Lufbons of the world had been sorelj 
distressing to his spirit, since it had first come to pass that 
such offers had reached him in consequence of his poverty. 
But now there was something almost of relief to him in the 
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thonght that the Lady Lnftons would, after some fjEtshion, sayie 
his wife and children from starvation ;— wonld save his wife 
from the poorhoase, and enable his children to have a start in 
the world. For one of his children a brilliant marriage might 
be proyided, — if only he himself were out of the way. How 
could he take himself out of the way ? It had been whispered 
to him that he might be imprisoned for two months, — or for 
two years. Would it not be a grand thing if the judge would 
condemn him to be imprisoned for life ? Was there ever a man 
whose existence was so purposeless, so useless, so deleterious, 
as his own ? And yet he knew Hebrew well, whereas the dean 
knew but very little Hebrew. He could make Greek iambics, 
and doubted whether the bishop knew the difference between an 
iambus and a trochee. He could disport himself with trigo- 
nometry, feeling confident that Dr. Tempest had forgotten his 
vay over the asses* bridge. He knew Lycidas by heart; 
and as for Thumble, he felt quite sure that Thumble was 
incompetent of understanding a single allusion in that divine 
poem. Nevertheless, though all this wealth of acquirement 
MB his, it would be better for himself, better for those who 
belonged to him, better for the world at large, that he should 
be put an end to. A sentence of penal servitude for life, 
without any trial, would be of all things the most desirable. 
Then there would be ample room for the practice of that virtue 
which Hoggett had taught him. 

When he returned home the Hoggethan doctrine prevailed, 
and he prepared to copy his letter. But before he commenced 
his task, he sat down with his youngest daughter, and read, — 
or made her read to him, — a passage out of a Greek poem, in 
which are described the troubles and agonies of a blind giant. 
No giant would have been more powerful, — only that he 
Ms blind, and could not see to avenge himself on those who 
had injured him. '* The same story is always coming up,'' he 
said, stopping the girl in her reading. " We have it in various 
'Versions, because it is so true to life. 

Ask for this great deliverer now, and find him 
Eyeless in Gaza, at the mill with slaves. 
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It is ihe same story. Great power reduced to impotence, great 
glory to misery, by the hand of Eate, — ^Necessity, as the G^reeks 
called h^; the goddess that will not be shanned! At the 
mill with slaves I People, when they read it, do not appreciate 
the horror of the picture. Go on, my dear. It may be a 
question whether Polyphemus had mind enough to suffer; 
but, irom the description of his power, I should think Uiat be 
had. ' At the mill with slaves ! ' Can any picture be more 
jdreadfal than that? Go on, my dear. Of course you re- 
member Milton's Samson Agonistes. Agonistes indeed!" 
His wife was sitting stitching at the other side of the room; 
but she heard his words, — ^heard and understood them ; And 
before Jane could again get herself into the swing of the Greek 
verse, she was over at her husband's side, with her arms round 
his neck. " My love ! " she said. " My love l" 

He turned to her, and smiled as he spoke to her. *^ These 
are old thoughts with me. Polyphemus and Belisarius, and 
Samson, and Milton, have always been pets of mine. The 
mind of the strong blind creature must be bo sensible c^ iihe 
injury that has been done to him ! The impoteney, combined 
with his strength, or rather the impotency with .ther.memory of 
former strength and former aspirations,, is so esseniiallj 
tragic ! " v . 

She looked into his eyes as he spoke, and there was 
something of the flash of old days^ when the world was young 
to them, and when he would tell her of his hopes,. and repeat 
to her long passages of poetry, and would, criticize for her 
advantage th^ works of old writers. '' Thank God," she said) 
" that you are not blind. It may yet be all right with you.*' 

" Yes, — ^it may be,'* he said. 

"And you- shall not be at the mill with slaves." 

*' Or, at any rate, not eyeless in Gaza, if the Lord is good 
to me. Come, Jane, we will go on." Then, he took up* the 
passage himself, and read, it on with clear, sonorous voice, every 
now^and then explaining some passage os expressing. his own 
ideas upon it; as though he were really happy with his poetry. 

It was late in the evening before, he got out his small 
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stock of best letter-paper, and Bat down to work at his letter. 
He first addressed himself to the bishop ; and what he wrote td 
the bishop was as follows : — 

"My Lord Bishop, Hogglestock Parsonage^ April llth, 186 — . 

^'I HATE been in communieation with Dr. Tempest, 
of Silverbridge, from whom I have learned that your lordship 
lias been pleased to appoint a commission of inquiry, — of which 
commission he is the chairman, — ^with reference to the pro- 
ceedings which it may be necessary that you should take, as 
bishop of this diocese, after my forthcoming trial at the 
appToaching Baursetshire assizes. My lord^ I think it right to 
inform you, partly with a view to the comfort of the gentlemen 
named on that commission, and partly with the purport of giving 
JOQ that information which I think that a bishop should possess 
in regard to the clerical affairs of his own diocese, that I have 
by this post resigned my preferment at Hogglestock into the 
hands of the Dean of Barchester, by whom it was given to me. 
In these circumstances, it will, I suppose, be unnecessary for 
you to continue the commission which you have set in force ; 
but as to that, your lordship will of course be the* only judge. 
" I have- the honour to be, my Lord Bishop, 

'^ Your most obedient and very humble servant, 
*< JosiAH Crawley, 
'' Perpetual Curate of Hogglestock. 
''The Bight Eeverend 

'' The Bish(^ of Barchester, 
** &c. • &o. &c. 
" The Palace, Barchester." 

But the letter which ivas of real importance^-^which was 
uitended to say something, — ^was that to the dean, and that also 
^^ be given to the, reader. Mr. Crawley had been for a 
vhile in doubt how he should address his old Mend in 'Com- 
laencing this letter, understanding that its tone throughout 
o^Qst, in a great degree^ be made conformable with its first 
^orda. He would fain, in his pride, have begoa '* Sir." The 
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qnesiion was between that and '^ My dear Arabin." It had 
once between them always been ''Dear Frank" and "Dear 
Joe ; '' but the occasions for '' Dear Frank'' and ''Dear Joe" 
between them had long been past. Crawley would have been 
Tery angry had he now been called Joe by the dean, and would 
have bitten his tongue out before he would have called the 
dean Frank. His better nature, however, now prevailed, and 
he began his letter and completed it, as follows : — 

" My deab Arabin, 

" Circumstances, of which you have probably heard 
something, compel me to write to you, as I fear, at some 
length. I am sorry that the trouble of such a letter should be 
forced upon you during your holidays ; " — Mr. Crawley, as he 
wrote this, did not forget to remind himself that he never had 
any holidays ; — " but I think you will admit, if you will bear 
with me to the end, that I have no alternative. 

" I have been accused of stealing a cheque for twenty 
pounds, which cheque was drawn by my Lord Lufton on his 
London bankers, and was lost out of his pocket by Mr. Soames, 
his lordship's agent, and was so lost, as Mr. Soames states,— 
not with an absolute assertion, — during a visit which he made 
to my parsonage here at Hogglestock. Of the fact that I paid 
the cheque to a tradesman in Silverbridge there is no doabt. 
When questioned about it, I first gave an answer which was 
80 manifestly incorrect that it has seemed odd to me that 1 
should not have had credit for a mistake from those who mast 
have seen that detection was so evident. The blunder was 
undoubtedly stupid, and it now bears heavy on me. I then, 
as I have learned, made 'another error, — of which I am aware 
that you have been informed. I said that the cheque had 
«ome to me from you, and in saying so, I thought that it had 
formed a portion of that . alms which your open-handed bene- 
volence bestowed upon me when I attended on you, not long 
before your departure, in your library. I have striven to 
remember the facts. It may be, — nay, it probably is the case, 
— ^that .such struggles to catch some accurate glimpse of 
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bygone things do not trouMe you. Your mind is, no donbt, 
clearer and stronger than mine, having been kept to its proper 
tune by greater and fitter work. With me, memory is all bnt 
gone, and the power of thinking is on the wane ! I straggled 
to remember, and I thonght that the cheque had been in the 
envelope which you handed to me, — ^and I said so. I have 
since learned, from tidings received, as I am told, direct from 
yourself, that I was as wrong in the second statement as I 
bad been in the first. The double blunder has, of course, 
been very heavy on me. 

** I was taken before the magistrates at Silverbridge, and 
was by them committed to stand my trial at the assizes to be 
holden in Barchester on the 28th of this month. Without 
doubt, the magistrates had no alternative but to commit me, and 
I am indebted to them that they have allowed me my present 
liberty upon bail. That my sufferings in all this should have 
been grievous, you will understand. But on that head I 
should not touch, were it not that I am bound to explain to 
you that my troubles in reference to this parish of Hoggle- 
stock, to which I was appointed by you, have not been the 
slightest of those sufferings. I felt at first, believing then 
tbat the world around me would think it unlikely that such a 
one as I had wilfully stolen a sum of money, that it was my 
duty to maintain myself in my church. I did so maintain 
myself against an attack made upon me by the bishop, who 
sent over to Hogglestock one Mr. Thumble, a gentleman 
doubtless in holy orders, though I know nothing and can 
learn nothing of the place of his cure, to dispossess me of my 
pulpit, and to remove me from my ministrations among my 
people. To Mr. Thumble I turned a deaf ear, and would not 
let him so much as open his mouth inside the porch of my 
church. Up to this time I myself have read the services, and 
have preached to the people, and have continued, as best I 
could, my visits to the poor and my labours in the school, 
though I know, — no one knows as well, — ^how unfitted I am 
for such work by the grief which has fallen upon me. 

" Then the bishop sent for me, and I thought it becoming 
II. 16 
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on my part to go to him. I presented myself to Ms lordahip 
at his palace, and was minded to be much governed in my 
conduct by what he might say to me, remembenng that I am 
bound to respect the office, even though I may not approve the 
man; and I humbled myself before his lordship, waiting 
patiently for any directions which he in his discretion might 
think it proper to bestow on me. But there arose up between 
us that very pestilent woman, his wife, — to his dismay, seem- 
ingly, as much as to mine, — and she would let there be place 
for no speech but her own. If there be aught clear to me in 
ecclesiastical matters, it is this, — that no authority can be 
delegated to a female. The special laws of this and of some 
other countries do allow that women shall sit upon the tem- 
poral thrones of the earth, but on the lowest step of the tiuone 
of the Church no woman has been allowed to sit as beaiing 
authority, the romantic tale of the . woman Pope notwith- 
standing. Thereupon, I left the palace in wrath, feeling 
myself aggrieved that a woman should have attempted to 
dictate to me, and finding it hopeless to get a clear instrac- 
tion from his lordship, — the woman taking up the word 
whenever I put a question to my lord the bishop. Nothing, 
therefore, came of that interview but fruitless labour to mj8elf» 
and anger, of which I have since been, ashamed. . 

'* Since that time I have continued in my parish, — working, 
not without zeal, though in truth, almost without hope,-Hind 
learning even from day to day that the opinions of men aroond 
me have declared me to be guilty of the crime imputed to me. 
And now the bishop has issued a commission as preparatoiy to 
proceeding against me under the Act for the punishment of 
clerical offences. In doing this, I cannot say that the bishop 
has been ill-advised, even tiiough the advice may have come 
from that evil-tongued lady, his wife. And I hold, that a 
woman may be called on for advice, with most salutary effeet, 
in affairs as to which any show of female authority would be 
equally false and pernicious. With me it has ever been so, 
and I have had a counsellor by me as wise as she has* been 
devoted.'' It must be noticed that in the draft copy of his 
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letter which Mr. Crawley gave to his wife to read this last 
sentence was not inserted. Intending that she should read 
his letter, he omitted it till he made the fiEtir copy. <* Over 
this commission his lordship has appointed Dr. Tempest of 
Silverbridge to preside, and with him I have heen in commu^ 
nication. I trust that the lahours of the gentlemen of whom 
it is composed may he hrought to a speedy close ; and, having 
regard to their trouhle, which in such a matter is, I fear, 
left without remuneration, I have informed Dr. Tempest that 
I should write this letter to you with the intent and assured 
purpose of resigning the perpetual curacy of Hogglestock into 
your hands. 

*^ You will be good enough, therefore, to understand that I 
do so resign th6 living, and that I shall continue to administer 
the services of the church only till some clergyman, certified 
to me as coming from you or from the bishop, may present 
Itimself in the parish, aiid shall declare himself prepared to 
undertake the cure. Should it be so that Mr. Thumble be 
sent hither again, I will sit under him, endeavouring to catch 
improvement from his teaching, and striving to overcome the 
contempt which I felt for him when he before visited this parish. 
I annex beneath my signature a copy of the letter which I have 
^tten to the bishop on the subject. 

" And now it behoves me, as the guardianship of the souls 
of those around me was placed in my hands by you, to explain 
^ you as shortly as may be possible the reasons which have 
indueed me to abandon my work. One or two whose judg- 
iiient I do not discredit, — and I am allowed to name Dr. 
Tempest of Silverbridge as one, — ^have suggested to me that I 
should take no step myself till after my trial. They think that 
I should have regard to the' chance of the verdict, so that 
^6 prefsrmdnt may still be mine should I be acquitted ; and 
they say, that should I be acquitted, the bishop's action against 
i^e must of necessity cease. That they are right in these facts 
I do not doubt; but in giving such advice tiiey look only to 
^ots, having no regard to the conscience. I do not blame 
them, I should give iiuoh advice myself^ knowing that a friend 
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may gire coansel as to outer things, but that a man mnsi 
satisfy his inner conscience by bis own perceptions of what is 
light and what is wrong. 

*' I find myself to be ill-spoken of, to be regarded with hanl 
eyes by those around me, my people thiTiking thai I hare 
stolen this money. Two fiumers in this parish have, as I am 
aware, expressed opinions that no jury conld acquit me 
honestly, and neither of these men have appeared in my church 
since the expression of that opinion. I doubt whether they 
have gone to other churches; and if not they have 
deterred from all public worship by my presence. If this 
so, how can I with a clear conscience remain among 
men ? Shall I take from their hands wages for those adminis- 
trations, which their deliberately-formed opinions will not 
allow them to accept from my hands ? " And yet, though he 
thus pleaded against himself, he knew that the two men of 
whom he was speaking were thick-headed dolts who were 
always tipsy on Saturday nights, and who came to church 
perhaps once in three weeks. 

'' Your kind heart will doubtless prompt you to tell me 
that no clergyman could be safe in his parish if he vere 
to allow the opinion of chance parishioners to prevail against 
him ; and you would probably lay down for my guidance that 
grand old doctrine, * Nil conscire sibi, null4 pallescere cnlpa.' 
Presuming that you may do so, I will acknowledge such 
guidance to be good. If my mind were clear in this matter, 
I would not budge an inch for any farmer, — ^no, nor for anj 
bishop, further than he might by law compel me ! Bnt mj 
mind is not clear. I do grow pale, and my hair stands on end 
with horror, as I confess to myself that I do not know whether 
I stole this money or no ! Such is the fact. In all sincerity 
I tell you that I know not whether I be guilty or innocent. It 
may be that I picked up the cheque from the floor of my room, 
and afterwards took it out and used it, not knowing whence it 
had come to me. If it be so, I stole it, and am guilty hefore 
the laws of my country. If it be so, I am not fit to administer 
the Lord's sacraments to these people. When the cnpiv&s 
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last in my hand and I was blessing them, I felt that I was not 
fit, and I almost dropped the chalice. That God will know my 
weakness and pardon me the perplexity of my mind, — that is 
between Him and His creature. 

*' As I read my letter over to myself I feel how weak are 
my words, and how inefficient to explain to you the exact 
position in which I stand; but they will suffice to convince yon 
that I am assuredly purposed to resign this parish of Hoggle- 
stock, and that it is therefore incumbent on you, as patron of 
the living, to nominate my successor to the benefice. I have 
only further to ask your pardon for this long letter, and to 
thank you again for the many and great marks of friendship 
which you have conferred on me. Alas, could you have fore- 
seen in those old days how barren of all good would have been 
the life of him you then esteemed, you might perhaps have 
escaped the disgrace of being called the friend of one whom no 
one now regards with esteem. 

<* Nevertheless, I may still say that I am, 

" With all affection, yours truly, 

** JosiAH Cbawley." 

The last paragraph of the letter was also added since his 
wife had read it. When he had first composed his letter, he 
had been somewhat proud of his words, thinking that he had 
clearly told his story. But when, sitting alone at his desk, he 
read it again, filling his mind as he went on with ideas which 
he would fain have expressed to his old fiiend, were it not tbat 
lie feared to indulge himself with too many words, he began to 
tell himself that his story was anything but well told. There 
^as no expression there of the Hoggethan doctrine. In 
Answer to such a letter as that the dean might well say, 
^* Think again of it. Try yet to save yourself. Never mind 
the two farmers, or Mr. Thumble, or the bishop. Stick to the 
«hip while there is a plank above the water." Whereas it 
had been his desire to use words that should make the dean 
-clearly understand that the thing was decided. He had 
Med, — ^as he had failed in everything throughout his life ; 
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W neyertliekss ihe letter mast go. Were be to begin again 
he would not do it better. So he added to what he had 
written a copy of his note to the bi^op, and the letter ms 
fastened and sent. 

Mrs. Crawley might probably haye'^been more instant in 
her efforts to stop the letter, had she not felt that it would not 
decide everything. In the first place it was not improbable 
that the letter might not reach the dean till after his return 
home, — and Mrs. Crawley had long since made up her mind 
that she would see the dean as soon as possible after his 
return. She had heard from Lady Luflon that it was not 
doubted in Barchester that he would be back at any rate before 
the judges came into the city. And then, in the next phu^? 
was it probable that the dean would act upon such a letter bj 
filling up the vacancy, even if he did get it ? Bhe trusted in 
the dean, and knew that he would help them, if any help were 
possible. Should the verdict go against her husband, then 
indeed it might be that no help would be possible. In such 
case she thought that the bishop with his commission might 
prevail. But she still believed that the verdict wonld be 
favourable, — ^if not with an assured belief, still with a hope that 
was sufficient to stand in lieu of a belief. No single man, let 
alone no twelve men, could think that her husband had 
intended to appropriate that money dishonestly. : That he had 
taken it improperly, — ^without real possession, — she herself 
believed ; but he had not taken it as a thief^ and coi^ not 
merit a thief's punishment. ' - 

After two days he got a reply from the bishop's chapliun, 
in which the chaplain expressed the bishop's commendation of 
Mr. Crawley's present conduct. • <' Mr. Thumbla shall proceed 
from hence to Hogglestock on next Sunday/' saidihe chaplain, 
** and shall relieve you for the present from the 'burden of yonr 
duties. As to the future status of the parish, it will perhaps 
be best that nothing shall be done till the dean retuniB,— or 
perhaps till the assizes shall be over. This is the bishops 
•opinion." • It need hardly be explained that the promised visit 
;of Mr. Thumble to Hogglestock was gall and wormwood to 
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Mr. Crawley. He had told the dean that shonld Mr. Thnmble 
come, he would endeavour to learn something even from him. 
Bat it may be donbted whether Mr. Crawley in his present mood 
coold learn anything asefiil from Mr. Thnmble. Giles Hoggett 
was a much more effective teacher* 

'^ I will endnre even that," he said to his wife, as she 
handed to him back the letter &om the bishop's chaplain* 



CHAPTER XX. 

TWO VISITORS TO HOGGLESTOCK. 

Tms cross-grainedness of men is so great that things will often 
be forced to go wcangf even when they have the strongest 
possible natnral tendency of their own to go right, .It was so 
now in these affairs between the archdeacon and his son. 
Tire original difficulty was solved by the good feeling of the 
jonng lady, — ^by that and by the real kindness of the arch-' 
deacon's natore. They had come to terms which were satis- 
factory to both of them, and those terms admitted of perfect 
reconciliation between the father and his son. Whether the 
major did marry the lady or whether he did not, his allowance 
Was to be continued to him, the archdeacon being perfectly 
willing to trust himself in the matter to the pledge which he 
had received from Miss Crawley. All that he required from 
liis son was simply this, — that he should pull down the bills 
advertising the sale of his effects. Was any desire ever more 
rational ? The sale had been advertised for a day just one 
week in advance of the assizes, and the time must have been 
Belected, — so thought the archdeacon, — with a malicious 
intention. Why, at any rate, should the things be sold before 
any one knew whether the father of the young lady was or was 
not to be regarded as a thief? And why should the things 
be sold at all, when the archdeacon had tacitly withdrawn his 
threats, — ^when he had given his son to understand that the 
^Uowanee would still be paid quarterly with the customary 
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archidiaconal regalarity, and that no alteration was intended 
in those settlements nnder which the Plnmstead foxes would, 
in the ripeness of time, become the property of the major 
himself. It was thns that the archdeacon looked at it, and 
as he did so, he thonght that his son was the most cross- 
grained of men. 

But the major had his own way of looking at the matter. 
He had, he flattered himself, dealt very fairly with his father. 
When he had first made up his mind to make Miss Crawley 
his wife, he had told his father of his intention. The arch- 
deacon had declared that, if he did so, such and such resnlts 
would follow, — ^results which, as was apparent to every one, 
would make it indispensable that the major should leave Cosby 
Lodge. The major had never complained. So he told him- 
self. He had simply said to his father, — ^'I shall do as I 
have said. You can do as you have said. Therefore I shall 
prepare to leave Cosby Lodge.'' He had so prepared; and 
as a part of that preparation, the auctioneer's bills had bees 
stuck up on the posts and walls. Then the archdeacon had 
gone to work surreptitiously with the lady, — the reader will 
understand that we are still following the workings of the 
major's mind, — and having succeeded in obtaining a pledge 
which he had been wrong to demand, came forward very 
graciously to withdraw his threats. He vrithdrew his threats 
because he had succeeded in his object by other means. The 
major knew nothing of the kiss that had been given, of the 
two tears that had trickled down his father's nose, of the 
generous epithets which the archdeacon had applied to Grace. 
He did not guess how nearly his father had yielded altogether 
beneath the pressure of Grace's charms, — ^how willing he was 
to yield altogether at the first decent opportunity. His &ther 
had obtained a pledge from Grace that she would not many 
in certain circumstances, — as to which circumstances the 
major was strongly resolved that they should form no bar to 
his marriage, — and then came forward with his eager demand 
that the sale should be stopped ! The major could not submit 
to so much indignity. He had resolved that his father should 
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have nothing to do with his marriage one way or the other. He 
wonld not accept anything from his father on the understanding 
that his father had any such right. His father had asserted 
such right with threats, and he, the major, taking such threats 
as meaning something, had seen that he must leave Coshy 
Lodge. Let his fiEtther come forward, and say that they meant 
nothing, that he ahandoned all right to any interference as to 
his son's marriage, and then the son — would dutifully consent 
to accept his father's hounty I They were hoth cross-grained, 
as Mrs. Grantly declared ; hut I think that the major was the 
most cross-grained of the two. 

Something of the truth made its way into Henry Grantly's 
mind as he drove himself home from Barchester afber seeing 
his grandfather. It was not that he hegan to think that his 
father was right, hut that he almost perceived that it might he 
becoming in him to forgive some fault in his father. He had 
been implored to honour his father, and he was willing to do 
80, understanding that such honour must, to a certain degree, 
imply ohedience, — if it could he doue at no more than a 
moderate expense to his feelings. The threatened auctioneer 
was the cause of offence to his father, and he might see 
whether it would not he possible to have the sale postponed. 
There would, of course, he a pecuniary loss, and that in his 
diminished circumstances — ^he would still talk to himself of his 
diminished circumstances, — ^might he inconvenient. But so 
much he thought himself bound to endure on his father's behalf. 
At any rate, he would consult the auctioneer at Silverbridge. 

But he would not make any pause in the measures which 
he had proposed to himself as likely to he conducive to his 
marriage. As for Grace's pledge, such pledges from young 
ladies never went for anything. It was out of the question 
that she should be sacrificed, even though her father had 
taken the money. And, moreover, the very gist of the major's 
generosity was to consist in his marrying her whether the 
&ther were guilty or innocent. He understood that perfectly, 
and understood also that it was his duty to make his purpose 
in this respect known to Grace's family. He determined, 
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therefore, that he [would go over to Hoggkstock, and see 
Mr. Crawley before he saw the auctioneer. 

Hitherto Major Grantly had never even spoken to Mi. 
Orawlej. It may be remembered that the major wftB at the 
present moment one of the bailsmen for the dne appearance 
of Mr. Crawley before the judge, and that he had been present 
when the magistrates sat at the inn in Silverbridge. He 
therefore knew the man's presence, bnt except on that occasion 
he had never even seen his intended fatnre Mher-in-Iaw. 
From the moment when he had first allowed himself to think 
of Grace, he had desired, yet almost feared, to make acquaint- 
ance with the father ; but had been debarred from doing so by 
the peculiar position in which Mr. Crawley was placed. He 
had felt that it would be impossible to speak to the Mher of 
his affection for the daughter without any allusion to the 
coming trial ; and he did not know how such allusion could be 
made. Thinking of this, he had at different times almost 
resolved not to call at Hogglestock tiU the trial should be 
over. Then he would go there, let the result of the trial have 
been what it might. Bnt it had now become neoeseaiy for 
him to go on at once« His father had precipitated maftters by 
his appeal to Grace. He would appeal to Grace's father, and 
reach Grace through his influence. 

He drove over to Hogglestock, feeling himself to be any- 
thing but comfortable as he came near to the house. And 
when he did reach the spot he was somewhat disconcerted to 
find that another visitor was in the house before him. He pre- 
sumed this to be the case, because there stood a littld pony 
horse, — an anixmal which did ndt strongly reccmmiend itself to 
his instructeid eye, — ^attached by its rein to the palings. 1^ 
was a poor humble-lookiDg beast, whose knees had very 
become' acquainted with the hard and sharp stones of a 
mended highway. The blood was even now red tipon the wounds. 

" He'll never be much good again," said the majw to his 
servant. 

" That he won't, sir," said the man. " But I don't think 
he's been very much good for some time back." 
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" I shouldn't like to hare to ride Hm into Silverbridge,** 
said the major, descending from the gig, and instrncting his 
servant to move the horse and gig abont as long as he might 
remain within the honse. Then he walked across the little 
garden and knocked at the door. The door was immediately 
opened, and in the passage he found Mr. Crawley, and another 
clergyman whom the reader will recognize as Mr. Thnmble. 
Mr. Thnmble had come over to make arrangements as to the 
Sunday sernces and the parochial work, and had been very 
urgent in impressing on Mr. Crawley that the dnties were to 
be left entirely to himself. Hence had come some bitter 
words, in which Mr. Crawley, though no doubt he said the 
sharper things of the two, had not been able to vanquish his 
enemy so completely as he had done on former occasions. 

"There must be no interference, my dear sir,-— none 
whatever, if you please," Mr. Thumble had said. 

" There shall be none of which the bishop shall have 
reason to complain," Mr. Crawley had replied. 

" There must be none at all, Mr. Crawley, if you please. 
It is only on that understanding that I have consented to take 
the parish temporarily into my hands. Mrs. Crawley, I hope 
that there may be no mistake about the schools. It must be 
exactly as though I were residing on the spot." 

" Sir,*' said Mr. Crawley, very irate at this appeal to his 
wife, and speaking in 41 loud voice, '* do you misdoubt my 
word ; or do you think thai if I were minded to be M&e to 
yon, that I should be corrected in my falsehood by the firmer 
faith of my wife ? " 

** 1 meant nothing about falsehood^ -Mr. Crawley." 

" Having resigned this benefice for certain reasons of my 
own, with which I shall not trouble you, and acknowledging 
as I do,-«-and have done in writing under my hand' to the 
bishop, — the propriety of his lordship's interference in pro- 
viding for the services of the. parish till my successor . shall 
have been instituted, I shall, with what feelings of regret I 
need not say, leave you to the performance of your temporaiy 
duties," 
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^* That is all that I require, Mr. Crawley." 

'' Bat it is wholly mmecessary that you should instract me 
in mine." 

" The hishop especially desires " hegan Mr. ThumWe. 

Bat Mr. Crawley interrupted him instantly. 

*^ K the hishop has directed you to give me such instrne- 
tion, the hishop has heen much in error. I will submit to 
receive none from him through you, sir. If you please, sir, 
let there he an end of it ; " and Mr. Crawley waved his hand. 
I hope that the reader will conceive the tone of Mr. Crawley's 
voice, and will appreciate the aspect of his face, and will see 
the motion of his hand, as he spoke these latter words. 
Mr. Thumhle felt the power of the man so sensihly that he 
was unahle to carry on the contest. Though Mr. Crawley vas 
now hut a hroken reed, and was heneath his feet, yet Mr. 
Thumhle ackQowledged to himself that he could not hold his 
own in dehate with this hroken reed. But the words had been 
spoken, and the tone of the voice had died away, and the fire 
in the eyes had burned itself out hefore the moment of the 
major's arrival. Mr. Thumhle was now returning to his horse, 
and having enjoyed, — ^if he did enjoy, — ^his little trinmph 
about the parish, was hecoming unhappy at the future dangers 
that awaited him. Perhaps he was the more unhappy hecause 
it had heen proposed to him hy authorities at the palace that 
he should repeatedly ride on the same animal from Barchester 
to Hogglestock and hack. Mr. Crawley was in the act of 
replying to lamentations on this suhject, with his hand on the 
latch, when the major arrived — " I regret to say, sir, that I 
cannot assist you hy supplying any other steed." Then the 
major had knocked, and Mr. Crawley had at once opened 
the door. 

" You prohably do not rememher me, Mr. Crawley?" said 
the major. " I am Major Grantly." Mrs. Crawley, who 
heard these words inside the room, sprang up from her chair, 
and could hardly resist the temptation to rush into the 
passage. She too had barely seen Major Grantly ; and now 
the only hright gleam which appeared on her horizon depended 
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on his constancy under circumstances which would have justi- 
fied his inconstancy. But had he meant to be inconstant, 
surely he woiild never have come to Hogglestock 1 

"I remember you well, sir," said Mr. Crawley. " I am 
under no common obligation to you. You are at present one 
of my bailsmen.'* 

'* There's nothing in that," said the major. 

Mr. Thumble, who had caught the name of Grantly, took 
off his hat, which he had put on his head. He had not been 
particular in keeping off his hat before Mr. Crawley. But he 
knew very well that Archdeacon Grantly was a big man in 
the diocese ; and though the Grantlys and the Proudies were 
opposed to each other, still it might be well to take c^ his 
hat before any one who had to do with the big ones of the 
diocese. ** I hope your respected father is well, sir ? " said 
Mr. Thumble. 

"Pretty well, I thank you." The major stood close up 
against the wall of the passage, so as to allow room for 
Mr. Thumble to pass out. His business was one on which he 
could hardly begin to speak until the other visitor should have 
gone. Mr. Crawley was standing with the door wide open in 
his hand. He also was anxious to be rid of Mr. Thumble, — 
and was perhaps not so solicitous as a brother clergyman 
should have been touching the future £Eite of Mr. Thumble in 
the matter of the bishop's old cob. 

" Beally I don't know what to do as to getting upon him 
again," said Mr. Thumble. 

"K you will allow him to progress slowly," said Mr. 
Crawley, " he will probably travel with the greater safety." 

" I don't know what you call slow, Mr. Crawley. I was 
ever so much over two hours coming here from Barchester. 
He stumbled almost at every step." 

" Did he fall while you were on him ? " asked the major. 

" Indeed he did, sir. You never saw such a thing, M%jor 
Grantly. Look here." Then Mr. Thumble, turning round, 
showed that the rear portion of his clothes had not escaped 
without injury. 
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'' It was well he was not going fast, or yoa would ha^e 
come on to jour head," said Gxantly. 

'* It was a mercy/* said Thmnhle. '< But, sir, as it was, 
I came to the ground with much yiolence. It was on Spi^le- 
wick Hill, where the road is covered with loose stones. I see, 
sir, you have a gig and horse here, with a servant. Perhaps, 

as the circumstances are so very peculiar " Then Mr. 

Thumble stopped, and looked up into the major's £Eice with 
imploring eyes. But the major had no tenderness for such 
sufferings. '' I'm sorry to say that I am going quite the other 
way," he said. ** I am returning to Silverbridge." • 

Mr. Thumble hesitated, and then made a renewed request. 
*^ If you would not mind taking me to Silverbridge, I could 
get home from thence by railway ; and perhaps you would 
allow yx>ur servant to take the horse to Barehest^.'' 

Major Grantly was for a moment dumfounded. ^'The 
request is most unreasonable, sir," said Mr. Crawley. 

'' That is as M^jor Grantly pleases to Look at it," said 
Mr. Thumble. 

<< I am sorry to say that it is quite out of mj power," said 
the major. 

'< You ca^ surely walk, leading the beast, if you fear to 
mount him," said Mr. Crawley. . . « •• 

<< I shall do as I please about that," said Mr. Thun^e* 
<' And, Mr. Crawley, if you will have the kindness to leave 
things in the parish just as they are, — just as they are, I will 
be obliged to you. It is the bishop's wish that you Qhodd 
touch nothing." Mr. Thumble was by this time on the «tepi 
and Mr. Crawley instantly slammed the door. • • 

'< The gentleman is a clergyman from Barchester^" said 
Mr. Crawley, modestly folding his hands upon his breastt 
''whom the bishop has sent over here to take upon himself 
temporarily the services of the churchy and, as it appears, the 
duties also of the parish. I refrain from animadverting upon 
his Jordship's choice." 

*' And are. you leaving Hogglestock ? " . . ». ( * 

<< When I have found a shelter for my wife and children I 
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shall do so ; nay, peradventure, I must do so before any such 
shelter can be found. I shall proceed in thai matter as I am 
bid. I am one who can regard myself as no longer possessing 
the privilege of free action in anything. But while I have a 
room at your service, permit me to ask yon to enter it." Then 
Mr. Crawley motioned him in with his hand, and Major Grantly 
found himself in the presence of Mrs. Crawley and her ybtmger 
daughter. 

He looked at them both for a moment, and could trace 

much of the lines of that face which he loved so well. But 

the troubles of life had almost robbed the elder lady of her 

heanty ; and with the younger, the awkward thinness of the 

last years of feminine childhood had not yet given place to the 

folfilment of feminine grace. But the likeness in each was 

quite enough to make him feel that he ought to be at home in 

that room. He thought that he could love the woman as his 

mother, and the girl as his sister. He found it very difficult 

to begin any conversation in their presence, and yet it seemed 

to be his duty to begin. Mr. Crawley had marshalled him 

into the room, and having done so, stood aside near the door. 

Mrs. Crawley had received him very graciously, and having 

done so, seemed to be ashamed of her own hospitality. Poor 

hue had shrunk back into a distant comer, near the open 

standing desk at which she was accustomed to read Greek to 

her fisher, and, of course, could not be expected to speak. If 

Mug'or Grantly could have found himself alone with any one of 

the three, — ^nay, if he could have been there with any two, he 

could have opened his budget at once ; but, before all the 

&mily, he felt the difficulty of his situation. " Mrs. Crawley," 

said he, << I have been most anxious to make your acquaintance, 

uid I trust you will excuse the liberty I have taken in calling." 

'*I feel grateful to you, as I am sure does also my 

husband." 80 much she said, and then felt angry with herself 

for saying so much. Was she not expressing her strong hope 

that he might stand fast by her child, whereby the whole 

, Crawley family would gain so much, — and the Orantly family 

lose much,. in the same proportion ? 
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" Sir," said Mr. Crawley, " I owe you thanks, stall mi- 
expressed, in that you came forward, together with Mr. Bobarts 
of Framley, to satisfy the not nnnatural requisition of the 
magistrates before whom I was called upon to appear in the 
early winter. I know not why any one should haye Tentnred 
into such jeopardy on my account." 

*' There was no jeopardy, Mr. Crawley. Any one in the 
county would have done it." 

'< I know not that ; nor can I see that there was no 
jeopardy. I trust that I may assure you that there is no 
danger ; — ^none, I mean, to you. The danger to myself and 
those belonging to me is, alas, very urgent. The fiEtcts of mj 
position are pressing close upon me. Methinks I suffer more 
from the visit of the gentleman who has just departed &om me 
than from anything that has yet happened to me. And yet he 
is in his right ; — ^he is altogether in his right." 

*' No, papa ; he is not," said Jane, from her standing 
ground near the upright desk. 

** My dear," said her father, ** you should be silent on snch 
a subject. It is a matter hard to be understood in all its 
bearings, — even by those who are most conversant with them. 
But as to this we need not trouble Major Grantly." 

After that there was silence among them, and for a while 
it seemed as though there could be no approach to the subject 
on which Grantly had come thither to express himself 
Mrs. Crawley, in her despair, said something about the 
weather; and the major, trying to draw near the special 
subject, became bold enough to remark *' that he had had the 
pleasure of seeing Miss Crawley at Framley." *« Mrs. Robarts 
has been very kind," said Mrs. Crawley, ** very kind indeed. 
You can understand. Major Grantly, that this must be a Teiy 
sad house for any young person." '* I don't think it is at all 
sad," said Jane, still standing in the comer by the upiight 
desk. 

Then Mtgor Grantly rose from his seat and walked across 
to the girl and took her hand. ** You are so like your sister/' 
said he. << Your sister is a great friend of mine. She has 
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ofien spoken to me of yoa. I hope we shall be Mends some 
day." But Jane could make no answer to this, though she 
had been able to vindicate the general character of the house 
while she was left in her comer by herself. *'I wonder 
whether you would be angry with me," continued the major, 
'* if I told you that I wanted to speak a word to your father 
and mother alone ? '* To this Jane made no reply, but was 
out of the room almost before the words had reached the ears 
of her father and mother. Though she was only sixteen, and 
had as yet read nothing but Latin and Greek, — unless we are 
to count the twelve books of Euclid and Wood's Algebra, and 
sundry smaller exercises of the same description, — she under- 
stood, as well as any one then present, the reason why her 
absence was required. 

As she closed the door the major paused for a moment, 

expecting, or perhaps hoping, that the father or the mother 

would say a word. But neither of them had a word to say. 

They sat silent, and as though conscience-stricken. Here was 

a rich man come, of whom they had heard that he might 

probably wish to wed their daughter. It was manifest enough 

to both of them that no man could many into their family 

without subjecting himself to a heavy portion of that reproach 

and disgrace which was attached to them. But how was it 

possible that they should not care more for their daughter, — 

for their own flesh and blood, than for the incidental welfare of 

"US rich man ? As regarded the man himself they had heard 

everything that was good. Such a marriage was like the 

opening of paradise to their child. " Nil conscire sibi," said the 

^ther to himself, as he buckled on his armour for the flght. 

When he had waited for a moment or two the major began. 

" Mrs. Crawley," he said, addressing himself to the mother, 

I do not quite know how far you may be aware that I, — ^that 

1 have for some time been, — been acquainted with your eldest 

^^hter." 

''I have heard from her that she is acquainted with you," 
said Mrs. Crawley, almost panting with anxiety. 

** I may as well make a clean breast of it at once," said 
II. 17 
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the major, smiling, '' and say outright that I have come here 
to request your permission and her father's to ask her to be 
my wife/' Then he was silent, and for a few moments neilher 
Mr. nor Mrs. Crawley replied to him. She looked at her 
hnshand, and he gazed at the fire, and the smile died away 
firom the major's face, as he watched the solemnity of them 
hoth. . There was something almost forhidding in the peenliar 
gravity of Mr. Crawley's countenance when, as at present, 
something operated within him to cause him to express dissent 
from any proposition that was made to him. '^ I do not know 
how £Eir this may he altogether new to you, Mrs. Crawley," 
said the major, waiting for a reply. 

" It is not new to us," said Mrs. Crawley* 

** May I hope, then, that you will not disapprove ? " 

*' Sir," said Mr. Crawley, '* I am so placed hy the untoward 
circumstances of my life that I can hardly claim to exercise 
oyer my own daughter that authority which should belong to a 
parent." 

*^ My dear, do not say that,*' exclaimed Mrs. Crawley. 

'^ But I do say it. Within three weeks of this time I may 
he a prisoner, subject to the criminal laws of my country. At 
this moment I am without the power of earning bread for myself, 
or for my wife, or for my children. Major Grantly, you have 
even now seen the departure of the gentleman who has been 
sent here to take my place in this parish. I am, as it were, an 
outlaw here, and entitled neither to obedience nor respect 
from those who under other circumstances would be bound to 
give me both." 

'* Major Grantly," said the poor woman, " no husband or 
father in the county is more closely obeyed or more thoroughly 
respected and loved." 

'' I am sure of it," said the major. 

<<A11 this, however, matters nothing," continued Mr. 
Crawley, ** and all speech on such homely matters woqM 
amount to an impertinence before you, sir, were it not that 
you have hinted at a purpose of connecting yourself at some 
future time with this unfortunate £unily." 
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" I meant to be plain-spoken, Mr. Crawley." 

"I did not mean to insinuate, sir, that there was anght of 
reticence in your words, so contrived that yon might fisdl back 
upon the vagneness of your expression for protection, should 
yon hereafter see fit to change your purpose. I should have 
wronged you much by such a suggestion. I rather was minded 
to make known to you that I,— or, I should rather say, we,*' 
and Mr. Crawley pointed to his wife, — ** shall not accept your 
plainness of speech as betokening aught beyond a conceived 
idea in furtherance of which you have thought it expedient to 
make certain inquiries." 

" I don't quite follow you," said the major. ** But what I 
want you to do is to give me your consent to visit your 
daughter ; and I want Mrs. Crawley to write to Grace and 
tell her that it's all right." Mrs. Crawley was quite sure that 
it was all right, and was ready to sit down and write the letter 
that moment, if her husband would permit her to do so. 

''I am sorry that I have not been explicit," said Mr» 
Crawley, " but I will endeavour to make myself more plainly 
intelligible. My daughter, sir, is so circumstanced in refer- 
ence to her father, that I, as her &,ther and as a gentleman, 
cannot encourage any man to make a tender to her of his 
hand." 

" But I have made up my mind about all that." 

'' And I, sir, have made up mine. I dare not tell my girl 
that I think she will do well to place her hand in yours. A 
lady, Tfhen she does that, should feel at least that her hand is 
clean." 

*' It is the cleanest and the sweetest and the fairest hand 
in Barsetshire," said the major. Mrs. Crawley could not 
restrain herself, but running up to him, took his hand in hers 
uid kissed it. 

" There is unfortunately a stain, which is vicarial," begax 
^* Crawley, sustaining up to that point his voice with Eoma\ 
fortitude, — ^with a fortitude which would have been Roman 
Iwd it not at that moment broken down under the pressure of 
hmnan feeling. Hie could keep it up no longer, but continued 
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his speech with broken sobs, and with a voice altogether 
changed in its tone, — ^rapid now, whereas it had before been 
slow, — natural, whereas it had hitherto been affected, — Shaman, 
whereas it had hitherto been Boman. ** Major Grantly," he 
said, '* I am sore beset ; but what can I say to yon ? My 
darling is as pure as the light of day, — only that she is soiled 
with my imparity. She is fit to grace the house of the best 
gentleman in England, had I not made her unfit/* 

*^ She shall grace mine," said the major. ** By God, she 
shall ! — to-morrow, if she'll have me." Mrs. Crawley, who 
was standing beside him, again raised his hand and kissed it. 

*' It may not be so. As I began by saying, — or rather 
strove to say, for I have been overtaken by weakness, and 
cannot speak my mind, — ^I cannot claim authority over my 
child as would another man. How can I exercise authority 
from between a prison's bars 9 " 

''•She would obey your slightest wish," said Mrs. Crawley. 

'' I could express no wish," said he. *' But I know my 
girl, and I am sure that she will not consent to take infiEimy 
with her into the house of the man who loves her." 

" There will be no infamy," said the major. "Infamy! 
I tell you that I shall be proud of the connexion." 

** You, sir, are generous in your prosperity. We will 
strive to be at least just in our adversity. My wife and 
children are to be pitied, — because of the husband and tbe 
father." 

" No 1 " said Mrs. Crawley. " I will not hear that said 
without denying it." 

" But they must take their lot as it has been given to 
them," continued he. " Such a position in life as that which 
you have proposed to bestow upon my child would be to her, 
as regards human affairs, great elevation. And from what 1 
have heard, — I may be permitted to add also from what I now 
learn by personal experience, — such a marriage would be laden 
with fair promise of future happiness. But if you ask my 
mind, I think that my child is not free to make it. Yon, sir, 
have many relatives, who are not in love, as you are, all of 
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whom wonld be affected by the stain of my disgrace. You 
have a daughter, to whom all your solicitude is due. No one 
should go to your house as your second wife who cannot feel 
that she will serve your child. My daughter would feel that 
she was bringing an injury upon the babe. I cannot bid her 
do this, — and I will not. Nor do I believe that she would do 
so if I bade her." Then he turned his chair round, and sat 
with his face to the wall, wiping away the tears with a tattered 
handkerchief. 

Mrs. Crawley led the major away to the further window, 
and there stood looking up into his &ce. It need hardly be 
said that they also were crying. Whose eyes could have been 
dry after such a scene, upon hearing such words ? ^* You had 
better go," said Mrs Crawley. ** Iknow him so well. You had 
better go." 

"Mrs. Crawley," he said, whispering to her, "if I ever 
desert her, may all that I love desert me ! But you will help 
me?" 

" You would want no help, were it not for this trouble." 

''But you will help me?" 

Then she paused a moment. " I can do nothing," she said, 
" but what he bids me." 

'* You will trust me, at any rate ? " said the major. 

"I do trust you," she replied. Then he went without 
saying a word further to Mr. Crawley. As soon as he was 
gone, the wife went over to her husband, and put her arm 
gently round his neck as he was sitting. For a while the 
btisband took no notice of his wife's caress, but sat motionless, 
With his face still turned to the wall. Then she spoke to him 
a word or two, telling him that their visitor was gone. ** My 
child ! " he said, " My poor child I my darling ! She has 
lotmd grace in this man's sight ; but even of that has her 
father robbed her ! The Lord has visited upon the children 
tbe sins of the father, and will do so to the third and fourth 
generation." 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE TRAGEDY IN HOOK COUBT. 

Conway Dalbtmple had hurried out of the room in Mrs. 
Broughton's hoase in which he had been painting Jael 
Sisera, thinking that it wonld be better to meet an angiy 
perhaps tipsy husband on the stairs, than it would be either to 
wait for him till he should make his way into his wife's room, 
or to hide away from him with the yiew of escaping aliogetber 
from so disagreeable an encounter. He had no fear of the man. 
He did not think that there would be any violence, — ^nor,as 
regarded himself, did he much care if there was to be violence. 
But he felt that he was bound, as far as it might be possible, 
to screen the poor woman from the ill effects of her husband's 
temper and condition. He was, therefore, prepared to stop 
Broughton on the stairs, and to use some force in arresting 
him on his way, should he find the man to be really intoxicated. 
But he had not descended above a stair or two before hems 
aware that the man below him, whose step had been heard in 
the hall, was not intoxicated, and that he was not Doik 
Broughton. It was Mr. Musselboro. 

** It is you, is it ? " said Conway. ** I thought it was 
Broughton.*/ Then he looked into the man's face and saw that 
he was ashy pale. All that appearance of low-bred janntiness 
which used to belong to him seemed to have been washed out 
of him. His hair had forgotten to curl, his gloves had been 
thrown aside, and even his trinkets were out of sight. " ^^ 
has happened?" said Conway. "What is the matter? 
Something is wrong." Then it occurred to him that Mussel- 
boro had been sent to the house to tell the wife of the 
husband's ruin. 

" The servant told me that I should find you upstairs," 
said Musselboro. 

** Yes ; I have been painting here. For some time past I 
have been doing a picture of Miss Van Siever. Mrs. Tan 
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Siever has been here to-day." ConWay thought that' this 
information would produce some strong effect on Clara's pro- 
posed husband ; but he did not seem to regard the matter of 
the picture nor the mention of Miss Van Siever*s name. 

" She knows nothing of it ? " said he. ** She doesn't 
know yet ? " 

"Know what?" asked Conway. "She knows that her 
husband has lost money." 

"Bobbs has— destroyed himself." 

"What!" 

" Blew his brains out this morning just inside the entrance 
at Hook Court. The horror of drink was on him, and he stood 
JQst in the pathway and shot himself. Bangles was standing 
at the top of their vaults and saw him do it. I don't think 
Bangles will ever be a man again. Lord ! I shall never 
get over it myself. The body was there when I went in." 
Then Musselboro sank back against the wall of the staircase, 
and stared at Dalrymple as though he still saw before him the 
terrible sight of which he had just spoken. 

Dalrymple seated himself on the stairs and strove to bring 
his mind to bear on the tale which he had just heard. What 
was he to do, and how was that poor woman upstairs to be 
informed ? " Yoiji came here intending to tell her ? " he said, 
i^ a whisper. He feared every moment that Mrs. Broughton 
would appear on the stairs, and learn from a word or two what 
Jiad happened without any hint to prepare her for the 
<!atastrophe. 

" I thought you would be here. I knew you were doing 
the picture. He knew it. He had a letter to say so, — one of 
those anonymous ones." 

" But that didn't influence him ? " 

" I don't think it was that," said Musselboro. " He 
meant to have had it out with her; but it wasn't that as 
brought this about. Perhaps you didn't know that he was 
elean mined ? " 

" She had told me." 
" Then she knew it ? " 
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** Oh, yes ; she knew that. Mrs. Van Siever had told 
her. Poor creature I How are we to break this to her ? " 

"You and she are very thick," said Musselboro. "I 
suppose you'll do it best." By this time they were in tbe 
drawing-room, and the door was closed. Dalrymple had put 
his hand on the other man's arm, and had led him downstairs, 
out of reach of hearing from the room above. " You'll tell 
her, — ^won't you ? " said Musselboro. Then Dalrymple tried 
to think what loving female friend there was who could break 
the news to the unfortunate woman. He knew of the Yao 
Sievers, and he knew of the Demolines, and he almost knew 
that there was no other woman within reach whom he was 
entitled to regard as closely connected with Mrs. Bronghton. 
He was well aware that the anonymous letter of which 
Musselboro had just spoken had come from Miss Demolines, 
and he could not go there for sympathy and assistance. Nor 
could he apply to Mrs. Van Siever after what had passed this 
morning. To Clara Van Siever he would have applied, but 
that it was impossible he should reach Clara except through 
her mother. ** I suppose I had better go to her," he said, 
after a while. And then he went, leaving Musselboro in the 
drawing-room. " I'm so bad with it,'' said Musselboro, "that 
I really don't know how I shall ever go up that court again." 

Conway Dalrymple made his way up the stairs with very 
slow steps, and as he did so he could not but think seriously of 
the nature of his friendship with this woman, and could not but 
condemn himself heartily for the folly and iniquity of his ova 
conduct. Scores of times he had professed his love to her with 
half-expressed words, intended to mean nothing, as he said to 
himself when he tried to excuse himself, but enough to tnn 
her head, even if they did not reach her heart. Now, this 
woman was a widow, and it came to be his duty to tell her 
that she was so. What if she should claim from him now the 
love which he had so often proffered to her ! It was not that 
he feared that she would claim anything from him at this 
moment, — ^neither now, nor to-morrow, nor the next day,— but 
the agony of the present meeting would produce others in 
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which there would be some tenderness mixed with the agony ; 
and so from one meeting to another the thing would progress. 
Daliymple knew well enough how such things might progress. 
But in this danger before him, it was not of himself that he 
was thinking, but of her. How could he assist her at such a 
time without doing her more injury than benefit ? And, if he 
did not assist her, who would do so ? He knew her to be 
heartless ; but even heartless people have hearts which can be 
touched and almost broken by certain sorrows. Her heart 
would not be broken by her husband's death, but it would 
become very sore if she were utterly neglected. He was now 
at the door, with his hand on the lock, and was wondering why 
she should remain so long within without making herself 
heard. Then he opened it, and found her seated in a 
lounging-chair, with her back to the door, and he could see 
that she had a volume of a novel in her hand. He understood 
it all. She was pretending to be indifferent to her husband*s 
return. He walked up to her, thinking that she would 
recognize his step ; but she made no sign of turning towards 
him. He saw the motion of her hair over the back of the 
chair as she affected to make herself luxuriously comfortable. 
She was striving to let her husband see that she cared nothing 
for him, or for his condition, or for his jealousy, if he were 
jealous, — or even for his ruin. " Mrs. Broughton,** he said, 
when he was close to her. Then she jumped up quickly, and 
turned round, facing him. " Where is Dobbs ? '* she said. 
" Where is Broughton ? " 

" He is not here." 

"He is in the house, for I heard him. Why have you come 
back ? " 

Dalrymple's eye fell on the tattered canvas, and he thought 
of the doings of the past month. He thought of the picture of 
three Graces, which was hanging in the room below, and he 
thoroughly wished that he had never been introduced to the 
Broughton establishment. How was he to get through his 
present difficulty ? ** No," said he, ** Broughton did not come. 
It was Mr. Musselboro whose steps you heard below." 
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" What is he here for? What is he doing herd ? Where 
is Dobbs ? Conway, there is something the matter. He bs 
gone off 1 '* 

" Yes ; — ^he has gone oflf." 

" The coward ! " 

'' No ; he was not a coward ; — ^not in that way." 

The nse of the past tense, nnintentional as it had hem, 
told the story to the woman at onee. " He is dead," she said. 
Then he took both her hands in his, and looked into her &e6 
without speaking a word. And she gazed at him with fixed 
eyes, and rigid month, while the quick coming breath just 
moved the cnrl of her nostrils^ It occurred to him at tbe 
moment that he had never before seen her so irhoDj 
unaffected, and had never before observed that she was so 
totally deficient in all the elements of real beauty. She was 
the first to speak again. <' Conway," she said, '* tell it me all. 
Why do you not speak to me ? " 

*' There is notiiing further to tell," said he. 

Then she dropped his hands and walked away from him to 
the window, and stood there looking out upon the staccoed 
turret of a huge house that stood opposite. As she did so she 
was employing herself in counting the windows. Her mind 
was paralysed by the blow, and she knew not how to make any 
exertion with it for any purpose. Everything was ehanged 
with her, — and was changed in such a way that she conld 
make no guess as to her future mode of life. She vas 
suddenly a widow, a pauper, and utterly desolate, — ^while the 
only person in the whole world that she really liked was standing 
close to her. But in the midst of it all she counted the windows 
of the house opposite. Had it been possible for her she would 
have put her mind altogether to sleep. 

He let her stand for a few minutes and then joined her 
at the window. '' My friend," he said, '' what shall I do 
for you ? " 

" Do ? " she said. ** What do you mean by — doing ? " 

'' Come and sit down and let me talk to you," he replied. 
Then he led her to the sofJEi, and as she seated herself I donM 
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whether she had not ahnost forgotten that her hnsband was 
dead. 

« 'What a pity it was to cnt it np/' she said, pointing to the 
rags of Jael and Sisera. 

"Never mind the picture now. Dreadful as it is, you 
must allow yourself to think of him for a few minutes.** 

** Think of what ! . (rod 1 yes. Conway, you must tell 
me what to do. Was eyerything gone ? It isn't about myself. 
I don't mind about myself. I wish it was me instead of him. 
I do. I do." 

** No wishing is of any avail.*' 

" But, Conway, how did it happen ? Bo you think it is 
true ? That man would say anything to gain his object. Is 
he here now ? '* 

" I believe he is here still.** 

" I won't see him. Eemember that. Nothing on earth 
shall make me see him.** 

" It may be necessary, but I do not think it will be ; — at 
any rate not yet." 

^^ I will never see him. I believe that he has murdered 
my husband. I do. I feel sure of it. Now I think of it I 
am quite sure of it. And he will murder you too ; — about 
that girl. He will. I tell you I know the man.'* Dalrymple 
fiimply shook his head, smiling sadly. ** Very well ! you will 
see. But, Conway, how do you know that it is true ? Do 
you believe it yourself?*' 

" I do believe it.** 

** And how did it happen ? '* 

** He could not bear the ruin that he had brought upon 
^self and you.** 

** Then ; — then ** She went no further in her speech ; 

hut Dalrymple assented by a slight motion of his head, and 
she had been informed sufficiently that her husband had 
perished by his own hand. ** What am I to do ? " she said. 
* Oh, Conway ; you must tell me. Was there ever so 
miserable a Woman I Was it ^poison ? " 

He got up and walked quickly across the room and back 
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again to the place where she was sitting. " Never mind about 
that now. Yon shall know all that in time. Do not ask any 
questions about that. If I were yon I think I would go to bed. 
You will be better there than up, and this shock will make yon 
sleep." 

** No," she said. " I will not go to bed. How shonld I 
know that that man would not come to me and kill me ? I 
believe he murdered Dobbs ; — ^I do. You are not going to 
leave me, Conway ? " 

** I think I had better, for a while. There are things wliicli 
should be done. Shall I send one of the women to yon ? " 

*' There is not one of them that cares for me in the least. 
Oh, Conway, do not go ; not yet. I will not be left alone 
in the house with him. You will be very cruel if you go and 
leave me now, — when you have so often said that you, — ^that 
you, — ^that you were my friend." And now, at last, she 
began to weep. 

" I think it will be best," he said, " that I should go to 
Mrs. Van Siever. If I can manage it I will get Clara to come 
to you." 

** I do not want her," said Mrs. Broughton. " She is a 
heartless cold creature, and I do not want to have her near 
me. My poor husband was ruined among them; — yes, 
ruined among them. It has all been done that she may marry 
that horrid man and live here in this house. I have known 
ever so long that he has not been safe among them." 

** You need fear nothing from Clara," said Daliymple, with 
some touch of anger in his voice. 

** Of course you will say so. I can understand that very well. 
And it is natural that you should wish to be with her. Fray go." 

Then he sat beside her, and took her hand, and endeavoured 
to speak to her so seriously, that she herself might become 
serious, and if it might be possible, in some degree contempla- 
tive. He told her how necessary it was that she should have 
some woman near her in her trotfble, and explained to her 
that as far as he knew her female friends, there would be no 
one who would be so considerate with her as Clara Van Siever. 
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She at one time mentioned the name of Miss Demolines ; bat 
Daliymple altogether opposed the notion of sending for that 
ladj, — expressing his opinion that the amiable Madalina had 
done all in her power to create quarrels both between Mrs. 
Broughton and her husband and between Dobbs Broughton 
and Mrs. ¥an Siever. And he spoke his opinion very fully 
about Miss Demolines. *' And yet you liked her once/' said 
Mrs. Broughton. ** I never liked her/' said Dalrymple with 
energy. << Bat all that matters nothing now. Of course you 
can send for her if you please ; but I do not think her trust- 
worthy, and I will not willingly come in contact with her." 
Then Mrs. Broughton gave him to understand that of course 
she must give way, but that in giving way she felt herself 
to be submitting to that ill-usage which is the ordinary lot of 
women, and to which she, among women, had been specially 
Bnbjected. She did not exactly say as much, fearing that if 
she did he would leave her altogether ; but that was the gist 
of her plaints and wails, and final acquiescence. 

** And you are going ? " she said, catching hold of his arm. 
"I will employ myself altogether and only about your 
a&irs, till I see you again." 
" But I want you to stay." 

** It would be madness. Look here ; — ^lie down till Clara 
comes or till I return. Do not go beyond this room and your 
own. If she cannot come this evening I will return. Good-by 
now. I will see the servants as I go out, and tell them what 
ought to be told." 

** Oh, Conway," she said, clutching hold of him again, <* I 
Ww that you despise me." 

*' I do not despise you, and I will be as good a friend to 
you as I can. God bless you." Then he went, and as he 
descended the stairs he could not refrain from telling himself 
that he did in truth despise her. 

His first object was to find Musselboro, and to dismiss that 
gentleman from the house. For though he himself did not 
attribute to Mrs. Van Siever's favourite any of those terrible 
crimes and potentialities for crime with which Mrs. Dobbs 
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Bronghton had inyested hiniy still he thought it ifeasonable 
that the poor woman upstairs should not be subjected to the 
necessity of either seeing him or hearing him. But Mussel- 
boro had gone, and Dalrjmple could not learn from the head 
woman-servant whom he saw, whether before going he had told 
to any one in the house the tale of the catastrophe which had 
happened in the City. Servants are wonderful actors, looking 
often as though they knew nothing when they know everything, 
— as though they understood nothing, when- they understand 
all. Dalrymple made known all that was necessary, and the 
discreet upper servant listened to the tale with a proper amount 
of awe and horror and commiseration. '< Shot hisself in the 
City ; — laws ! You'll excuse me, sir, but we all know*d as 
master was coming to no good." But she promised to do her 
best with her mistress, — and kept her promise. It is seldom 
that servants are not good in such straits as that. 

From Mrs. Broughton's house Dalrymple went directly to 
Mrs. Van Siever's, and learned that Musselboro had been there 
about half an hour before, and had then gone off in a cab with 
Mrs. Van Siever. It was now nearly four o'clock in the after- 
noon, and no one in the house knew when Mrs. Van Siever 
would be back. Miss Van Siever was out, and had been oat 
when Mr. Musselboro had called, but was expected in every 
minute. Conway therefore said that he would call again, and 
on returning found Clara alone. She had not then heard a 
word of the fate of Dobbs Bronghton. Of course she would go 
at once to Mrs. Bronghton, and if necessary stay with her 
during the night. She wrote a line at once to her mother, 
saying where she was, and went across to Mrs. Bronghton 
leaning on Dalrymple's arm. ** Be good to her," said Conway, 
as he left her at the door. '' I will," said Clara. " I will he 
as kind as my nature will allow me." '' And remember," said 
Conway, whispering into her ear as he pressed her hand at 
leaving her, ** that you are all the world to me." It was 
perhaps not a proper time for an expression of love, but Clara 
Van Siever forgave the impropriety. 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

MISS VAN SIEVER MAKES HER CHOICE. 

Claba Van Sieves did stay all that night with Mrs. Bronghton. 
In the course of the evening she received a note from her 
mother, in which she was told to come home to hreakfast. 
" You can go hack to her afterwards," said Mrs. Van Siever ; 
" and I will see her myself in the course of the day, if she will 
let me.** The note was written on a scrap 6f paper, and had 
neither beginning nor end ; but this was after the manner of 
Mrs. Van Siever, and Clara was not in the least hurt or sur- 
prised. " My mother will come to see you after breakfast," 
said Clara, as she was taking her leave. 

'' Oh, goodness ! And what shall I say to her ? " 

" You will have to say very little. She will speak to you." 

"I suppose everything belongs to her now," said Mrs. 
Bronghton. 

''I know nothing about that. I never do know anything 
of mamma's money matters." 

*' Of course she'll turn me out. I do not mind a bit about 
that, — only I hope shell let me have some mourning." Then 
she made Clara promise that she would return as soon as 
possible, having in Clara's presence overcome all that feeling 
of dislike which she had expressed to Conway Dalrymple. 
Mrs. Bronghton was generally affectionate to those who were 
near to her. Had Musselboro forced himself into her pre- 
sence, she would have become quite confidential with him 
before he left her. 

" Mr. Musselboro will be here directly," said Mrs. Van 
Siever, as she was starting for Mrs. Broughton's house. '' You 
had better tell him to come to me there ; or, stop, — ^perhaps 
you had better keep him here till I come back. Tell him to 
be sure and wait for me." 

'' Very well, mamma. I suppose he can wait below ? " 
"Why should he wait below?" said Mrs. Van Sidver^ 
Tery angrily. 
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Clara had made the oncoarteons proposition to her mother 
with the express intention of making it understood that slie 
would have nothing to say to him. ** He can come upstairs if 
he likes it," said Clara ; ** and I will go up to mj room." 

** If you fight shy of him, miss, you may remember this,— 
that you will fight shy of me at the same time." 

'< I am sorry for that, mamma, for I shall certainly fight 
shy of Mr. Musselhoro." 

''You can do as you please. I can*t force you, audi 
shan't try. But I can make your life a burden to you, and 
I will. What's the matter with the man that he isn't good 
enough for you ? He's as good as any of your own people ever 
was. I hate your new-fangled airs, — ^with pictures painted on 
the sly, and all the rest of it. I hate such ways. See what 
they have brought that wretched man to, and the poor fool his 
wife. If you go and marry that painter, some of these days 
you'll be very much like what Ehe is. Only I doubt whether 
he has got courage enough to blow his brains out." With 
these comfortable words, the old woman took herself off, leaving 
Clara to entertain her lover as best she might choose. 

Mr. Musselhoro was not long in coming, and, in accordaoee 
with Mrs. Van Siever's implied directions to her daughter, was 
shown up into the drawing-room. Clara gave him her mother's 
message in a very few words. ** I was expressly told, sir, to 
ask you to stop, i£ it is not inconvenient, as she very mach 
wants to see you." Mr. Musselhoro declared that of course he 
would stop. He was only too happy to have an opportonitj 
of remaining in such delightful society. As Clara answered 
nothing to this, he went on to say that he hoped that the me- 
lancholy occasion of Mrs. Van Siever's visit to Mrs. Broughton 
might make a long absence necessary, — he did not, indeed, 
care how long it might be. He had recovered now from that 
paleness, and that want of gloves and jewellery which had 
befallen him on the previous day immediately after the sight 
he had seen in the City. Clara made no answer to the last 
speech, but, puttmg some things together in her work-basket, 
prepared to leave the room. ** 1 hope you are not going to 



MISS VAN SIEYEB HAKES HEB CHOICE. 278 

leave me ? " he said, in a voice that was intended to convey 
much of love, and something of melancholy. 

" I am so shocked by what has happened, Mr. Masselboro, 
that I am altogether unfit for conversation. I was with poor 
Mrs. Bronghton last night, and I shall return to her when 
mamma comes home.'' 

" It is sad, certainly ; but what was there to be expected ? 
If you'd only seen how he used to go on." To this Clara 
made no answer. ** Don't go yet," said he ; ** there is some- 
thing that I want to say to you. There is, indeed." 

Clara Van Siever was a young woman whose presence of 
mind rarely deserted her. It occurred to her now that she 
mnst undergo on some occasion the nuisance of a direct offer 
from this man, and that she could have no better oppor- 
tunity of answering him after her own fashion than the 
present. Her mother was absent, and the field was her own. 
And, moreover, it was a point in her favour that the tragedy 
which had so lately occurred, and to which she had just now 
allnded, would give her a fair excuse for additional severity. 
At snch a moment no man could, she told herself, be justified 
in making an offer of his love, and therefore she might rebuke 
him with the less remorse. I wonder whether the last words 
which Conway Dalrymple had spoken to her stung her con- 
science as she thought of this ! She had now reached the 
door, and was standing close to it. As Mr. Musselboro did 
not at once begin, she encouraged him. ** If you have any- 
thing special to tell me, of course I will hear you," she said. 

** Miss Clara," he began, rising from his chair, and coming 
into the middle of the room, ** I think you know what my 
wishes are." Then he put his hand upon his heart. *^ And 
your respected mother is the same way of thinking. It's that 
that emboldens me to be so sudden. Not but what my heart 
has been yours and yours only all along, before the old lady so 
much as mentioned it." Clara would give him no assistance, 
not even the aid of a negative, but stood there quite passive, 
with her hand on the door. *' Since I first had the plea- 
enre of seeing you I have always said to myself, ' Augustus 
II. 18 
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Masselboro, that is the woman for yon, if yon can only win her.' 
Bnt then there was so mnch against me, — ^wasn't there ? " 
She wonld not even take advantage of this by assoring him 
that there certainly always had been mnch against him, bat 
allowed him to go on till he shonld rnn ont all the length of 
his tether. '* I mean, of course, in the way of money," he 
continued. '* I hadn't mnch that I could call my own when 
your respected mamma first allowed me to become acquainted 
with you. But it's different now ; and I think I may say that 
I^m all right in that respect. Poor Broughton's going in this 
way will make it a deal smoother to me ; and I may say that I 
and your mamma will be all in all to each other now ahont 
money." Then he stopped. 

'< I don't quite understand what you mean by all this," 
said Clara. 

** I mean that there isn't a more devoted fellow in all 
London than what I am to you." Then he was about to go 
down on one knee, but it occurred to him that it would not h 
.•convenient to kneel to a lady who would stand quite close to 
the door. *^ One and one, if they're put together well, will 
often make more than two, and so they shall with us," said 
Musselboro, who began to feel that it might be expedient to 
throw a little spirit into his words. 

** If you have done," said Clara, "you may as well hear 
me for a minute. And I hope you will have sense to under- 
stand that I really mean what I say." 

''I hope you will remember what are your mamma's 
wishes." 

" Mamma's wishes have no influence whatsoever with me 
in such matters as this. Mamma's arrangements with yon are 
for her own convenience, and I am not a party to them. I do 
not know anything about mamma's money, and I do not want 
to know. But under no possible circumstances will I consent 
.to become your wife. Nothing that mamma could say or do 
would induce me even to think of it. I hope you will be ma& 
enough. to take this for an answer, and say nothing mo^ 
.about it." 
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'.'But, Miss Clara- 
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'4t's no good yonr Miss Glaraizig me, sir. What I have 
said you may be sure I mean. . Good-morniag, sir.'* Then 
she opened the door, and left him. 

" By Jove, she i^ a Tartar/' said Musselboro to himself, 
when he was alone. " They're both Tartars, but the younger 
is the worse.'.' Then he began to speculate whether Fortune 
was not doing the best for him in so arranging that he might 
have the use of the Tartar-mother's money without binding 
himself to endure for life the Tartar qualities of the daughter. . 

It bad been understood that Clara was to wait at home till 
her mother .should return before she again went across to 
Mrs. Broughion. At about eleven Mrs. Van Siever cam-e in, 
and her daughter intercepted her at the dining-room door 
before she had made her way upstairs to Mr. Musselboro. 
^'How is she, mamma?" said Clara with something of 
hypocrisy in her assumed interest for Mrs. Broughton. 

" She is an idiot," said Mrs. Van Siever. 

'^ She has had a terrible misfortune ! " 

'' That is no reason why she should be an idiot ; and she 
is heartless too. She never, cared a bit for him ; — ^not a bit." 

^^ He was a man whom it was impossible to care for much. 
I will go to her now, mamma." 

" Where is Musselboro ? " 

"He is upstairs." 

"Well?" 

"Mamma, that is quite out of the question. Quite. I 
would not marry him to save myself from starving." 

" You do not know what starving is yet, my dear. Tell 
me the truth at once. Are you engaged to that painter? " 
Clara paused a moment before she answered, not hesitating as 
to the expediency of telling her mother any truth on the matter 
^ question, but doubting what the truth might really be. 
Could she say that she was engaged to Mr. Dalrymple, or 
<^ould she say that she was not ? **I£ you tell me a lie, miss, 
I'll have you put out of the house." 

" I certainly shall not tell you a lie. Mr. Dalrymple has 
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asked me to be his wife, and I have made him no answer. If 
he asks me again I shall accept him.'* 

'*Then I order yon not to leave this house/' said 
Mrs. Van Siever. 

" Snrely I may go to Mrs. Bronghton ? " 

''I order yon not to leave this house," said Mrs. Yu 
Siever again, — and thereupon she stalked out of the dinisg- 
room and went upstairs. Clara had been standing with her 
bonnet on, ready dressed to go out, and the mother made no 
attempt to send the daughter up to her room. That she did 
not expect to be obeyed in her order may be inferred from the 
first words which she spoke to Mr. Musselboro. " She ha 
gone off to that man now. You are no good, Musselboro, at 
this kind of work." 

** You see, Mrs. Van, he had the start of me so mnch. 
And then being at the West End, and all that, gives a msn 
such a standing with a girl 1 " 

*' Bother ! " said Mrs. Van Siever, as her quick ear canght 
the sound of the closing hall-door. Clara had stood a minate 
or two to consider, and then had resolved that she wooU 
disobey her mother. She tried to excuse her own condnet to 
her own satisfaction as she went. '* There are some things/' 
she said, '' which even a daughter cannot hear from her 
mother. If she chooses to close the door against me, she ' 
must do so." I 

She found Mrs. Bronghton still in bed, and could not 
but agree with her mother that the woman was both silij 
and heartless. 

** Your mother says that everything must be sold Ji^/'su^ 
Mrs. Bronghton. 

** At any rate you would hardly choose to remain here, J 
said Clara. 

** But I hope she'll let me have my own things. A greit 
many of them are altogether my own. I know there's a lat 
that a woman may have her own things, even though her 
husband has, — done what poor Dobbs did. And I think sbs 
was hard upon me about the mourning. They never do mioii 
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giying credit for such things as that, and though there is a hill 
dne to Mrs. Morell now, she has had a deal of Dobbs's money." 
Clara promised her that she should have mourning to her heart's 
content. << I will see to that myself," she said. 

Presently there was a knock at the door, and the discreet 
kead-serrant beckoned Clara out of the room. ** You are not 
going away 7 " said Mrs. Broughton. Clara promised her that 
she would not go without coming back again. ** He will be 
here soon, I suppose, and perhaps you had better see him ; 
though, for the matter of that, perhaps you had better not, 
hecanse he is so much cut up about poor Dobbs." The servant 
had come up to tell Clara that the *' he " in question was at the 
present moment waiting for her belowstairs. 

The first words which passed between Dalrymple and Clara 
had reference to the widow. He told her what he had learned 
in the City, — that Broughton's property had never been great, 
and that his personal liabilities at the time of his death were 
supposed to be small. But he had fallen lately altogether into 
the hands of Musselboro, who, though penniless himself in the 
way of capital, was backed by the money of Mrs. Van Siever. 
There was no doubt that Broughton had destroyed himself in 
the manner told by Musselboro, but the opinion in the City was 
that he had done so rather through the effects of drink than 
because of his losses. As to the widow, Dalrymple thought 
that Mrs. Van Siever, or nominally, perhaps, Musselboro, 
i^ght be induced to settle an annuity on her, if she would 
give up everything quietly. " I doubt whether your mother is 
not responsible for everything Broughton owed when he died, 
—for everything, that is, in the way of business ; and if so, 
^s. Broughton will certainly have a claim upon the estate." 
It occurred to Dalrymple once or twice that he was talking to 
Chira about Mrs. Van Siever as though he and Clara were 
more closely bound together than were Clara and her mother ; 
but Clara seemed to take this in good part, and was as 
solicitous as was he himself in the matter of Mrs. Broughton's 
interest. 

Then the discreet head-servant knocked and told them that 
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Mrs. Bronghton was reiy anzions to see Mr. Dalrymple, bnt 
that Miss Van Siever was cm no accoant to go away. She 
was np, and in her dressing-gown, and had gone into the 
sitting-room. " I will come directly,'* said Dahymple, and 
the discreet head- servant retired. 

** Clara," said Conway, " I do not know when I may hare 
another chance of asking for an answer to my question. Yon 
heard my question ? " 

" Yes, I heard it." 

** And will yon answer it ? " 

'< If you wish it, I will." 

'< Of conrse I wish it. You understood what I said ipos 
the doorstep yesterday ? " 

'< I don't think much of that; men say those things so 
often. What you said before was serious, I suppose ? " 

<* Serious ! Heavens ! do you think that I am joking? " 

** Mamma wants me to marry Mr. Musselboro." 

**' He is a vulgar brute. It would be impossible." 

*' It is impossible ; but mamma is Tery obstinate. I bave 
no fortune of my own, — not a shilling. She told me to-day 
that she would turn me into the street. She forbade me to 
come here, thinking I should meet you ; but I came, because 
I had promised Mrs. Bronghton. I am sure that she i^ 
never give me one shilling." 

Dalrymple paused for a moment. It wa& certainly ^ 
that he had regarded .Clara Van Siever as an heiress, and hftd 
at first been attracted to her because he thought it expedient 
to marry an heiress. But there had since come something 
beyond that, and there was perhaps less of riegret than most 
men would have felt as he gave up his golden hopes. He to(^ 
her into his arms and kissed her, and called her his ovn. 
<< Now we understand each other," he said. 

" If you wish it to be so." 

" I do wish it." 

" And I shall tell my mother to-day that I am engaged to 
you, — unless she refuses to see me. Go to Mrs. Bronghton 
now. I feel that we are almost cruel to be thinking of onr- 
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Belves in this bouse at such a time." Upon this Dalrymple 
went, and Clara Yan Sieyer was left to her reflections. She 
liad never before had a lover. She bad never bad even a 
friend whom she loved and tmsted. Her life had been passed 
at school till she was nearly twenty, and since then she had 
been vainly endeavonring to accommodate herself and her 
feelings to her mother. Now she was about to throw herself 
into the ahsolate power of a man who was nearly a stranger to 
her ! Bat she did love him, as she had never loved any one 
else ; — and then, on the other side, there was Mr. Musselhoro ! 

Dahymple was upstairs for an hour, and Clara did not see 
liim again before be left the bouse. It was clear to her, from 
Mrs. Brougbton's first words, that Conway had told her what 
kad passed. ** Of course I shall never see anything more of 
either of you now ? " said Mrs. Brougbton. 

'^ I should say that probably you will see a great deal of 
us both." 

''There are some people," said Mrs. Brougbton, *'wbo 
can do well for their friends, but can never do well for them- 
selves. I am one of them. I saw at once how great a thing 
it would be for both of you to bring you two together, — espe- 
cially for yon, Clara ; and therefore I did it. I may say that 
I never had it out of my mind for months past. Poor Dobbs 
misunderstood what I was doing. God knows bow far that 
may have brought about what has happened.'* 

" Oh, Mrs. Brougbton ! " 

" Of course be could not be blind to one thing ; — nor was 
I- I mention it now because it is right, but I shall never, 
never allude to it again. Of course be saw, and I saw, that 

Conway was attached to me. Poor Conway meant no 

harm. I was aware of that. But there was the terrible fact. 
I knew at once that the only cure for him was a marriage with 
some girl that be could respect. Admiring you as I do, I 
immediately resolved on bringing yon two together. My dear, 
I have been successful, and I heartily trust that you may be 
happier than Maria Brougbton." 

Miss Yan Siever knew the woman, understood all the facts^ 
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and pitying the condition of the wretched creatnre, bore all 
this without a word of rebnke. She scorned to put out her 
strength against one who was in truth so weak. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

hequiescat in pace. 

Things were very gloomy at the palace. It has been abreadj 
said that for many days after Dr. Tempest's visit to Barcbester 
the intercourse between the bishop and Mrs. Proudie had not 
been of a pleasant nature. He had become so silent, so sulleD, 
and so solitary in his ways, that even her courage had been 
almost cowed, and for a while she had condescended to use 
gentler measures, with the hope that she might thus bring her 
lord round to his usual state of active submission ; or perhaps, 
if we strive to do her full justice, we may say of her that her 
effort was made conscientiously, with the idea of inducing him 
to do his duty with proper activity. For she was a woman 
not without a conscience, and by no means indifferent to the 
real service which her husband, as bishop of the diocese, was 
bound to render to the affairs of the Church around her. Of 
her own struggles after personal dominion she was herself 
unconscious ; and no doubt they gave her, when recognized 
and acknowledged by herself, many stabs to her inner self, of 
which no single being in the world knew anything. And nov, 
is after a while she failed in producing any amelioration in the 
bishop's mood, her temper also gave way, and things were 
becoming very gloomy and very unpleasant. 

The bishop and his wife were at present alone in the 
palace. Their married daughter and her husband had left 
them, and their unmarried daughter was also away. How far 
the bishop's mood may have produced this solitude in the vast 
house I will not say. Probably Mrs. Proudie's state of mind 
may have prevented her from having other guests in the place 
of those who were gone. She felt herself to be almost dis- 
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graced in the eyes of all those around her by her husband's 
long absence from the common rooms of the house and by his 
dogged silence at meals. It was better, she thought, that they 
two should be alone in the palace. 

Her own efforts to bring him back to something like life, 
to some activity of mind if not of body, were made constantly ; 
and when she failed, as she did fail day after day, she would 
go slowly to her own room, and lock her door, and look back 
in her solitude at all the days of her life. She had agonies in 
these minutes of which no one near her knew anything. She 
wonld seize with her arm the part of the bed near which she 
would stand, and hold by it, grasping it, as though she were 
afraid to Ml ; and then, when it was at the worst with her, she 
would go to her closet, — a closet that no eyes ever saw 
unlocked but her own — and fill for herself and swallow some 
draught ; and then she would sit down with the Bible before 
her, and read it sedulously. She spent hours every day with 
her Bible before her, repeating to herself whole chapters, which 
she almost knew by heart. 

It cannot be said that she was a bad woman, though she 
liad in her time done an indescribable amount of evil. She 
liad endeavoured to do good, failing partly by ignorance and 
partly from the effects of an unbridled, ambitious temper. And 
iiow, even amidst her keenest sufferings, her ambition was by 
&o means dead. She still longed to rule the diocese by 
means of her husband, — but was made to pause and hesitate 
^y the unwonted mood that had fallen upon him. Before 
^is, on more than one occasion, and on one very memorable 
occasion, he had endeavoured to combat her. He had foaght 
^th her, striving to piit her down. He had failed, and given 
^P the hope of any escape for himself in that direction. On 
those occasions her courage had never quailed for a moment. 
^Me he openly struggled to be master, she could openly 
struggle to be mistress, — and could enjoy the struggle. But 
iiothing like this moodiness had ever come upon him before. 

Bhe had yielded to it for many days, striving to coax him 
h little softnesses of which she herself had been ashamed as 
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she practised them. They had serred her notiiiiig, and at last 
she determined that something else most be done. If only 
for his sake, to keep some life in him, something else mnBt 
be done. Were he to continae as he was now, he mast 
give np his diocese, or, at any rate, declare himself too ill to 
keep the working of it in his own hands. How she hated Mr. 
Crawley for all the sorrow that he had hronght upon her and 
her honse ! 

And it was still the affair of Mr. Crawley which nrged her 
on to farther action. When the bishop received Mr. Crawley's 
letter he said nothing of it to her ; bat he handed it over to 
his chaplain. The chaplain, fearing to act npon it himself, 
handed it to Mr. Thmnble, whom he knew to be one of the 
bishop's commission, and Mr. Thnmble, eqoally fearing respon- 
sibility in the present state of affairs at the palace, fonnd 
himself obliged to consolt Mrs. Proadie. Mrs. Proadie had no 
doabt as to what shonld be done. The man had abdicated his 
living, and of coarse some provision mast be made for the 
services. She wonld again make an attempt npon her hoshand^ 
and therefore she went into his room holding Mr. Crawley's 
letter in her hand. 

" My dear," she saidj " here is Mr. Crawley's letter. I 
suppose yoa have read it ? " 

" Yes," said the bishop ; " I have read it." 

''And what will yoa do about it? Something must he 
done." 

'' I don't know," said he. He did not even look at her as 
he spoke. He had not turned his eyes upon her since she had 
entered the room. 

*' But, bishop, it is a letter that requires to be acted npoB 
at once. We cannot doubt that the man is doing right at last- 
He is submitting himself where his submission is due; hut 
his submission will be of no avail unless you take some action 
upon his letter. Do you not think that Mr. Thumble had 
bettor go over ? " 

" No, I don't. I think Mr. Thumble had better stay where 
he is," said the isritated bishop. 
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" What, then, woald you wish to have done ? " 

" Never mind," said he. 

"But, bishop, that is nonsense," said Mrs. Proudie, adding 
something of severity to the tone of her voice. 

" No, it isn't nonsense," said he. Still he did not look at 
her, nor had he done so for a moment since she had entered 
the room. Mrs. Proudie eould not hear this, and as her anger 
became strong within her breast, she told herself that she 
would be wrong to bear it. She had tried what gentleness 
would do, and she had failed. It was now imperatively neces- 
sary that she should resort to sterner measures. She must 
make him understand that he must give her authority to send 
Mr. Thumble to Hogglestock. 

" Why do you not turn round and speak to me properly ? " 
she said. 

"I do not want to speak to you at all," the bishop 
answered. 

This was very bad ; — almost anything would be better than 
this. He was sitting now over the fire, with his elbows on his 
biees, and his face buried in his hands. She had gone round 
the room so as to face him, and was now standing almost over 
him, but still she could not see his countenance. " This will 
not do at all," she said. " My dear, do you know that you 
are forgetting yourself altogether ? " 

" I wish I could forget myself." 

" That might be all very well if you were in a position in 
which you owed no service to any one ; or, rather, it would not 
he well then, but the evil would not be so manifest. You cannot 
do your duty in the diocese if you continue to sit there doing 
nothing, with your head upon your hands. Why do you not 
rally, and get to your work like a man." 

" I wish you would go away and leave me," he said. 

"No, bishop, I will not go away and leave you. You 
have brought yourself to such a condition that it is my duty 
^s your wife to stay by you ; and if you neglect your duty, I 
^ not neglect mine." 

** It was you that brought me to it." 
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" No, sir, that is not trae. I did not bring you to it." 

'' It is the truth.** And now he got up and looked at her. 
For a moment he stood upon his legs, and then again he sat 
down with his &ce turned towards her. *^ It is the trnth. 
You have brought on me such disgrace that I cannot hold up 
my head. You have ruined me. I wish I were dead ; and 
it is all through you that I am driven to wish it.** 

Of all that she had suffered in her life this was the worst. 
She clasped both her hands to her side as she listened to him, 
and for a minute or two she made no reply. When he ceased 
from speaking he again put his elbows on his knees and again 
buried his face in his hands. What had she better do, or how 
was it expedient that she should treat him ? At this crisis 
the whole thing was so important to her that she would haye 
postponed her own ambition and would have curbed her temper 
had she thought that by doing so she might in any degree 
have benefited him. But it seemed to her that she could not 
rouse him by conciliation. Neither could she leave him as he 
was. Something must be done. ''Bishop,** she said, ''the 
words that you speak are sinftil, very sinful.** 

" You have made them sinful,** he replied. 

" I will not hear that from you. I will not indeed. I 
have endeavoured to do my duty by you, and I do not deserve 
it. I am endeavouring to do my duty now, and yon mast 
know that it would ill become me to remain quiescent while 
you are in such a state. The world around yon is observing 
you, and knows that you are not doing your work. All I want 
of you is that you should arouse yourself, and go to your 
work.** 

" I could do my work very well,** he said, " if you were 
not here.** 

"I suppose, then, you wish that I were dead?** said 
Mrs. Proudie. To this he made no reply, nor did he stir him- 
self. How could flesh and blood bear this, — ^female flesh and 
blood, — Mrs. Proudie*s flesh and blood ? Now, at last, her 
temper once more got the better of her judgment, probably 
much to her immediate satisfaction, and she spoke out. " I'll 
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tell yon what it is, my lord : if yon are imbecile, I must be 
active. It is very sad that I should have to assnme your 
authority ** 

" I will not allow you to assume my authority." 

" I must do so, or must else obtain a medical certificate as 
to your incapacity, and beg that some neighbouring bishop 
may administer the diocese. Things shall not go on as they 
are now. I, at any rate, will do my duty. I shall tell Mr. 
Thmnble that he must go over to Hogglestock, and arrange 
for the duties of the parish." 

*' I desire that you will do no such thing," said the bishop, 
now again looking up at her. 

" You may be sure that I shall," said Mrs. Proudie, and 
then she left the room. 

He did not even yet suppose that she would go about this 
work at once. The condition of his mind was in truth bad, 
and was becoming worse, probably, from day to day ; but still 
he did make his calculations about things, and now reflected 
that it would be sufficient if he spoke to his chaplain to-morrow 
about Mr. Crawley's letter. Since the terrible scene that 
Br. Tempest had witnessed, he had never been able to make 
np his mind as to what great step he would take, but he had made 
np his mind that some great step was necessary. There were 
moments in which he thought that he would resign his bishopric. 
For such resignation, without acknowledged incompetence on 
the score of infirmity, the precedents were very few ; but even 
if there were no precedents, it would be better to do that than 
to remain where he was. Of course there would be disgrace. 
Bat then it would be disgrace from which he could hide him- 
self. Now there was equal disgrace ; and he could not hide 
himself. And then such a measure as that would bring 
punishment where punishment was due. It would bring his 
^e to the ground, — ^her who had brought him to the ground. 
The suffering should not be all his own. When she found that 
her income, and her palace, and her position were all gone, 
then perhaps she might repent the evil that she had done 
^im. Now, when he was left alone, his mind went back to this. 
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and he did not think of taking inunediate measoresTr-measnies 
on that Teiy day — ^to proTont the action of Mr. Thamble* 

But Mrs. Prondie did take immediate steps. Mr. Thnmble 
was at this moment in the palace waiting for instmctions. It 
was he who had brought Mr. Crawley's letter to Mrs. Prondie, 
and she now returned to him with that letter in her hand. 
The reader will know what was the result. Mr. Thmnble was 
sent off to Hogglestock at once on the bishop's old cob, and,— 
as will be remembered, — ^fell into trouble on the road. Late 
in the afternoon he entered the palace yard, having led the 
cob by the bridle the whole way home from Hogglestock. 

Some hour or two before Mr. Thumble's return Mrs. 
Prondie returned to her husband, thinking it better to lei him 
know what she had done. She resolved to be very firm with 
him, but at the same time she determined not to use harsh 
language if it could be avoided. *' My dear," she said, "I 
have arranged with Mr. Thumble.*' She found him on this 
occasion sitting at his desk with papers before him» with a 
pen in his hand ; and she could see at a glance that nothing 
had been written on the paper. What would she have thought 
had she known that when he placed the sheet before him he 
was proposing to consult the archbishop, as to the propriety of 
his resignation ! He had not, however, progressed so far as 
to write even the date of his letter. 

** You have done what ? " said he, throwing down the pen. 

*^ I have arranged with Mr. Thumble as to going oat 
to Hogglestock," si^d she firmly. ** Indeed he has gone 
already." Then the bishop jumped up &om his seat, and 
rang the bell with violence. ** What are you going to do ? " 
said Mrs. Proudie. 

** I am going to depart from here," said he. " I will not 
stay here to be the mark of scorn for all men's fingers. I vill 
resign the diocese." 

*^ You cannot do that," said his wife. 

** I can try, at any rate," said he. Then the servant 
entered. ''John," said he, addressing the man, ''let Mr. 
Thumble know the moment he returns to the palace that I wish 
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to see liiin here. Perhaps he may not come to the palace. In 
that case let word he sent to his house." 

Mrs. Proudie allowed the man to go before she addressed 
her husband again . * ^ What do you mean to say to Mr. Thumble 
when you see him ? " 

** That is nothing to you." 

She came up to him and put her hand upon his shoulder, 
and spoke to him very gently. '^ Tom," she said '< is that the 
way in which you speak to your wife ? " 

" Yes, it is. You have driven me to it. Why have you 
taken upon yourself to send that man to Hogglestock ? " 

** Because it was right to do so. I came to you for 
instructions, and you would give none." 

*t I should have given what instructions I pleased in proper 
time. Thumble shall not go to Hogglestock next Sunday." 
" Who shall go, then ? " 

<< Never mind. Nobody. It does not matter to you. If 
you will leave me now I shall be obliged to you. There will be 
an end of all this very soon, — very soon." 

Mrs. Proudie after this stood for a while thinking what she 
would say ; but she left the room without, uttering another 
word. As she looked at him a hundred different thoughts 
eame into her mind. She . had loved him dearly, and she 
loved him still ; but she knew now, — ^at this moment felt 
absolutely sure, — that by him she was hated ! In spite of all 
her roughness and temper, Mrs. Proudie was in this like other 
women, — that she would fain have been loved had it been 
possible. She had always meant to serve him. She was 
conscious of that ; conscious also in a way that, although she 
had been industrious, although she had been faithful, although 
she was clever, yet she had failed. At the bottom of her 
heart she knew that she had been a bad wife. And yet she 
had meant to be a pattern wife 1 She had meant to be a good 
Christian ; but she had so exercised her Christianity that not a 
sool iu the world loved her, or would endure her presence if it 
could be avoided 1 She had sufficient insight to the minds and 
feelings of those around her to be aware of this.. And now her 
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husband had told her ihat her tyranny to him was so over- 
bearing that he must throw up his great position, and retire to 
an obscurity that would be exceptionally disgraceful to them 
both, because he could no longer endure the public disgrace 
which her conduct brought upon him in his high place before 
the world I Her heart was too full for speech ; and she left 
him, very quietly closing the door behind her. 

She was preparing to go up to her chamber, with her h&nd 
on the banisters and with her foot on the stairs, when she saw 
the servant who had answered the bishop's belL << John," she 
said, '* when Mr. Thumble comes to the palace, let me see him 
before he goes to my lord." 

<* Yes, ma'am,*' said John, who well understood the nature 
of these quarrels between his master and his mistress. But 
the commands of the mistress were still paramount among the 
servants, and John proceeded on his mission with a view of 
accomplishing Mrs. Proudie's behests. Then Mrs. Proudie 
went upstairs to her chamber, and locked her door. 

Mr. Thumble returned to Barchester that day, leading the 
broken-down cob ; and a dreadful walk he had. He was not 
good at walking, and before he came near Barchester had 
come to entertain a violent hatred for the beast he was leadiog. 
The leading of a horse that is tired, or in pain, or lame, (v 
even stiff in his limbs, is not pleasant work. The brute will 
not accommodate his paces to the man, and will contrive to 
make his head very heavy on the bridle. And he will not walk 
on the part of the road which the man intends for him, hot 
will lean against the man, and will make himself altogether 
very disagreeable. It may be understood, therefore, that 
Mr. Thumble was not in a good humour when he entered the 
palace yard. Nor was he altogether quiet in his mind as 
to the injury which he had done to the animal. '< It was the 
brute's fault," said Mr. Thumble. ** It comes generally of not 
knowing how.to ride 'em," said the groom. For Mr. Thumble, 
though he often had a horse out of the episcopal stables, was 
not ready with his shillings to the man who waited upon him 
with the steed. 
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He had not, however, come to any satisfactory understand- 
ing respecting the broken knees when the footman from the 
palace told him he was wanted. It was in vain that Mr. 
Thumble pleaded that he was nearly dead with fatigue, that 
he had walked all the way from Hogglestock, and must go 
home to change his clothes. John was peremptory with him, 
insisting that he must wait first upon Mrs. Proudie and then 
upon the bishop. Mr. Thumble might perhaps have turned a 
deaf ear to the latter command, but the former was one which 
he felt himself bound to obey. So he entered the palace, 
rather cross, very much soiled as to his outer man ; and in 
this condition went up a certain small staircase which was 
familiar to him, to a small parlour which adjoined Mrs. Proudie's 
room, and there awaited the arrival of the lady. That he 
shonld be required to wait some quarter of an hour was not 
surprising to him ; but when half an hour was gone, and he 
remembered himself of his own wife at home, and of the dinner 
which he had not yet eaten, he ventured to ring the bell. 
Mrs. Proudie's own maid, Mrs. Draper by name, came to him, 
and said that she had knocked twice at Mrs. Proudie's door, 
and would knock again. Two minutes after that she returned, 
mnning into the room with her arms extended, and exclaim- 
ing, '< Oh, heavens, sir ; mistress is dead ! *' Mr. Thumble, 
hardly knowing what he was about, followed the woman into 
the bedroom, and there he found himself standing awestruck 
before the corpse of her who had so lately been the presiding 
spirit of the palace. 

The body was still resting on its legs, leaning against the 
end of the side of the bed, while one of the arms was close 
clasped round the bed-post. The mouth was rigidly close, but 
the eyes were open as though staring at him. Nevertheless 
there could be no doubt from the first glance that the woman 
was dead. He went up close to it, but did not dare to touch 
it. There was no one as yet there but he and Mrs. Draper ; 
—no one else knew what had happened. 

" It's her heart," said Mrs. Draper. 

" Did she suffer from heart-complaint ? " he asked. 
II. 19 
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" We suspected it, Bur, though Bobody knew it. fflie was 
Teiy shy of talking aboni henelfl" 

*' We must send for the doctor at onee," said Mf. Thvmble. 
*' We had better tonch nothing till he is here.*' Then they 
retreated and the door was locked. 

In ten minntes OYeiybody in the honse knew it except the 
bishop ; and in twenty minntes the nearest apothecary with 
his assistant were in the room, and the body had been pro- 
perly laid upon the bed. Eycu then the husband had not 
been told, — did not know either his relief or his loss. It was 
now past seTeUy which was the usual hour for dinner at the 
palace, and it was probable that he would come out of his 
room among the servants, if he were not summoned. When 
it was proposed to Mr. Thumble that he should go in to hk 
and tell him, he positiyely declined, saying that the sight 
which he had just seen and the exertions of the day together, 
had so unnerved him, that he had not physical strength for 
the task. The apothecaiyi who had been summoned in a 
hurry, had escaped, probably being equally unwilling to be the 
bearer of such a communication. The duty therefore M io 
Mrs. Draper, and under the pressing instance of the other 
servants she descended to her master-s room. Ebid it not 
been that the hour of dinner had ceme, so that the bishop 
could not have been left much longer to himself, the evil time 
would have been still postponed. 

She went very slowly along the passage, and was just 
going to pause ere she reached the room, when the door nas 
opened and the bishop stood close before her. It was easy to 
be seen that he was cross. His hands and face were ob* 
washed and his face was haggard. In these days he would 
not even go through the ceremony of dressing himself before 
dinner. *' Mrs. Draper,'' he said, " why don't they teB me 
that dinner is ready ? Are th^ going to give me any dinner?*' 
She stood a moment without answering him, whilo the tean 
streamed down her face. << What is the matter ? " said he. 
** Has your mistress sent you here ? "1 

<*0h, lawsl" ftaid Mrs. Dn^er^^^and she pat oat 
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her hands ■ to support him if saoh finpport shoold be 
necessary. 

*' What is the matter ? '* he demanded angrily. 

" Oh, my lord ; — ^bear it like a Christian. Mistress isn't 
no more." He leaned back against the door-post, and she 
took hold of him by the arm. <' It was the heart, my lord. 
Dr. Filgrave hisself has not been yet ; but that's what it was." 
The hishop did not say a word, bat walked back to his chair 
before the fire. 



■•o*- 



CHAPTER XXIV. 
IN MEMORIAM. 

The bishop when he had heard the tidings of his wife's death 
walked back to his seat over the fire, and Mrs. Draper, the 
housekeeper, came and stood over him without speaking. 
Thus she stood for ten minutes looking down at him and 
listening. Bat there was no sound ; not a word, nor a moan, 
nor a sob. It was as though he also were dead, but that a 
slight irregulfur .movement of his fingers on the top of his bald 
kead, told her that his mind and body were still active. '' My 
lord," she said at last, ^' would you wish to see the doctor 
when he comes ? " She spoke very low and he did not answer 
ker. Thei^ after another minute of silence^ she asked the 
same question again. 

" What doctor ? " he said. 

" Dr. Filgrave. We sent for him. Perhaps he is here 
now. Shall. I go and see, my lord ? " Mrs. Draper found 
that her position there was weary and she wished to escape. 
Anything on his ^behalf requiring trouble or work she would 
kave done willingly ; but she could not stand there for ever 
watching the motion of his fingers. 

*'I suppose I must see him," said the bishop. Mrs. 
Draper took this as an order for her departure and crept 
silently out of the roomy closing the door behind bor with- tbe 
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long protracted elaborate click which is always prodnced by 
an attempt at silence on snch occasions. He did not care for 
noise or for silence. Had she slammed the door he wotdd not 
have regarded it. A wonderful silence had come upon him 
which for the time almost crashed him. He would neTer hear 
that well-known voice again ! 

He was free now. Even in his misery, — for he was Teiy 
miserable, — ^he conld not refrain from telling himself thai 
No one conld now press uncalled-for into his study, contradict 
him in the presence of those before whom he was bound to be 
authoritative, and rob him of all his dignity. There was no 
one else of whom he was afraid. She had at least kept him 
out of the hands of other tyrants. He was now his on 
master, and there was a feeling, — ^I may not call it of relief, 
for as yet there was more of pain in it than of satisfjEU^on,— 
a feeling as though he had escaped from an old trouble at a 
terrible cost of which he could not as yet calculate the amonnt. 
He knew that he might now give up all idea of writing to the 
archbishop. 

She had in some ways, and at certain periods of his life> 
been very good to him. She had kept his money for him and 
made things go straight, when they had been poor. His 
interests had always been her interests. Without her he 
would never have been a bishop. So, at least, he told him- 
self now, and so told himself probably with trath. She had 
been very careful of his children. She had never been idle. 
She had never been fond of pleasure. She had neglected no 
acknowledged duty. He did not doubt that she was nov oo 
her way to heaven. He took his hands down from his head, 
and clasping them together, said a little prayer. It may be 
doubted whether he quite knew for what he was praying. The 
idea of praying for her soul, now that she was dead, wonld 
have scandalized him. He certainly was not praying for his 
own soul. I think he was praying that God might save him 
from being glad that his wife was dead. 

But she was dead ; — and, as it were, in a moment ! He 
had not stirred out of that room since she had been there witb 
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him. Then there had been angry words between them, — 
perhaps more determined enmity on his part than ever had 
before existed ; and they had parted for the last time with 
bitter animosity. But he told himself that he had cerfcainly 
been right in what he had done then. He thought he had 
been right then. And so his mind went back to the Crawley 
and Thnmble question, and he tried to alleyiate the misery 
which that last interview with his wife now created by assuring 
himself that he at least had been justified in what he had 
done. 

But yet hig thoughts were very tender to her. Nothing 
reopens the springs of love so fully as absence, and no absence 
80 thoroughly as that which must needs be endless. We want 
that which we have not ; and especially that which we can 
never have.' She had told him in the very last moments of 
her presence with him that he was wishing that she were dead, 
and he had made her no reply. At the moment he had felt, 
with savage anger, that such was his wish. Her words had now 
come to pass, and he was a widower, — and he assured himself 
that he would give all that he possessed in the world to bring 
her back again. 

Yes, he was a widower, and he might do as he pleased. 
The tyrant was gone, and he was free. Tbe tyrant was gone^ 
and the tyranny had doubtless been very oppressive. Who had 
Bofifered as he had done ? But in thus being left without his 
tyrant he was wretchedly desolate. Might it not be that the 
tyranny had been good for him ? — ^that the Lord had known 
best what wife was fit for him ? Then he thought of a story 
which he had read, — and had well marked as he was reading, — 
of some man who had been terribly afflicted by his wife, whose 
^fe had starved him and beaten him and reviled him ; and yet 
this man had been able to thank his God for having thus mor- 
tified him in the flesh. Might it not be that the mortification 
which he himself had doubtless suffered in his flesh had been 
intended for his welfare, and had been very good for him? 
But if this were so, it might be that the mortification was now 
removed because the Lord knew that his servant had been 
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sufficiently mortified. He had not been starved or beaten, bnt 
the mortification had been certainly severe. Then there came 
words — ^into his mind, not into his month — '< The Lord sent the 
thorn, and the Lord has taken it away. Blessed be the name 
of the Lord." After that he was veiy angry with himself, and 
tri^ to pray that he might be forgiven. While he was so 
striving there came a low knock at the door, and Mrs. Draper 
again entered the room. 

"Dr. Filgrave, my lord, was not at home," said Mre. 
Draper ; " bnt he will be sent the very moment he arrives." 

" Very well, Mrs Draper." 

" But, my lord, will yon not come to your dinner ? A little 
soup, or a morsel of something to eat, and a glass of wiae, ivill 
enable your lordship to bear it better." He allowed Mrs. 
Draper to persuade him, and followed her into the dining-room. 
" Do not go, Mrs. Draper," he said ; " I would rather that yon 
should stay with me." So Mrs. Draper stayed with him, and 
administered to his wants. He was desirous of being seen by as 
, few eyes as possible in these the first moments of his freedom. 

He saw Dr. Filgrave twice, both before and after the 
doctor had been upstairs. There was no doubt, Dr. EUgrare 
said, that it was as Mrs. Draper had surmised. The poor lady 
was sufiering, and had for years been suffering, from heart- 
complaint. To her husband she had never said a word on the 
subject. To Mrs. Draper a word had been said now and again, 
— a word when some moment of fear would come, when some 
sharp stroke of agony would tell of danger. But Mrs. Draper 
had kept the secret of her mistress, and none of the family bad 
known that there was aught to be feared. Dr. Filgrave, indeed, 
did tell the bishop that he had dreaded all along exactly that 
which had happened. He had said the same.to Mr. Berechild, 
the surgeon, when they two had had a consultation together at 
the palace on the occasion of a somewhat alarming birth of a 
grandchild. But he mixed up this information with so much 
medical Latin, and was so pompous over it, and the bishop was 
so anxious to be rid of him, that his words did not have much 
effect. What did it all matter ? The thorn was gone, and the 
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irife -ma dead, and the widower must balance his gain and loss 
as best he might. 

.He slept well, but when he woke in the morning the 
dreariness of his loneliness was very strong on him. He must 
do something, and must see somebody, bat he felt that he did 
not know how to bear himself in his new position. He must 
send of oourse for his chaplain, and tell his chaplain to open all 
letters and to answer them for a week. Then he remembered 
how many of his lottos in days of yore had been opened and 
been answered by the helpmate who had just gone from him. 
Since Br. Tempest's visit he had insisted that the palace letter- 
bag should always be brought in the first instance to him ; — 
and this had been done, greatly to the annoyance of his wife» 
In order that it naight be done the bishop had been up every 
morning* an hour before his usual time ; and everybody in the 
bouaehold had known why it was so. He thought ol this now 
as^,the bag was brought to him on the first morning of his 
freedom. He could have it where he pleased now ; — either in his 
bedroom or left for him utitouched on the breakfast-table till he 
should go to it. '* Blessed be the nanie of the Lord,? he said 
as he thought of all this <; but he did not stop to analyse what 
he was saying. On this morning he would not enjoy his 
liberty, but desired /that the letter-bag might be taken to Mr. 
Snapper, the chaplain. 

The news of Mrs. Proudie's death had spread all over 
^archester on the evening of its occurrence, and had been 
received with that feeling of distant awe which is always 
accompanied by some degree of pleasurable sensation. There 
^as no one in Biurchester to lament a mother, or a sister, or a 
^end who was really loved. There were those, doubtless, who 
regretted the woman's death, — and even some who regretted it 
'^thout any feeling of personal damage done to themselves. 
There had come to be around Mrs. Proudie a party who thought 
^ she thought on churdi matters, and such people had lost their 
^®ad, and thereby their strength. . And she had been staunch 
*o her own party, preferring bad tea £rom a low-church grocer, 
^ good tea firom a grocer who went to the litualidtic church or 
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to no chorch at all. And it is dae to her to say that she did 
not forget those who were tme to her, — ^looking after them 
mindfullj where looking after might be profitable, and fighting 
their battles where fighting might be more serviceable. I do 
not think that the appetite for breakfast of any man or woman in 
Barchester was disturbed by the news of Mrs. Proadie*s death, 
but there were some who felt that a trouble had fallen on them. 

Tidings of the catastrophe reached Hiram's Hospital on 
the evening of its occurrence, — Hiram's Hospital, where 
dwelt Mr. and Mrs. Quiverful with all their children. Now 
Mrs. Quiverful owed a debt of gratitude to Mrs. Prondie, 
having been placed in her present comfortable home by thai 
lady's patronage. Mrs. Quiverful perhaps understood the 
character of the deceased woman, and expressed her opinion 
respecting it, as graphically as did any one in Barchester. 
There was the natural surprise felt at the Warden's lodge in 
the Hospital when the tidings were first received there, and 
the Quiverful fiunily was at first too full of dismay, regrets, 
and surmises, to be able to give themselves impartially to 
criticism. But on the following morning, conversation at the 
break&st-table naturally referring to the great loss which the 
bishop had sustained, Mrs. Quiverful thus pronounced her 
opinion of her friend's character : '' You'll find that he'll feel 
it, Q.," she said to her husband, in answer to some sarcastic 
remark made by him as to the removal of the thorn. '' He'll 
feel it, though she was almost too many for him while she was 
aHve." 

" I daresay he'U feel it at first," said Quiverful ; " but I 
think he'll be more comfortable than he has been." 

'' Of course he'll feel it, and go on feeling it till he dies, 
if he's the man I take him to be. You're not to think that 
there has been no love because there used to be some words, 
that he'll find himself the happier because he can do things 
more as he pleases. She was a great help to him, and he 
must have known that she was, in spite of the sharpness of 
her tongue. No doubt she was sharp. No doubt she was 
upsetting. And she could make herself a fool too in her 
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struggles to have everythiiig her own way. But, Q., there 
were worse women than Mrs. Prondie. She was never one of 
your idle ones, and I*m quite sure that no man or woman ever 
heard her say a word against her hushand hehind his back." 

*' All the same, she gave him a terribly bad life of it, if all 
is true that we hear." 

** There are men who must have what you call a terribly 
bad life of it, whatever way it goes with thenvt. The bishop is 
weak) and he wants somebody near to him to be strong. She 
was strong, — perhaps too strong ; but he had his advantage 
out of it. After all I don*t know that his life has been so 
terribly bad. I daresay he*s had everything very comfortable 
about him. And a man ought to be grateful for that, though 
very few men ever are." 

Mr. Quiverful's predecessor at the Hospital, old Mr. Hard- 
ing) whose halcyon days in Barchester had been passed before 
tbe coming of the Proudies, was in bed playing cat*s-cradle 
with Posy seated on the counterpane, when the tidings of 
Mrs. Proudie*s death were brought to him by Mrs. Baxter. 
" Oh, sir," said Mrs. Baxter, seating herself on a chair by the 
bed-side. Mr. Harding liked Mrs. Baxter to sit down, because 
he was almost sure on such occasions to have the advantage of 
a prolonged conversation. 

" What is it, Mrs. Baxter ? " 
" Oh, sir I " 

** Is anything the matter ? " And the old man attempted 
to raise himself in his bed. 

** You mustn*t frighten grandpa," said Posy. 
" No, my dear ; and there isn't nothing to frighten him. 
There isn't indeed, Mr. Harding. They're all well at Plum- 
stead, and when I heard from the missus at Venice, everything 
^as going on well." 

" But what is it, Mrs. Baxter ? " 

'*God forgive her all her sins — ^Mrs. Proudie ain't no 
Diore." Now there had been terrible feud between the palace 
aiid the deanery for years, in carrying on which the persons of 
&e opposed households were wont to express themselves with 
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eager anknocdtj. Mrs. Baxter and Mrs. Draper neyer spoke 
to each other. The two coachmen each longed fer an oppar« 
tnnity to take the other before a magistrate for some breach 
of the law of the road in driving. The footmen abused each 
other, and the grooms occasionally fonght. The masters and 
mistresses contented themselves with simple hatred. There* 
fore it was not surprising that Mrs. Baxter, in speaking of the 
death of Mrs. Pnondie, shonld remember first her sins. 

*' Mrs. Prondie dead ! '* said the old man. 

^* Indeed she is, Mr. Harding," said Mrs. Baxter, putting 
both her hands together pionslj. ** We're jnst grass, ain't we, 
sir 1 and dust and clay and flowers of the field ? " Whether 
Mrs. Proudie had most partaken of the clayey nature, or of the 
flowery nature, Mrs. Baxter did not stop to consider. 

^* Mrs. Proudie dead ! " said Posy, with a solemnity thai was 
all her own. '* Then she won't scold the poor bishop any more." 

'' No, my dear ; she won't scold anybody any more ; and 
it will be a blessing for some, I must say. Eve^body is 
always so considerate in this house. Miss Posy, that we none 
of us know nothing about what that is." 

''Dead!" said Mr. Harding again. "I think, if yon 
please, Mrs. Baxter, you shall leave me for a little time, and 
take Miss Posy with you." He had been in the city of Bar- 
Chester some fifty years, and here was one who might have 
been his daughter, who had come there scarcely ien years 
since, and who now had gone before him 1 He had neTer 
loved Mrs. Proudie. Perhaps he had gone as near to disliking 
Mrs. Proudie as he had ever gone to disliking any person. 
Mrs. Proudie had wounded him in every part that was most 
sensitive. It would be long to tell, nor need it be told now, 
how she had ridiculed his cathedral work, how she had made 
nothing of him, how she had despised him, always manifesting 
her contempt plainly. He had been even driven to rebuke her, 
and it had perhaps been the only personal rebuke which he had 
ever uttered in Barchester. But now she was -gone; and he 
thought of her simply as an active pious woman, who had been 
taken away firom her work before her time. And for the 
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bishop, no idea eyer entered Mr. Harding's mind as to' the 
removal of a thorn. The man had lost his life's companion at 
that time of life when snch a companion is most needed ; and 
Mr. Harding grieyed for him with sincerity. 

The news went ont to Plnmstead Episcopi by the postman, 
and happened to reach the archdeacon as he was talking to his 
rector at the little gate leading into the chnrchyard. ''Mrs. 
Prondie dead i '' he almost shonted, as the postman notified the 
fact to him. <' Impossible ! " 

'' It be so for zartain, yer reverence," said the postman, 
who was prond of his news. 

" Heavens ! *' ejaculated the archdeacon, and then harried 
in to his wife. ''My dear," he said — and as he «poke he 
could hardly deliver himself of his words, so eager was he to 
speak them — " who do yon think is dead ? Gracions heavens ! 
Mrs. Prondie is dead 1 '' Mrs. Grantly dropped from her hand 
the teaspoonfol of tea that was just going into the pot, and 
repeated her husband's words. " Mrs. Prondie dead ? " 
There was a pause, daring which they looked into each 
other's faces. "My dear, I don't believe it," said Mrs. 
Grantly. 

But she did believe it very shortly. There were no 
prayers at Plumstead rectory that morning. The archdeacon 
immediately went out into the village, and soon obtained 
sufficient evidence of the truth of that which the postman had 
told him. Then he rushed back to his wife. " It's true," he 
said. "It's quite true. She's dead. There's no doubt 
About that. She's dead. It was last night about seven. 
That was when they found her, at least, and she may have 
died about an hour before. Filgrave says not more than an 
hour." 

" And how did she die ? " 

" Heart-complaint. She was stancUng up, taking hold of 
the bedstead, and so they found her." Then there was a 
Pfttise, during which the archdeacon sat down to his break&st. 
** I wonder how he felt when he heard it ? 

" Of course he was terribly shocked.' 



If 
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'Tye no donbt lie was shocked. Any man would be 
shocked. Bat when yon come to think of it, what a relief ! " 

'< How can yon speak of it in that way ? *' said 
Mrs. Grantly. 

" How am I to speak of it in any other way ? " said the 
archdeacon. '' Of course I shouldn't go and say it out in the 
street." 

'<I don't think yon onght to say it anywhere," said 
Mrs. Grantly. <' The poor man no donbt feels abont his wife 
in the same way that anybody else wonld.*' 

''And if any other poor man has got such a wife as she 
was, yon may be quite sore that he would be glad to be rid of 
her. I don't say that he wished her to die, or that he would 
have done anything to contrive her death " 

'' Gracious, archdeacon ; do, pray, hold your tongue." 

** But it stands to reason that her going will be a great 
relief to him. What has she done for him ? She has made 
him contemptible to everybody in the diocese by her inter- 
ference, and his life has been a burden to him through her 
violence." 

" Is that the way you carry out your proverb of De mortuis ?" 
said Mrs. Grantly.. 

«The proverb of De mortuis is founded on humbug. 
Humbug out of doors is necessary. It would not do for you 
and me to go into the High Street just now and say what we 
think about Mrs. Proudie ; but I don't suppose that kind of 
thing need be kept up in here, between you and me. She vas 
an uncomfortable woman, — so uncomfortable that I cannot 
believe that any one will regret her. Dear me ! Only to thiols 
that she has gone ! You may as well give me my tea." 

I do not think that Mrs. Grantly 's opinion differed much 
from that expressed by her husband, or that she was, in trnth, 
the least offended by the archdeacon's plain speech. Bat it 
must be remembered that there was probably no house in the 
diocese in which Mrs. Proudie had been so thoroughly hated 
as she had been at the Plumstead rectory. There had been 
hatred at the deanery ; but the hatred at tiie deanery had been 
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mild in comparison with the hatred at Plnmstead. The arch- 
deacon was a sound friend ; hat he was also a sound enemy. 
From the very first arrival of the Proudies at Barchester, 
Mrs. Proudie had thrown down her gauntlet to him, and he 
had not heen slow in picking it up. The war had heen 
internecine, and each had given the other terrible wounds. It 
had been understood that there should be no quarter, and there 
bad been none. £Us enemy was now dead, and the archdeacon 
conld not hring himself to adopt before his wife the namby- 
pamby every-day decency of speaking well of one of whom he 
had ever thought ill, or of expressing regret when no regret 
could be felt. *^ May all her sins be forgiven her," said 
Mrs. Grantly. <<Amen," said the archdeacon. There was 
something in the tone of his Amen which thoroughly implied 
that it was uttered only on the understanding that her departure 
from the existing world was to be regarded as an unmitigated 
good, and that she should, at any rate, never come back again 
to Barchester. 

When Lady Lufton heard the tidings, she was not so bold 
in speaking of it as was her friend the archdeacon. ^* Mrs. 
Prondie dead 1 " she said to her daughter-in-law. This was 
some hours after the news had reached the house, and when 
the fact of the poor lady's death had been fully recognized. 
" What will he do without her ? " 

" The same as other men do," said young Lady Lufton. 

" But, my dear, he is not the same as other men. He is 
not at all like other men. He is so weak that he cannot walk 
without a stick to lean upon. No doubt she was a virago, a 
woman who could not control her temper for a moment ! No 
doubt she had led him a terrible life ! I have often pitied him 
with all my heart. But, nevertheless, she was useful to him. 
I suppose she was useful to him. I can hardly beHeve that 
Mrs. Proudie is dead. Had he gone, it would have seeme^ so 
much more natural. Poor woman ! I daresay she had her 
good points." The reader will be pleased to remember that the 
Luflons had ever been strong partisans on the side of the 
Grantlys. 
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The news made its way eyen to Hogglestock on the same 
day. Mrs. Crawley, when she heard it, went out after her 
hnsband, who was in the school. '^ Dead ! " said he, in 
answer to her whisper. ** Do you tell me that the woman is 
dead ? " Then Mrs. Crawley explained that the tidings were 
eredible. *' May God forgive her all her sins," said Mr. daw- 
ley. '' She was a violent woman, certainly, and I think that 
she misunderstood her duties ; but I do not say. that she was a 
bad woman. I am inclined to think that she was earnest in 
her endeavours to do good." It never occuned to Mr. Craw- 
ley that he and his affair had, in truth, been the cause of her 
death. 

It was thus that she was spoken of for a few days; and 
then men and women ceased to speak much of her^ and began 
to talk of the bishop instead. A month had not passed before 
it was surmised that a man so long accustomed to the comforts 
of married life would marry again ; and even then one ladj 
connected with low-church clergymen in and around the city 
was named as a probable successor to the great lady who was 
gone. For myself, I am inclined to think that the bishop will 
for the future be content to lean upon his chaplain. 
. The monument that was put xtp to our old friend's memoxy 
in one of the side aisles of the choir of the cathedral was 
supposed to be designed and executed in good taste. There 
was a broken column, and on the column simply the words, 
'' My beloved wife I " Then there was a slab by the colamn, 
bearing Mrs. Proudie's name, with the date of her life and 
death. Beneath this was the common inscription, — 

" Hequiescat in pcLce,^* 
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CHAPTER XXV. 
THE OBSTINACY OF MB. CRAWXEY. 

Db. Tbmpest, when he heard the news, sent immediately to 
Mr. BobartSy beggmg him to come over to Silyerbrii^' 
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Bat this message was not occasioned solely by the ^eath of 
Mrs. Prcndie. Dr. Tempest had also heard that Mr. Crawley 
had submitted himself to the bishop, that instant advantage, 
—and as Dr. Tempest thought, nnfair advantage, — ^had been 
taken of Mr. Crawley's submission, and that the penucions 
Thmnbie had been at once sent over to Hogglestock. Had 
these palace doings with reference to Mr. Crawley been 
unaccompanied by the catastrophe which had happelied, the 
doctor, much as he might have regretted them, Would probably 
bave felt that there was nothing to be done. He could not in 
such case have prevented Thumble's journey to Hogglestock 
on the next Sunday, and certainly he could not have softened 
the heart of the presiding genius at that palace. But things 
irere very different now. The presiding genius was gone. 
Bveiybody at the palace would for a while be weak and 
^cillating. Thumble would be then thoroughly ' cowed ; 
and it might at any rate be possible to make some movement 
in Mr. Crawley's favour. Dr. Tempest, therefore, sent for 
Mr. Robarts. 

" I'm giving you a great deal of trouble, Bobarts," said 
the doctor ; << but then you are so tiiuch younger than I am, 
and I've an idea tihat you would do more for this poor man 
than any one else in the diocese." Mr. Bobarts of course 
declared that he did not begrudge his trouble, and that he 
would do anything in his power for the poor man. " I think 
that you should see him again, and that you should then see 
Thumble also. I don't know whether you can condescend to 
be civil to Thumble. I could not." 

" I am not quite ^ure that incivility would not be more 
efficacious," said Mr. Bobarts. 

'* Very likely. There are men who are deaf as adders to 
courtesy, but who are compelled to obedience at once by ill- 
^B&ge. Very likely Thumble is one of them ; btt of that you 
will be the best judge yourself. I would see Crawley first, 
«ad get his consent." 

" That's the difficulty." 

'' Then I should go on Without his consent, and I would 
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see Thnmble and the bishop's chapLun, Snapper. I think 
yon might manage jnst at this moment, when they will all 1)e 
a little abashed Wd perplexed by this woman's death, to 
arrange that simply nothing shall be done. The great thing 
will be that Crawley shonld go on with the duty till the 
assizes. If it shonld then happen that he goes into Bar- 
Chester, is acquitted, and comes back again, the whole thing 
will be over, and there will be no farther interference in the 
parish. If I were yon, I think I wonld try it." Mr. Boharts 
said that he would try it. << I daresay Mr. Crawley will he a 
little stiff-necked with yon." 

" He will be very stiff-necked with me," said Mr. Bobarts. 

" Bat I can hardly think that he will throw away the only 
means he has of supporting his wife and children, when he 
finds that there can be no occasion for his doing so. I do 
not suppose that any person wishes him to throw up his work 
now that that poor woman has gone." 

Mr. Crawley had been almost in good spirits since the hsi 
visit which Mr. Thumble had made to him. It seemed as 
though the loss of everything in the world was in some vaj 
satisfactory to him. He had now given up his living by his 
own doing, and had after a fashion acknowledged his goilt hy 
this act. He had proclaimed to all around him that he did 
not think himself to be any longer fit to perform the sacred 
functions of his office. He spoke of his trial as though a 
verdict against him must be the result. He knew that in going 
into prison he would leave his wife and children dependent on 
the charity of their friends, — on charity which they must 
condescend to accept, though he could not condescend to ask 
it. And yet he was able to carry himself now with a greater 
show of fortitude than had been within his power when the 
extent of his calamity was more doubtful. I must not ask 
the reader to suppose that he was cheerful. To have been 
cheerful under such circumstances would have been ifilmTnan. 
But he carried his head on high, and walked firmly, and gate 
his orders at home with a clear voice. His wife, who was 
necessarily more despondent than ever, wondered at him, — ^bnt 
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wondered in silence. It certainly seemed as though the very 
extremity of ili-fortone was good for him. And he was very 
diligent with his school, passing the greater part of the morning 
with the children. Mr. Thumhle had told him that he would 
come on Sunday, and that he would then take charge of the 
parish. Up to the coming of Mr. Thumhle he would do 
everything in the parish that could he done hy a clergyman 
with a clear spirit and a free heart. Mr. Thumhle should not 
find that spiritual weeds had grown rank in the parish hecause 
of his misfortunes. 

Mrs. Proudie had died on the Tuesday, — that haying 
been the day of Mr. Thumhle's visit to Hogglestock, — and 
Mr. Bobarts had gone over to Silverbridge, in answer to 
Br. Tempest's invitation, on the Thursday. He had not, 
therefore, the command of much time, it being his express 
object to prevent the appearance of Mr. Thumhle at Hoggle- 
stock on the next Sunday. He had gone to Silverbridge by 
railway, and had, therefore, been obliged to postpone his visit 
to Mr. Crawley till the next day ; but early on the Friday 
morning he rode over to Hogglestock. That he did not 
arrive Uiere with a broken-knee'd horse, the reader may be 
qaite sure. In all matters of that sort, Mr. Bobarts was ever 
above reproach. He rode a good horse, and drove a neat gig, 
and was always well dressed. On this account Mr. Crawley, 
though he really liked Mr. Bobarts, and was thankful to him 
for many kindnesses, could never bear his presence with 
perfect equanimity. Bobarts was no scholar, was not a great 
preacher, had obtained no celebrity as a churchman, — had, in 
fact, done nothing to merit great reward ; and yet everything 
bad been given to him with an abundant hand. Within the 
last twelvemonth his wife had inherited Mr. Crawley did 
not care to know how many thousand pounds. And yet 
Mr. Bobarts had won all that he possessed by being a clergy- 
inan. Was it possible that Mr. Crawley should regard such a 
man with equanimity ? Bobarts rode over with a groom 
behind him, — really taking the groom because he knew that 
^. Crawley would have no one to hold his horse for him ; — 
II. 20 
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and the groom was the source of great offence. He came 
upon Mr. Crawley standing at the school door, and stopping 
at once, jumped off his nag. There was something in the way 
in which he sprang out of the saddle and threw the reins to 
the man, which was not clerical in Mr. Crawley's eyes. No 
man could he so quick in the matter of a horse who spent a8 
many honrs with the poor and with the children as should be 
spent hy a parish clergyman. It might be probable that 
Mr. Bobarts had never stolen twenty pounds, — ^might never 
be accused of so disgraceful a crime, — ^but, nevertheless, 
Mr. Crawley had his own ideas, and made his own com- 
parisons. 

'< Crawley," said Bobarts, '' I am so glad to find yon at 
home." 

'' I am generally to be found in the parish/' said the per* 
petual curate of Hogglestock. 

^* I know you are," said Bobarts, who knew the man weili 
and cared nothing for his friend's peculiarities when he felt his 
own withers to be unwrung. '' But you might have been don 
at Hoggle End with the brickmakers, and then I should have 
had to go after you." 

" I should have grieved ," began Crawley ; but Roharte 

interrupted him at once. 

*' Let us go for a walk, and I'll leave the man with the 
horses. I've something special to say to you, and I can say 
it better out here than in the house. Grace is quite well, and 
sends her love. She is growing to look so beautiful ! " 

** I hope she may grow in grace with God," said Mr. 
Crawley. 

" She's as good a girl as I ever knew. By-the-by, yon had 
Henry Grantly over here the other day ? " 

<< Major Grantly, whom I cannot name without expressing 
my esteem for him, did do us the honour of calling upon us not 
very long since. If it be with reference to him that you have 
taken this trouble " 

<<No, no; not at all.. I'll allow him and the ladies to 
$ght out that battle. I've not the least doubt in the worU 
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how that will go. When I'm t61d that she made a complete 
conquest of the archdeacon, there camiot be a donbt about that.*' 

** A conquest of the archdeacon ! " 

£nt Mr. Bobarts did not wish to have to explain anything 
further about the archdeacon. ' ' Were yon not terribly shocked, 
Crawley,*' he asked, '< when yon heard of the death of Mrs. 
Proudie ? " 

''It was sadden and very awfdl," said Mr. Crawley. 
" Such deaths are always shocking. Not more so, perhaps, 
as regards the wife of a bishop, than with any other woman." 

" Only we happened to know her." 

'' No doubt the finite and meagre nature of our feelings 
does prevent us from extending our sympathies to those whom 
we have not seen in the flesh. It should not be so, and would 
not with one who had nurtured his heart with proper care. 
And we are prone to permit an evil worse than that to canker 
our regards and to foster and to mar our solicitudes. Those 
who are high in station strike us more by their joys and sorrows 
than do the poor and lowly. Were some young duke's wife, 
wedded but ihe other day, to die, all England would put on 
some show of mourning, — ^nay, would feel some true gleam of 
pity ; but nobody cares for the widowed brichmaker seated with 
his starving infant on his cold hearth." 

'' Of course we hear more of the big people," said Bobarts. 

'' Ay ; and think more of them. But do not suppose, sir, 
that I complain of this man or that woman because his sym- 
pathies, or hers, run out of that course which my reason tells 
me they should hold. The man with whom it would not be so 
would simply be a god among men. It is in his perfection as 
a man that we recognize the divinity of Christ. It is in the 
imperfection of men that we recognize our necessity for a 
Christ. ' Yes, sir, the death of the poor lady at Barohester 
was very sudden. I hope that my lord the bishop bears with 
hecoming fortitude the heavy misfortune. They say that he 
was a man much beholden to his wife, — ^prone to lean upon her 
iu his goings out and comings in. For such a man such a 
loss is more dreadful perhaps than for another." 
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'^ They say she led him a terrible life, yoa know." 

« I am not prone, sir, to belieye mnch of what I hear about 
the domesticities of other men, knowing how little any other 
man can know of my own. And I haye, methinks, obserred a 
proneness in the world to ridicule that dependence on a woman 
which every married man should acknowledge m regard to the 
wife of his bosom, if he can tmst her as well as love her. 
When I hear jocose proverbs spoken as to men, snch as that 
in this house the gray mare is the better horse, or that in that 
house the wife wears that garment which is supposed to denote 
virile command, knowing that the joke is easy, and that 
meekness in a man is more truly noble than a habit of stem 
authority, I do not allow them to go far with me in influencing 
my judgment." 

So spoke Mr. Crawley, who never permitted the slightest 
interference with his own word in his own family, and who had 
himself been a witness of one of those scenes between the 
bishop and his wife in which the poor bishop had been so 
cruelly misused. But to Mr. Crawley the thing which he 
himself had seen under such circumstances was as sacred as 
though it had come to him under the seal of confession. In 
speaking of the bishop and Mrs. Proudie, — ^nay, as far as vas 
possible in thinking of them, — he was bound to speak and to 
think as though he had not witnessed that scene in the palace 
study. 

'* I don't suppose that there is much doubt about her real 
character," said Eobarts. '* But you and I need not discuss 
that." 

*' By no means. Such discussion would be both useless 
and unseemly." 

<* And just at present there is something else that I 
specially want to say to you. Indeed, I went to Silverbndge 
on the same subject yesterday, and have come here eipiessiy 
to have a little conversation with you." 

'*Ji it be about aflairs of mine, Mr. Bobarts, I am indeed 
troubled in spirit that so great labour should have fiedlen apo& 
you." 
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*' Never mind my labour. Indeed your saying that is 
a nuisance to me, because I hoped that by this time you 
would have understood that I regard you as a friend, and that 
I think nothing any trouble that I do for a fi'iend. Your 
position just now is so peculiar that it requires a great deal 
of care." 

** No care can be of any avail to me." 

'* There I disagree with you. You must excuse me, but I 
do ; and so does Dr. Tempest. We think that you have been 
a little too much in a hurry since he communicated to you the 
result of our first meeting." 

" As how, sir ? " 

'* It is, perhaps, hardly worth while for us to go into the 
whole question ; but that man, Thumble, must not come here 
on next Sunday." 

'* I cannot say, Mr. Bobarts, that the Beverend Mr. 
Thumble has recommended himself to me strongly either by 
bis outward symbols of manhood or by such manifestation of 
bis inward mental gifts as I have succeeded in obtaining. But 
my knowledge of him has been so slight, and has been acquired 
in a manner so likely to bias me prejudicially against him, that 
I am inclined to think my opinion should go for nothing. It 
is, however, the fact that the bishop has nominated him to this 
daty ; and that, as I have myself simply notified my desire to 
be relieved from the care of the parish, on account of certain 
unfitness of my own, I am the last man who should interfere 
^th the bishop in the choice of my temporary successor." 

** It was her choice, not his." 

" Excuse me, Mr. Bobarts, but I cannot allow that 
assertion to pass unquestioned. I must say that I have 
adequate cause for believing that he came here by his lord* 
ship's authority." 

'* No doubt he did. Will you just listen to me for a 
moment ? Ever since this unfortunate afiair of the cheque 
became known, Mrs. Proudie has been anxious to get you out 
^^ this parish. She was a violent woman, and chose to take 
tbia matter up violently. Pray hear me out before you 
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interrupt me. There vrovid haye bean -m) commission ai all 
but for .her." . 

'' The commission is right and proper and jnet,'* sud 
Mr. Crawley, who could not keep himself silent. 

** Very well. Let it be so. But Mr. Thumble's coming 
oyer here is not proper or right ; and you may be sure the 
bishop does not wish it^" 

** Let him send any other, clergyman whom he may think 
more fitting," said Mr. Crawley. 

<' But we do not want him to send anybody.'' 

'* Somebody must be sent, Mr. Bobarts.*' 

^^ No, not so. Let me go over and see Thumble 
Snapper,-*— Snapper, you know, is the domestio chaplam; 
all that you need do is to go on with your services on Sundsj. 
If necessary, I will see the bishop. I think you may be snre 
that I can manage it. If not, I will comB back to jon." 
Mr. Bobarts paused for an answer, but it seemed for awhile 
that all Mr. Crawley's impatient desire to speak was over. He 
walked on silently along the lane by his visitor's side, and 
when, after some five or six minutes, Bobarts stood still in the 
road, Mr. Crawley even then said nothing. '' li cannot be birt 
that you should be anxious to keep the income of the pazish 
for your wife and children," said Mark Bobarts* 

** Of course, I am anxious for my wife and children," 
Crawley answered. . 

'* Then let me do as I say. Why should. yoru throw awqr 
a chance, even if it be a bad one 7 But here the chance is all 
in your favour. Let me manage it for you at Barchester." 

'' Of course I am anxious for my wife and children," said 
Crawley, repeating his words ; '^ how anxious, I fancy no bud 
can conceive who has not been near enough to absolute want to 
know how terrible is its approach when it threatens those vho 
are weak and who are very, dear ! But, Mr. Bobarts, yon 
spoke just now of the chance . of the thing,— ^the chance of 
your arranging on my behalf that I should for a while longer 
be left in the enjoyment of the freehold of my parish, li 
seemeth to me that there should be no chance on such a 
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subject; that in the adjuBtment of so momentous a matter 
there should be a consideration of right and wrong, -and no 
consideration of anght beside. I have been growing to feel, 
for some weeks past, that circnmstances, — ^whether through 
my own fault or not is an outside question as to which I will 
not farther delay you by offering even an opinion, — ^that 
nnfortunate circumstances have made me unfit to remain here 
as gaardian of the souls of the people of this parish. Then 
there came to me the letter from Dr. Tempest, — for which I 
am greatly beholden to him, — strengthening, me altogether in 
this view. What could I do then, Mr. Bobarts? Could I 
allow myself to think of my wife and my children when such a 
qnestion as that was before me for self-discussion ? " 

" I would, — certainly," said Kobarts. 

" No, sir ! Excuse the bluntness of my contradiction, but 
I feel assured that in such emergency you would look solely 
to duty, — as, by G-od's help, I will endeavour to do. Mr. 
Bobarts, there are many of us who, in many things, are much 
worse than we believe ourselves to be. But in other matters, 
and perhaps of larger moment, we can rise to ideas of duty as 
the need for such ideas comes upon us. I say not this at all 
as praising myself. I speak of men as I believe that they will 
be found to be ; — of yourself, of myself, and of others who 
strive to live with clean hands and a clear conscience. I do 
not for a moment think that you would retain your benefice at 
Framley if there had come upon you, after much thought, an 
assured conviction that you could not retain it without grievous 
injury to the soulB of others and grievous sin to your own. 
Wife and children, dear as they are to you and to me, — as 
dear to me as to you, — fade, from the sight when the time 
comes for judgment on such a matter as that 1 " They were 
standing quite still now, facing each other, and Crawley, as he 
spoke with a low voice, looked straight into his friend's eyes^ 
and kept his hand firmly fixed on his friend's arm. 

" I cannot interfere further," said Bobarts. 

" No, — ^you cannot interfere further." Bobarts, when he 
told the story of the interview to his wife that evening, 
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declared that he had never heard a voice so plaintiyely touch- 
ing as was the voice of Mr. Crawley when he uttered those last 
words. 

They returned hack to the servant and the house almost 
without a word, and Roharts mounted without offering to see 
Mrs. Crawley. Nor did Mr. Crawley ask him to do so. It was 
hotter now that Eoharts should go. *' May God send you 
through all your trouhles/' said Mr. Eoharts. 

** Mr. Roharts, I thank you warmly for your friendship/' 
said Mr. Crawley. And then they parted. In ahout half-an- 
hour Mr. Crawley returned to the house. " Now for Pindar, 
Jane," he said, seating himself at his old desk. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

ME. CEAWLETS LAST APPEAEANCE IN HIS OWN 

PULPIT. 

No word or message from Mr. Crawley reached Barchester 
throughout the week, and on the Sunday morning Mr. Thumble 
was under a positive engagement to go out to Hogglestock, and 
perform the services of the church. Dr. Tempest had been 
quite right in saying that Mr. Thumhle would he awed by the 
death of his patroness. Such was altogether the case, and he 
was very anxious to escape from the task he had undertaken 
at her instance, if it were possible. In the first place, be had 
never been a favourite with the bishop himself, and had now, 
therefore, nothing to expect in the diocese. The crusts from 
hits of loaves and the morsels of broken fishes which had come 
in his way had all come &om the bounty of Mrs. Prondie. 
And then, as regarded this special Hogglestock job, how was 
he to get paid for it ? Whence, indeed, was he to seek repay- 
ment for the actual money which he would be out of pocket 
in finding his way to Hogglestock and back again ? But he 
could not get to speak to the bishop, nor could he induce 
any one who had access to his lordship to touch upon the 
subject. Mr. Snapper avoided him as much as possible ; and 
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Mr. Snapper, when he was canght and interrogated, declared 
that he regarded the matter as settled. Nothing coald be in 
worse taste, Mr. Snapper thought, than to nndo, immediately 
after the poor lady's death, work in the diocese which had 
been arranged and done by her. Mr. Snapper expressed his 
opinion that Mr. Thumble was bound to go out to Hoggle- 
stock ; and, when Mr. Thumble declared petulantly that he 
would not stir a step out of Barchester, Mr. Snapper protested 
that Mr. Thumble would have to answer for it in this world 
and in the next if there were no services at Hogglestock on 
that Sunday. On the Saturday evening Mr. Thumble made a 
desperate attempt to see the bishop, but was told by 
Mrs. Draper that the bishop had positively declined to see 
him. The bishop himself probably felt unwilling to interfere 
with his wife's doings so soon after her death! So Mr. 
Thumble, with a heavy heart, went across to ** The Dragon of 
Wantly," and ordered a gig, resolving that the bill should be 
sent in to the palace. He was not going to trust himself again 
upon the bishop's cob 1 

lip to Saturday evening Mr. Crawley did the work of his 
parish, and on the Saturday evening he made an address to his 
parishioners from his pulpit. He had given notice among the 
hricbnakers and labourers that he wished to say a few words 
to them in the school-room ; but the farmers also heard of this 
and came with their wives and daughters, and all the brick- 
makers came, and most of the labourers were there, so that 
there was no room for them in the school-house. The 
congregation was much larger than was customary even in the 
church. " They will come," he said to his wife, ** to hear a 
i^ned man declare his own ruin, but they will not come to 
tear the word of God." When it was found that the persons 
assembled were too many for the school-room, the meeting was 
adjourned to the church, and Mr. Crawley was forced to get 
into his pulpit. He said a short prayer, and then he began his 
Btory. 

His story as he told it then shall not be repeated now, as 
the same story has been told too often already in these pages, 
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Sorely it was a singular story for a parish clergyman to tell of 
himself in so solemn a manner. That he had applied the 
eheqne to his own purposes, and was nnable to account for the 
possession of it, was certain. He did not know when or how he 
had got it. Speaking to them then in God's honse he told them 
that. He was to be tried by a jury, and all he could do was to 
tell the jury the same. He would not expect the jury to belieTe 
him. The jury would, of course, belieye only that which was 
proyed to them. But he did expect his old friends at Hoggle- 
stock, who had known him so long, to take his word as trae. 
That there was no sufficient excu^ for his conduct, eyen in his 
own sight, this, his yoluntary resignation of his parish, W80, 
he said, sufficient eyidence. Then he explained to them, as 
clearly as he was able, what the bishop had done, what the 
commission had done, and what he had done himself. That 
he spoke no word of Mrs. Proudie to that audience need haidlj 
be mentioned here. ** And now, dearest friends, I leaye yoa," j^ 
he said, with that weighty solemnity which was so peculiar to f 
the man, and which he was able to make singularly impressiTe } 
eyen on such a congregation as that of Hogglei^iock, << andl y^ 
trust that the heayy but pleasing burden of the charge which 1 I j 
haye had oyer you may fall into hands better &tted ^thaa mine . 
haye been for such work. I haye always known my own unfit- ^ . 
ness, by reason of the worldly cares with which I haye bees l,;j 



laden« Poyerty makes the spirit poor, and the hands weak, 
and the heart sore,~^and too ofi;en makes the conseience dnU. 
May the latter neyer be the case with any of youJ' Then he 
uttered another short prayer, and, stepping down from the 
pulpit, walked out of the church, with his weeping wife hanging 
on his arm, and his daughter following them almost dissolved 
in tears. He neyer again entered that church as the pastor of 
the congregation. k 

There was an old lame man from Hoggle End leaning on 
his stick near the door as Mr. Crawley went out, and with him 
was his old lame wife. " He*ll pull through yet," said the 
old man to his wife ; '' you'll see else. . He'U pull thioogh 
because he's so dogged. It's dogged as does it." -h^i^ 
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On thai night the position of the members of Mr. 0rawley*8 
household seemed to haye been changed. There was some- 
thing almost of elation in his mode of speaking, and he said 
soft loying words, striving to eomfort his wife. She, on* the 
other hand, conid say nothing to comfort him. She had been 
averse to the step he was taking, bat had been unable to press 
her objection in opposition to his great argument as to duty. 
Since he had spoken to her in that strain which he had used 
with Bobarts, she also had felt that she must be silent. But 
she could not even feign to feel the pride which comes from 
the performance of a duty. '' What will he do when he comes 
out 9 " ^e said to her daughter. The coming out spoken of 
by her was the coming out of prison. It was natural enough 
that she should feel no elation. 

The breakfJEust on Sunday morning was to her, perhaps, the 
saddest scene of her life. They sat down, the three together, 
at the usual hour, — ^nine o'clock, — ^but the morning had. not 
been passed as was customary on Stmdays. It had been 
Mr. Crawley's practice to go into the school from eight to nine ; 
but on this Sunday he felt, as he told his wife, that his presence 
would be an intrusion there. But he requested Jane to go 
and perform her usual task. '^ If Mr. Thumble should come," 
he said io her, ''be submissive to him in all things." Then 
he stood at his door, watching to see at what hour Mr. Thumble 
would reach the school. But Mr. Thumble did not attend the 
school on that morning. '' And yet he was very express to 
me in his desire that I would not myself meddle with the 
duties," said Mr. Crawley to his wife as he stood at the door, 
— ''unnecessarily urgent, as I must say I. thought at the 
time." If Mrs. Crawley could have spoken out her thoughts 
about Mr. Thumble at that moment, her words would, I think, 
have surprised her husband. 

At breakfast there was hardly a word spoken. Mr. CraT^ey 
took his crust and eat it mournfully, — almost ostentatiously. 
Jane tried and fjEuled, and tried to hide her failure, fedling in 
that also. Mrs. Crawley made no attempt. She sat behind 
her old teapot^ with her hands clasped and her eyes fixed. It 
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was as thongh some last day had come upon her, — ^ihis, the 
first Sunday of her hushand's degradation. *' Mary," he said 
to her, '' why do yon not eat ? " 

*' I cannot,*' she replied, speaking not in a whisper, hut in 
words which would hardly get themselyes articulated. " I 
cannot. Do not ask me." 

« For the hononr of the Lord you will want the strength 
which hread alone can give you," he said, intimating to her 
that he wished her to attend the service. 

*^ Do not ask me to he there, Josiah. I cannot. It is too 
much for me." 

*^ Nay ; I will not press it,*' he said. *' I can go alone." 
He uttered no word expressiye of a wish that his daughter 
should attend the church ; hut when the moment came, Jane 
accompanied him. ** What shall I do, mamma," she said, 
" if I find I cannot hear it ? " " Try to bear it," the mother 
said. ** Try, for his sake. You are stronger now than 
I am." 

The tinkle of the church bell was heard at the usual time, 
and Mr. Crawley, hat in hand, stood ready to go forth. He 
had heard nothing of Mr. Thumble, but had made up his mind 
that Mr. Thumble would not trouble him. He had taken the 
precaution to request his churchwarden to be early at the 
church, so that Mr. Thumble might encounter no difficulty. 
The church was very near to the house, and any yehicle 
arriving might have been seen had Mr. Crawley watched 
closely. But no. one had cared to watch Mr. Thumble's amval 
at the church. He did not doubt that Mr. Thumble would be 
at the church. With reference to the school, he had had some 
doubt. 

But just as he was about to start he heard the clatter of 
a gig. Up came Mr. Thumble to the door of the parsonage, 
and having come down from his gig was about to enter the 
house as though it were his own. Mr. Crawley greeted him 
in the pathway, raising his hat from his head, and expressmg 
a wish that Mr. Thumble might not feel himself fatigued with 
his drive. << I will not ask you into my poor house," he said, 
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standing in the middle of the pathway ; ''for that my wife 
isiU." 

" Nothing catching, I hope ? " said Mr. Thnmble. 

'* Her malady is of the spirit rather than of the flesh," said 
Mr. Crawley. " Shall we go on to the church ? " 

" Certainly, — ^by all means. How about the surplice ? " 

'' You will find, I trust, that the churchwarden has every- 
thing in readiness. I have notified to him expressly your 
coming, with the purport that it may be so." 

" You'll take a part in the service, I suppose ? " said 
Mr. Thumble. 

" No part, — ^no part whatever," said Mr. Crawley, standing 
still for a moment as he spoke, and showing plainly by the 
tone of his voice how dismayed he was, how indignant he had 
been made, by so indecent a proposition. Was he giving up 
Us pulpit to a stranger for any reason less cogent than one 
which made it absolutely imperative on him to be silent in that 
church which had so long been his own ? 

" Just as you please," said Mr. Thumble. ** Only it*s 
rather hard lines to have to do it all myself after coming all 
the way from Barchester this morning." To this Mr. Crawley 
condescended to make no reply whatever. 

In the porch of the church, which was the only entrance, 
Mr. Crawley introduced Mr. Thumble to the churchwarden, 
simply by a wave of the hand, and then passed on with his 
daughter to a seat which opened upon the aisle. Jane was 
going on to that which she had hitherto always occupied with 
her mother in the little chancel ; but Mr. Crawley would not 
allow this. Neither to him nor to any of his family was there 
attached any longer the privilege of using the chancel of the 
church of Hogglestock. 

Mr. Thumble scrambled into the reading-desk some ten 
minutes after the proper time, and went through the morning 
senice under, what must be admitted to be, serious difficulties. 
There were the eyes of Mr. Crawley fixed upon him throughout 
the work, and a feeling pervaded him that everybody there 
regarded him as an intruder. At first this was so strong upon 
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him thai Mr. Crawley pitied him, and would have encouraged 
him had it been possible. But as the work progressed, and as 
custom and the sound of his own yoioe emboldened him, there 
came to the man some touches of the arrogance which so 
generally accompanies cowardice, and Mr. Crawley's acute ear 
detected the moment when it was so. An observer might 
have seen that the motion of his hands was altered as they 
were lifted in prayer. Though he was praying, even in prayer 
he could not forget the man who was occupying his desk. 

Then came the sermon, preached very often before, lasting 
exactly half-an-hour, and then Mr. Thumble's work was done. 
Itinerant clergymen, who preach now here and now there, as 
it had been the lot of Mr. Thumble to do, have at any rate 
this relief, — ^that they can preach their sermons often. From 
the communion-table Mr. Thumble had stated that, in the 
present peculiar circumstances of the parish, there would he 
no second service at Hogglestock for the present ; and this vas 
all he said or did peculiar to the occasion. The moment the 
service was over he got into his gig, and was driven back to 
Barchester. 

" Mamma,'* said Jane, as they sat at their dinner, " sach 
a sermon I am sure was never heard in Hogglestock before, 
indeed, you can hardly call it a sermon. It was downright 
nonsense." 

'' My dear," said Mr. Crawley, energetically, '' keep your 
criticisms for matters that are profane ; then, Uiough they he 
childish and silly, they may at least be innocent. Be critical 
on Euripides, if you must be critical.*' But when Jane kissed 
her father after dinner, she, knowing his humour well, felt 
assured that her remarks had not been taken altogether in 
ill part. 

Mr. Thumble was neither seen nor heard of again in the 
parish during the entire week. 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 

MRS. ARABIN IS CAUGHT. 

One morning about the middle of April Mr. Toogood receiyed 
a telegram from Venice nrhich caused him instantly to leave 
his business in Bedford Bow and take the first train for Silver- 
bridge. " It seems to me that this job will be a deal of time 
and very little money," said his partner to him, when Toogood 
on the spur of the moment was making arrangements for his 
sndden departure and uncertain period of absence. *' That's 
abont it/' said Toogood. " A deal of time, some expense, and 
no retnms. It's not the kind of business a man can live upon ; 
is it ? " The partner growled, and Toogood went. But as 
we must go with Mr. Toogood down to Silverbridge, and as we 
cannot make the journey in this chapter, we will just indicate 
bis departure and then go back to John Eames, who, as will 
be remembered, was just starting for Florence when we last 
saw hin> . 

Our dear old firiend Johnny had been rather proud of him* 
self as he started from London. He had gotten an absolute 
victory over Sir Baffle Buffle, and that alone was gratifying to 
his feelings. He liked the excitement of a journey, and 
especially of a journey to Italy ; and the importance of the 
cause of his journey was satisfactory to him. But above all 
things he was delighted at having fotmd that Lily Dale was 
pleased at his going. He had seen clearly that she was much 
pleased, and that she made something of a hero of him because 
of his alacrity in the cause of his cousin. He had partially 
understood, — ^had understood in a dim sort of way, — ^that his 
want of favour in Lily's eyes had come from some deficiency 
of his own in this respect. She had not found him to be a 
hero. She had known him first as a boy, with boyish belong- 
ings around him, and she had seen him from time to time as 
he became a man, almost with too much intimacy for the 
creation of that love with which he wished to fill her heart. 
His rival had come before her eyes for the first time with all 



820 THE LAST CHBOKICLE OF BABSET. 

the glories of Pall Mall heroism abont him, and lily in her 
weakness had been conquered bj them. Since that she had 
learned how weak she had been, — ^how silly, how childish, she 
would say to herself when she allowed her memory to go back 
to the details of her own story; but not the less on that 
account did she feel the want of something heroic in a man 
before she could teach herself to look upon him as more 
worthy of her regard than other men. She had still uncon- 
sciously hoped in regard to Orosbie, but now that hope had 
been dispelled as unconsciously, simply by his appearance. 
There had been moments in which John Eames had almost 
risen to the necessary point, — had almost made good his 
footing on the top of some moderate, but still sufficient 
mountain. But there had still been a succession of little 
tumbles, — ^unfortunate slips for which he himself should not 
always have been held responsible ; and he had never quite 
stood upright on his pinnacle, visible to Lily's eyes as being 
really excelsior. Of all this John Eames himself had an 
inkling which had often made him very uncomfortable. Wkat 
the mischief was it she wanted of him ; and what was he to 
do ? The days for plucking glory from the nettle danger were 
clean gone by. He was well dressed. He knew a good manj 
of the right sort of people. He was not in debt. He hai 
saved an old nobleman's life once upon a time, and had bees 
a good deal talked about on that score. He had even thrashed 
the man who had illtreated her. His constancy had been as 
the constancy of a Jacob ! What was, it that she wanted of 
him ? But in a certain way he did know what was wanted ; 
and now, as he started for Florence, intending to stop nowheie 
till he reached that city, he hoped that by this chivahons 
journey he might even yet achieve the thing necessary. 

But on reaching Paris he heard tidings of Mrs. Arabin 
which induced him to change his plans and make for Venice 
instead of for Florence. A banker at Paris, to whom he 
brought a letter, told him that Mrs. Arabin would now be 
found at Venice. This did not perplex him at all. It wonld 
have been delightful to see Florence, — but was more delightfol 
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still to see Yenice. His jonmey was the same as far as Tarin ; 
bat from Turin he proceeded through Milan to Yenice, instead 
of going by Bologna to Florence. He had fortunately come 
aimed with an Austrian passport, — ^as was necessary in those 
bygone days of Yenetia's thraldom. He was almost proud of 
himself, as though he had done something great, when he 
tmnbled into his inn at Yenice, without having been in a bed 
smce he left London. 

Bat he was barely allowed to swim in a gondola, for on 
reaching Yenice he found that Mrs. Arabin had gone back to 
Florence. He had been directed to the hotel which Mrs. 
Arabin had used, and was there told that she had started the 
day before. She had received some letter from her husband, 
as the landlord thought, and had done so. That was all the 
landlord knew. Johnny was vexed, but became a little prouder 
than before as he felt it to be his duty to go on to Florence 
before he went to bed. There would be another night in a 
railway-carriage, but he would live through it. There was just 
time to have a tub and a breakfEist, to swim in a gondola, to 
look at the outside of the Doge's palace, and to walk up and 
down the piazza before he started again. It was hard work, 
bat I think he would have been pleased had he heard that 
Mrs. Arabin had retreated from Florence to Bome. Had such 
been the case, he would have folded his cloak around him, and 
have gone on, — ^regardless of brigands, — thinking of Lily, and 
wondering whether anybody else had ever done so much before 
without going to bed. As it was he found that Mrs. Arabin 
was at the hotel in Florence, — still in bed, as he had arrived 
early in the morning. So he had another tub, another break- 
fast, and sent up his card. '' Mr. John Eames," — and across 
the top of it he wrote, " has come from England about 
Mr. Crawley." Then he threw himself on to a sofa in the 
hotel reading-room, and went &st asleep. 

John had found an opportunity of talking to a young lady 
in the breakfast-room, and had told her of his deeds. '< I 
only left London on Tuesday night, and I have come herei 
taking Yenice on the road.'' 

II. 21 
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** Then yon have trayeUed &st," said the yonng lady. 

*' I haven't seen a bed, of coarse,*' said John. 

The young lady immediately afterwards told her Mher. 
*' I suppose he must be one of those Foreign Office messengers," 
said the young lady. 

" Anything but that," said the gentleman. " People neTcr 
talk about their own trades. He's probably a clerk with a 
fortnight's leave of absence, seeing how many towns he can do 
in the time. It's the usual way of travelling now-a-dajB. 
When I was young and there were no railways, I remember 
going from Paris to Vienna without sleeping." Luckily for 
his present happiness, John did not hear this. 

He was still fast asleep when a servant came to him from 
Mrs. Arabin to say that she would see him at once. '* Yes, 
yes ; I'm quite ready to go on," said Johnny, jumping up, 
and thinking of the journey to Bome. But there was no 
journey to Home before him. Mrs. Arabin was almost in the 
next room, and there he found her. 

The reader will understand that they had never met before, 
and hitherto knew nothing of each other. Hfo.Axabinhad 
xiever heard the name of John Eames till John's card was put 
into her hands, and would not have known his business with 
her had he not written those few words upon it. ** Yon kare 
come about Mr. Crawley ? " she said to him, eagerly. '' I hate 
heard from my father that somebody was coming." 

''Yes, Mrs. Arabin; as hard as I could travel. I had 
expected to find you at Venice." 

" Have you been at Venice ? " 

''I have just arrived from Venice. They told me at Vm 
1 should find you there. However, that does not matter, tf I 
have found you here. I wonder whether you can help us ? " 

'^Do you know Mr. Crawley ? Are you a friend of his ? " 

'' I never saw him in my life; but he married my confiin-'' 

** I gave him the cheque, you know," said Mrs. Arabin. 

''Whatl'' exclaimed Eames, literally almost knocked 
•backwards by the easiness of ihe words which contained a 
solution for so terrible a difficulty. The Crawley case had 
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assumed 'such magnitade, and the iaronbles of the Crawley 
£unily had been so terrible, thai it seemed to him to be almost 
sacrilegioas that words so simply uttered should suffiee to 
cure eyerything. He had hardly hoped, — ^had at least barely 
hoped, — ^that Mrs. Arabin might be at)le to suggest something 
which would put them all on a track towards discovery of the 
trath. But he found that she had the clue in her hand, and 
that the due was one which required no further delicacy of 
investigation. There would be nothing more to unravel ; no 
journey to Jerusalem would be necessary ! 

^* Yes,'* said Mrs. Arabin, " I gave it to him. They have 
been writing to my husband about it, and never wrote to me ; 
and till I received a letter about it from my father, and another 
from my sister at Venice the day before yesterday, I knew 
nothing of the particulars of Mr. Crawley's trouble.'* 

<* Had you not heard that he had been taken before the 
magistrates ? '* 

" No ; not so much even as that. I had seen in Gcdi^nani 
something about a clergyman, but I did not know what clergy- 
man; and I heard that there was something wrong about 
Mr. Crawley's money, but there has always been something 
^ong about money with poor Mr. Crawly; and as I knew 
that my husband had b^en written to also, I did not interfere^ 
Norther than to ask the particulars; My letted have followed 
me about, and I only learned at Venice, just before I came 
bere, what was the nature of the case." 

" And did you do anything ? " 

'' I telegraphed at once to Mr. Toogood, who I understand 
IS acting as Mr. Crawley's solicitor. My sister sent me his 
address." 

" He is my uncle." 

"I telegraphed; to him, telling him that I had given 
^' Crawley the cheque, and then I wrote to Archdeacon 
Grantly giving him the whole history. I was obliged to come 
We before I could* return home, but I intended io start this 
evebing." 

*' And what is the whole history ? " asked John Eames. 
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The history of the gift of the cheque was veiy simple. It 
has been told how Mr. Crawley in his dire distress had called 
npon his old friend at the deanery asking for pecuniaiy 
assistance. This he had done with so much reluctance that 
his spirit had giyen way while he was waiting in the dean's 
library, and he had wished to depart without accepting what 
the dean was quite willing to bestow upon him. From this 
cause it had come to pass there had been no time for 
explanatory words, even between the dean and his wife, — ^&om 
whose private funds had in truth come the money which had 
been given to Mr. Crawley. For the private wealth of the 
family belonged to* Mrs. Arabin, and not to the dean ; and was 
left entirely in Mrs. Arabin*s hands, to be disposed of as she 
might please. Previously to Mr. Crawley's arrival at the 
deanery this matter had been discussed between the dean and 
his wife, and it had been agreed between them that a sum of 
fifty pounds should be given. It should be given by Mrs. 
Arabin, but it was thought that the gift would come with more 
comfort to the recipient from the hands of his old friend than 
from those of his wife. There had been much discussion 
between them as to the mode in which this might be done 
with least offence to the man's feelings, — for they knew 
Mr. Crawley and his peculiarities well. At last it was agreed 
that the notes should be put into an envelope, which envelope 
the dean should have ready with him. But when the moment 
came the dean did not have the envelope ready, and was 
obliged to leave the room to seek his wife. And Mrs. Arahin 
explained to John Fames that even she had not had it ready, 
and had been forced to go to her own desk to fetch it. Then, 
at the last moment, with the desire of increasing the good to 
be done to people who were so terribly in want, she put the 
eheque for twenty pounds, which was in her possession as 
money of her own, along with the notes, and in this way the 
cheque had been given by the dean to Mr. Crawley. "I 
shall never forgive myself for not telling the dean," she 
said. '< Had I done that all this trouble would have been 
saved 1 '* 



MBS. ABABIN IS CAUGHT. 825 

" But where did you get the cheque ? " Eames asked with 
natural curiosity. 

^* Exactly," said Mrs. Arabin. <' I have got to show now 
that I did not steal it, — ^have I not ? Mr. Soames will indict 
me now. And, indeed, I have had some trouble to refresh 
my memory as to all the particulars, for you see it is more 
than a year past.'' But Mrs. Arabin's mind was clearer on 
SQch matters than Mr. Crawley's, and she was able to explain 
that she had taken the cheque as part of the rent due to her 
from the landlord of ** The Dragon of Wantly," which inn was. 
her property, having been the property of her first husband. 
For some years past there had been a difficulty about the rent, 
things not having gone at " The Dragon of Wantly " as 
smoothly as they had used to go. At one time the money had 
heen paid half-yearly by the landlord's cheque on the bank at 
Barchester. For the last year-and-a-half this had not been 
done, and the money had come into Mrs. Arabin's hands at 
irregular periods and in irregular sums. There was at this 
moment rent due for twelve months, and Mrs. Arabin expressed 
her doubt whether she would get it on her return to Barchester. 
On the occasion to which she was now alluding, the money had 
heen paid into her own hands, in the deanery breakfast-parlour, 
hy a man she knew very well, — ^not the landlord himself, but 
one bearing the landlord's name, whom she believed to be the 
landlord's brother, or at least his cousin. The man in ques- 
tion was named Daniel Stringer, and he had been employed 
'^ " The Dragon of Wantly " as a sort of clerk or managing^ 
iiian as long as she had known it. The rent had been paid 
to her by Daniel Stringer quite as often as by Daniel's brother 
or cousin, John Stringer, who was, in truth, the landlord of 
the hotel. When questioned by John respecting the persons 
employed at the inn, she said that she did believe that there 
had been rumours of something wrong. The house had been 
in the hands of the Stringers for many years, — ^before the 
property had been purchased by her husband's father, — and 
therefore there had been an unwillingness to move them ; but 
gradually, so she said, there had come upon her and her 
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husband a feeling that the house must be pnt mto other 
hands. 

''Bat did yon say nothing about the cheque?" John 
asked. 

** Tes, I said a good deal about it. I asked why a cheque 
of Mr. Soames's was brought to me, instead of being taken to 
the bank for money ; and Stringer explained to me that they 
were not very fond of going to the bank, as they owed money 
there, but that I could pay it into my account. Only I kept 
my account at the other bank." 

'< You might have paid it in there," said Johnny. 

'< I suppose I might, but I didn't. I gave it to poor 
Mr. Crawley instead, — ^like a fool, as I know now that I was. 
And so I have brought all this trouble on him and on her ; 
and now I must rush home, without waiting for the dean, as 
&st as the trains will carry me." 

Eames offered to accompany her, and this offer was 
accepted. '< It is hard upon you, though," she said ; ^'you 
will see nothing of Florence. Three hours in Venice, and six 
in Florence, and no hours at all anywhere else, will be a hard 
fate to you on your first trip to Italy." But Johnny said 
** Excelsior " to himself once more, and thought of Lily Dale, 
who was still in London, hoping that she might hear of his 
exertions ; and he felt, perhaps, also that it would be pleasant 
to return with a dean's wife, and never hesitated. Nor would 
it do, he thought, for him to be absent in the excitement 
caused by the news of Mr. Crawley's innocence and injuries. 

^* 1 don't care a bit about that," he said. '^ Of course, I 
should like to see Florence, and, of course, I should like to 
go to bed ; but I will live in hopes that I may do both some 
day." And so there grew to be a friendship between him and 
Mrs. Arabin even before they had started. 

He was driven once through Florence ; he saw the Venus 

de' Medici, and he saw the Beggiola ; he looked up from the 

side of the Duomo to the top of the Campanile, and he walked 

round the back of the cathedral itself; he tried to inspect the 

<doors of the Baptistery, and declared that the ''David" was 
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very fine. Then he went back ta the hotel, dined with Mrs. 
Arabin, and started for England. 

The dean was to have joined his wife at Venice, and then 
they were to hate returned together, coming round by Florence. 
Mrs. Arabin had not, therefore, taken her things away from 
Florence when she left it, and had been obliged to return to. 
pick them np on her janrney homewards. He, — the dean, — 
had been delayed in his Eastern travels. Neither Syria nor 
Constantinople had got themselves done as quickly as he had 
expected, and he had, consequently, twice written to his wife, 
begging her to pardon the transgression of his absence for even 
yet a few days longer. '' Everything, therefore," as Mrs. 
Arabm said, ** has conspired to perpetuate this mystery, which 
a word from me would have solved. I owe more to Mr. Crawley 
than I can .qyer pay him." 

** He will be very well paid, I think," said John, '' when 
he hears the truth. . If you coold see inside his mind at this 
moment, I'm sure you'd find that he thinks he stole the 
cheque." 

''He cannot think that, Mr. Eames. Besides, at this 
moment I hope he has heard the truth." 

'' That may be, but he did think so. I do believe that 
he had not the slightest notion where he got it ; and, which is 
more, not a single person in the whole county had a notion. 
People thought that he had picked it up, and used it in his 
despair. And the bishop has been so hard upon him." 

'' Oh, Mr. Eames, that is the worst of all." 

'' So I am told. The bishop has a wife, I believe." 

'* Yes, he has a wife, certainly," said Mrs. Arabin. 

'' And people say that she is not very good-natured." 

'' There are some of us at Barchester who do not love her 
very dearly. I cannot say that she is one of my own especial 
friends." 

'' I believe she has been hard to Mr. Crawley," said John 
Sames. 

'' I should not be in the least surprised," said Mrs. Arabin. 

Then they reached Turing and there, taking up QaliffnanVs 



828 THE LAST CHBOKIOIiE OF BABSET. 

Messenger in the reading-room of Trompetta's Hotels Jolm 
Eames saw that*Mrs. Proadie was dead. ''Look at that/' 
said he, taking the paragraph to Mrs. Arabin ; '' Mrs. Prondie 
is dead ! " '< Mrs. Prondie dead ! " she exclaimed. '' Poor 
woman 1 Then there will be peace at Barchester ! " "I never 
knew her very intimately," she afterwards said to her com- 
panion, '' and I do not know that I have a right to say that she 
ever did me an injury. Bat I remember well her first conung 
into Barchester. My sister's father-in-law, the late bishop, 
was just dead. He was a mild, kind, dear old man, whom my 
father loved beyond all the world, except his own children. 
You may suppose we were all a little sad. I was not specially 
connected with the cathedral then, except through my fftther/' 
— ^and Mrs. Arabin, as she told all this, remembered that in 
the days of which she was speaking she was a young mourning 
widow, — '' but I think I can never forget the sort of harsh- 
toned psBan of low-church trumpets with which that poor 
woman made her entry into the city. She might have been 
more lenient, as we had never sinned by being very high. 
She might, at any rate, have been more gentle with us at first 
I think we had never attempted much beyond decency, good- 
will and comfort. Our comfort she utterly destroyed. Good- 
will was not to her taste. And as for decency, when I re- 
member some things, I must say that when the comfort and 
good- will went, the decency went along with them. And now 
she is dead ! I wonder how the bishop will get on without her." 

'' Like a house on fire, I should think," said Johnny. 

'* Fie, Mr. Eames; you shouldn't speak in such a way on 
such a subject." 

Mrs. Arabin and Johnny became fast firiends as they 
journeyed home. There was a sweetness in his character 
which endeared him readily to women ; though, as we hare 
seen, there was a want of something to make one woman cliog 
to him. He could be soft and pleasant-mannered. Heiras 
fond of making himself useful, and was a perfect master of ^ 
those little caressing modes of behaviour in which the caress is 
quite impalpable, and of which most women know the valne 
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and appreciate the comfort. By the tune that they had reached 
Paris John had told Mrs. Arabin the whole sfbiy of Lily Dale 
and Crosbie, and Mrs. Arabin had promised to assist him, if 
any assistance might be in her power. 

*^ Of conrse I have heard of Miss Dale," she said, ** because 
we know the De Conrcys." Then she tamed away her face, 
almost blushing, as she remembered the first time that she had 
seen that Lady Alexandrina De Oouroy whom Mr. Crosbie had 
married. It had been at Mr. Thome's house at Ullathome, 
and on that day she had done a thing which she had never 
since remembered without blushing. But it was an old story 
now, and a story of which her companion knew nothing, — of 
which he never could know anything. That day at Ullathome 
Mrs. Arabin, the wife of the Dean of Barchester, than whom 
there was no more discreet clerical matron in the diocese, had 
^bozed a clergyman's ears ! 

** Yes," said John, speaking of Crosbie, ''he was a wise 
fellow; he knew what he was about; he married an earFs 
daughter." 

" And now I remember hearing that somebody gave him a 
terrible beating. Perhaps it was you ? " 

" It wasn't terrible at all," said Johnny. 

" Then it was you ? " 

" Oh, yes ; it was I." 

" Then it was you who saved poor old Lord De Guest from 
the bull ? " 

'' Go on, Mrs. Arabin. There is no end of the grand 
things Tve done." 

*' You're quite a hero of romance." 

He bit his lip as he told himself that he was not enough of 
a hero. " I don't know about that," said Johnny. " I think 
what a man ought to do in these days is to seem not to care 
what he eats and drinks, and to have his linen very well got 
'ip. Then he'll be a hero." But that was hard upon Lily. 

'' Is that what Miss Dale requires ? " said Mrs. Arabin. 

** I was not thinking about her particularly," said Johnny, 
lying. 
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They slept a night in Paris, as they had done also at 
Turin, — Mrs. Arabin not finding herself able to accomplish 
such marvels in the way of travelling as her companion had 
achieved — and then arrived in London in the evening. She 
was taken to a certain quiet- clerical hotel at the top of Suffolk 
Street, much patronized by bishops and deans of the better 
sort, expecting to find a message there from her husband. 
And there was the message — just arrived. The dean had 
reached Florence three days after her departure ; and as he 
would do the journey home in tWenty^four hours less thtm she 
had taken, he would be there, at the hotel, on tho day after 
to-morrow. ** I suppose I may wait for him, Mr. Eames?" 
said Mrs. Arabin. 

" I will see Mr. Tpogood to-night, and I will cdl here to- 
morrow, whether I see him or not; At what hour will you 
be in ? *' 

** Don't trouble yourself to do that. You must take care 
of Sir Baffle Buffle, you know." 

<< I shan't go near Sir Raffle Buffle to-morrow, nor yet the 
next day. You mustn't suppose that I am afraid of Sir Baffle 

Buffle." 

"You are only afraid of Lily Dale." From all which it 
may be seen that Mrs. Arabin and John Eames had become 
very intimate on their way home. 

It was then arranged that he should call on Mr. Toogood 
that same night or early the next morning, and that he should 
come to the hotel at twelve o'clock on the next day. Going 
along one of the passages he passed two gentlemen in shovel- 
hats, with very black new coats, and knee-breeches; and 
Johnny could not but hear a few words which one clerical gen- 
tleman said to the other. " She was a woman of great energy, 
of wonderful spirit, but a firebrand, my lord, — ^a complete fire- 
brand ! " Then Johnny knew that the Dean of A. was talUng 
to the Bishop of B. about the late Mrs. Proudie. 
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CHAPTER XXVm. 

MR. TOOGOOD AT SILVERBRIDGE. 

We will now go back to Mr. Toogood as he started for 
Silverbridge, on the receipt of Mrs^ Arabin's telegram from 
Venice. ''I gave cheque to Mr: Crawley. It was part of 
a snm of money. Will write to Archdeacon Grantly to-day» 
and retom home at once.'' That was the telegram which 
Mr. Toogood received at his office, and on receiying which he 
resolved that he mnst start to Barchester immediately. ** It 
isn't certainly what yon may call a paying business/' he said 
to his partner, who continued to grumble ; ^' but it must be 
done all the same. If it don't get into the ledger in one way 
it will in another." So Mr. Toogood started for Silverbridge, 
having sent to his house in Tavistock Square for a small bag, 
a clean shirt, and a toothbrush. And as he went down in the 
railway-carriage, before he went to sleep, he turned it all over 
m his mind. " Poor devil ! I wonder whether any man ever 
snffered so much before. And as for that woman, — it's ten 
thousand pities that she should have died before she heard it. 
Talk of heart-comphunt ; she'd have had a touch of heart" 
complaint if she had known this I " Then, as he was specu- 
lating how Mrs. Arabin could have become possessed of the 
cheque, he went to sleep. 

He made up his mind that the first person to be seen 
was Mr. Walker, and after that he would, if possible, go to 
Archdeacon Grantly. He was at first minded to go at once 
oat to Hogglestock ; but when he remembered how very 
strange Mr. Crawley was in all his ways, and told himself 
professionally that telegrams were but bad sources of evidence 
on which to depend for details, he thought that it would be 
safer if he were first to see Mr.. Walker. There would be 
very little delay. In a day or two the archdeacon would 
receive his . letter, and in a day or two after that Mrs. Arabin 
would probably be at home. 
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It was late in the eTening before Mr. Toogood readied 
the house of the Silverbridge solicitor, having the telegram 
carefdlly folded in his pocket; and he was shown into the 
dining-room while the servant took his name np to Mr. 
Walker. The clerks were gone, and the office was closed ; 
and persons coming on business at snch times, — as they often 
did come to that house, — ^were always shown into the parlour. 
''I don't know whether master can see you to-night," said 
the girl ; '* but if he can, he'll come down." 

When the card was brought up to Mr. Walker, he was 
sitting alone with his wife. '' It's Toogood," said he ; " poor 
Crawley's cousin." 

.'<I wonder whether he has found anything out," said 
Mrs. Walker. " May he not come up here ? " Then 
Mr. Toogood was summoned into the drawing-room, to the 
maid's astonishment ; for Mr. Toogood had made no toilet 
sacrifices to the goddess or grace who presides over evening 
society in provincial towns, — and presented himself with the 
telegram in his hand. '< We have found out all about poor 
Crawley's cheque," he said, before the maid-servant had 
closed the door. <*Look at that," and he handed the 
telegram to Mr. Walker. The poor girl was obliged to go, 
though she would have given one of her ears to know the 
exact contents of that bit of paper. 

** Walker, what is it ? " said his wife, before Walker had 
had time to make the contents of the document his own. 

'* He got it from Mrs. Arabin," said Toogood. 

*« No I " said Mrs. Walker. " I thought that was it all 
along." 

" It's a pity you didn't say so before," said Mr. Walker. 

" So I did ; but a lawyer thinks that nobody can ever see 
anything but himself; — ^begging your pardon, Mr. Toogood, 
but I forgot you were one of us. But, Walker, do read it." 
Then the telegram was read. " I gave cheque to Mr. Crawlej* 
It was part of a sum of money," — with. the rest of it. "I 
knew it would come out," said Mrs. Walker. "I wasqnit^ 
sure of it." 
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" Bat why the mischief didn't he say so ? " said Walker. 

'* He did say that he got it from the dean," said Toogood. 

" But he didn't get it from the dean ; and the dean clearly 
knew nothing ahont it." 

" I'll tell you what it is," said Mrs. Walker ; " it has 
been some private transaction between Mr. Crawley and 
Mrs. Arabin, which the dean was to know nothing about; 
and so he wouldn't tell. I must say I honour him." 

<< I don't think it has been that," said Walker. « Had he 
known all through that it had come from Mrs. Arabin, he 
would never have said that Mr. Soames gave it to him, and 
then that the dean gave it him." 

" The truth has been that he has known nothing about 
it," said Toogood ; '' and we shall have to tell him." 

At that moment Mary Walker came into the room, and 
Mrs. Walker could not constrain herself. ** Mary, Mr. Crawley 
is all right. He didn't steal the cheque. Mrs. Arabin gave 
it to him." 

"Who says so? How do you know? Oh, dear; I 
am so happy, if it's true." Then she saw Mr. Toogood, and 
curtseyed. 

" It is quite true, my dear," said Mr. Walker. ** Mr. 
Toogood has had a message by the wires from Mrs. Arabin at 
Venice. She is coming home at once, and no doubt every- 
thing will be put right In the meantime, it may be a question 
whether we should not hold our tongues. Mr. Crawley himself, 
I suppose, knows nothing of it yet ? " 

** Not a word," said Toogood. 

'< Papa, I must tell Miss Prettyman," said Mary. 

" I should think that probably all Silverbridge knows it 
by this time," said Mrs. Walker, " because Jane was in the 
room when the announcement was made. You may be sure 
that every servant in the house has been told." Mary Walker, 
not waiting for any farther command from her £Etther, hurried 
ont of the room to convey the secret to her special circle of 
friends. 

It was known throughout Silverbridge that night, and 
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indeed ii made so mnch commoiion tliat it kept many p^ple 
for an hour ont of their beds^ Ladies who were not in the 
habit of going ont late at night without the fly from: the 
" George and Yultnre/' tied their heads np in ikea handker- 
chief, and hurried up and down the street to tell each other 
that the great secret had been discovered, and that in troth 
Mr. Crawley had not stolen the chetpe. The solution of the 
mystery was not known to all, — was known on that night only 
to the very select portion of the aristocracy of Silyeibridge to 
whom it was communicated by Mary Waflcer or Miss Anne 
^Prettyman. For Mary Walker, when earnestly «ntreaied by 
Jane, the parlour-maid, to tell her something more of the 
great news, had so far respected her father's csuitibn as to say 
not a word about Mrs. Arabin. 

<< Is it true. Miss Mary, that he didn't steal it ?" Jane 
asked imploringly. 

'' It is true. He did not steal it." 

" And who did. Miss Mary ? Indeed I won't tell any- 
body." 

'' Nobody. But don't ask any more quesfionB, for I won't 
answer them. Get me my hat at once, for I want to go up to 
Miss Prettyman's." 

Then Jane got Miss Walk^'s hat, and immediitdy after- 
wards scampered into the kitchen with the news. ' " Oh, iaw, 
co<^, it's all come out ! Mr. Crawley's as innocent as the 
unborn babe. The gentleman upstairs what's just come, and 
was here once before, — ^for I know*d him immediate> — ^I heard 
him say so. And master said so too." 

*^ Did master say so his own self? " asked the cook. 

'' Indeed he did ; and Miss Mary told me the same this 
moment." 

** If master said so, then there ain't a doubt as they'll find 
him innocent. And who took'd it, Jand ? " 

^* Miss Mary says as nobody didn't steal it." 

" That's nonsense, Jane. It stands toreason aasomebodj 
had it as hadn't ought to have had it. But I'm as glad as 
anything as how that poor reverend gent 'U come off; — ^I am. 
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They teHs me it'6 -weeks sometimes before a bit of batcher's 
meat fizids its way into his house.'' Then the groom and the 
housemaid and the cook, one after another, took occasion to 
slip out of the back-door, and poor Jane, who had really been 
the owner of the news, was left alone to answer the bell. 

Miss Walker found the two Miss Prettymans sitting 
together over their accounts in the elder Miss Prettyman's 
priyate room. And she could see at once by signs which 
were not nnfaniiliar to her that Miss Anne Prettyman was 
being scolded. It often happened that Miss Anne Prettyman 
was scolded, especially when the accounts were brought ou^ 
upon the table. '' Sister, they are illegible," Mary Walker 
beard, as the servant opened the door for her. 

'' I don't think it's quite so bad as that," said Miss Anne, 
unable to restrain her defence. Then, as Mary entered the 
room, Miss Prettyman the elder laid her hands down on certain 
books and papers as though to hide them from pro&ne eyes. 

'T am glad to see you, Maiy," said Miss Prettyman, 
.gravely. 

'* I've brought such a piece of news," said Mary. *' I knew 
you'd be glad to hear it, so I ventured to disturb you." 

** Is it good news ? " said Anne Prettyman. 

" Very good news. Mr. Crawley is innocent." 

Both the ladies sprung on to their legs. Even Miss 
Prettyman herself jumped up on to her legs. 

''Ko 1 " said Anne. 

'< Yomr father has discx>vered ii?" said Miss Prettyman. 

"Not exactly that. Mr. Toogood has come down from 
Ijondoii to tell hhn. Mr. Toogood, you know, is Mr. Crawley's 
<^usin ; and he is a lawyer, like papa." It may be observed 
that ladies belonging to the £unilies of solicitors always talk 
about lawyers, and never about attorneys or banisters. 

" And does Mr. Toogood say that Mr. Crawley is inno- 
cent ? " asked Miss Pretl^man. 

** He has heard it by a message from Mrs. Arabin. But 
you mustn't mention this. You won't, please, because papa 
has asked me not. I told him that I idiould tell you." Tken, 



886 THE LAST CHBONIGLE OF BABSST. 

for the first time, the frown passed away entirely from Miss 
Prettyman*s face, and the papers and acconnt-hooks weie 
pushed aside, as heing of no moment. The news had been 
momentous enough to satisfy her. Mary continued her story 
ahnost in a whisper. " It was Mrs. Arahin who sent the cheque 
to Mr. Crawley. She says so herself. So that makes Mr. 
Crawley quite innocent. I am so glad.*' 

'< But isn't it odd he didn't say so ? " said Miss Pretty- 
man. 

" Neyertheless/it's true," said Mary. 

'* Perhaps he forgot," said Anne Prettyman. 

'' Men don't forget such things as that," said the elder 
sister. 

" I really do think Mr. Crawley could forget anything," 
said the younger sister. 

** You may be sure it's true," said Mary Walker, "because 
papa said so." 

"If he said so, it must be true," said Miss Prettymtfi; 
" and I am rejoiced. I really am rejoiced. Poor man ! Poor 
ill-used man 1 And nobody has ever believed that he bss 
really been guilty, even though they may have thought that he 
spent the money without any proper right to it. And now he 
will get off. But dear me, Mary, Mr. Smithe told me yester- 
day that he had already given up his living, and that 
Mr. Spooner, the minor canon, was trying to get it from the 
dean. But that was because Mr. Spooner and Mrs. Proudie 
had quarrelled; and as Mrs. Proudie is gone, Mr. Spooner 
very likely won't want to move now." 

"They'll never go and put anybody into Hogglestock, 
Annabella, over Mr. Crawley's head," said Anne. 

" I didn't say that they would. Surely I may be allowed 
to repeat what I hear, like another person, without being 
snapped up." 

" I didn't mean to snap you up, Annabella." 

" You're always snapping me up. But if this is trae, I 
cannot say how glad I am. My poor Grace ! Now, I suppose, 
there will be no difficulty, and Grace will become a great 
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lady." Then they discussed very minutely the chances of 
Grace Crawley's promotion. 

John Walker, Mr. Winthrop, and several others of the 
chosen spirits of Silyerhridge, were playing whist at a provincial 
clab, which had estahlished itself in the town, when the news 
was brought to them. Though Mr. Winthrop was the partner 
of the great Walker, and though John Walker was the great 
man's son, I fear that the news reached their ears in but an- 
underhand sort of way. As for the great man himself, he never 
went near the club, preferring his slippers and tea at home. 
The Walkerian groom, rushing up the street to the ** George 
and Vulture, '' paused a moment to tell his tidings to the club 
porter ; from the club porter it was whispered respectfully to 
the Silverbridge apothecary, who, by special grace, was a 
member of the club ; — and was by him repeated with much 
caatious solemnity over the card-table. ** Who told you 
that, Balsam ? " said John Walker, throwing down his cards. 

<' I've just heard it," said Balsam. 

** I don't believe it," said John. 

"I shouldn't wonder if it's true," said Winthrop. "I 
always said that something would turn up." 

'^ Will you bet three to one he is not found guilty ? " said 
John Walker. 

" Done," said Winthrop ; " in pounds." That morning 
the odds in the club against the event had been only two to 
one. But as the matter was discussed, the men in the club 
began to believe the tidings, and before he went home, John 
Walker would have been glad to hedge his bet on any terms. 
After he had spoken to his father, he gave his money up 
for lost. 

But Mr. Walker, — ^the great Walker, — ^had more to do 
that night before his son came home from the club. He and 
Mr. Toogood agreed that it would be right that they should 
Bee Dr. Tempest at once, and they went over together to the 
rectory. It was past ten at this time, and they found the 
doctor almost in the act of putting out the candles for the 
night. "I could not but come to you, doctor," said 
II. 22 
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Mr. WAllser^ <^with the news my friend has brought. 
Mrs. Arabin gave the cheque to Crawley. Here is a tel^nun 
from hex saying so." And the telegram was handed to the 
doctor. 

.He stood perfectly silent for a few minutes, reading it oyer 
and oyer again. '^ I see it all," he said, when he. spoke at 
last. V.I S66.it all. now ; and X must own I was never, befoie 
80 much, puzzled in my life." , . 

. <M own J can't see why she should have given him 
Mr. Soames's cheque," said Mr. Walker. 

>< I can*t say where she got it, and I own I don't nmch 
care>" said Dr. Tempest. . '' But I don't doubt but what is^ 
gave it him without telling the^ean, and.that Crawley thought 
it came from the dean. I'm very glad. I am, indeed, very ghuL 
I do not know that I ever pitied a man so: much inmylifoasi 
have pitied Mr. Crawley." 

. « It mnst have been a hard case, when it has moved him," 
said Mr. Walker to Mr. Toogood its they left the clergyman's 
house; and then the Silverbridge attorn^ saw the i^mey 
from London home to his inn. < 

It was the general opinion :at Silverbridge that the> nem 
from ^Yenice ought to be: communicated to. the Cr&wleys bj 
Major Grantly. Mary Walker had expressed this opinion teij 
strongly, and her mother had^agreed witkher. Miss Prettjman 
also felt that poetical justice, or, at least, the romance of 
justice^. demanded this; and, as she told her sister Axme 
after.Mary Walker lefb her, she was of opinion that saeh an 
axrangement.might tend to> make things safe. ** I do think he 
is .an houBsiman and & fine fellow," said Miss- Pxettyman; 
" but, my dear, you know what the proverb says, * There's 
many au slip 'twixt the cup and the lip."' Miss Prettyman 
thought that anything which might be done to prevent a slip 
ought io he done. . The idea that the pleasant task of taking 
the news otdk to Hogglestock ought to be confided to. Hb^qh 
CIrtantly. was very general ; but then Mr. Walker was- of oinnioo 
that the newBought not to be taken to Hogglestock at all till 
something, more certtdn than the telegram had reached them. 



Early on the following morning the two lawyers a^^ain met, and 
it w^s axTfoxged between them thatithe London, kiwyer should 
go oyer at oace to Barchester, ^nd tha^the. Silyerbridge iawyec 
should see Major Grantly. Mr. Toogood was still of. opinion 
that with due diligence something might yet be learned, as to 
the cheque, by inquiry among the denizens of << The Pragon of 
Wantly^ "and.hisopipion to t^s e&ct.was stro^erthan ever 
when he learned &om Mr. Walker that '^The Dragon of 
Wantly '' belonged to. Mrs. Aral^in. 

Mr. Walker, after break&st, had himself driyen up in his 
open carriage to Cosby Lodge, and, as.^h^. entered, the. gates, 
observed that the auctioneer's bills as to. the sale had -been 
puUedjdown. The Mr.Walkers pf the,^<rprJd:know eveiything, 
aiid,o]ar,Hr. Walker had quite und^stood that, the migor was 
leaving Oq§]^7 I^dg^. b^atis^ of.i^nie misimdfirstaQdingwith 
his&ther* The exact nature of the jnisunderstanding he.:did 
not kujow, .^jMi ifchpu^ he. was jMCr. Walker* bat had Jittlff 
doubt IJiat it referred in some. way to. Gxace Crawley. If j the 
archdeacon's objection to Grace arose firom the. imputation 
against the father, that objection would now be removed, but 
the abolition of the pouters could not as yet havebeen owing 
to any i^ucl^ caiuse as ^that« . .Mfr Walter found the mtjor aithe 
gate of the farmyard attached i/o Cosby Lodge* and perceived 
that, at that yery moment he was engaged in. superintending the 
abolition of sundry .oth&r auctioneer'^ bills fipm sundry other 
posts.. <' What is all this about ? /! said Mr. Walker,. greelpig 
the major. , "Is there to l?e no sale after aU ? " . ..: . , 

''.It has been pqstpimed," said tl^e msyor, 

" Postponed for gpod, I hope ? . Bill to be read again this 
day six months 1 " said Mr. Walker. 

/' I rather think not. But circumstances have induced me 
to have ^t put oflf." 

Mr. Walker had got put of the carriage and had taken 
Major Grantly asid^. . '' Just come c^ little forthef^*' he said ; 
'Tves something EOP^i^ to tell you.,, News.. reached. me last 
night which will clear Mr. Cirawley Mtogeth^. We know mm 
where he got the cheque." - 
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" Yon don't tell me BO I " 

** Yes, I do. And though the news has reached us in saeh 
a way that we cannot act upon it till it's confirmed, I do not m 
the least doubt it." 

<<Andhowdidhegetit?" 

" Yon cannot guess ? " 

"Not in the least," said the major; "unless, after all, 
Soames gave it to him." 

" Soames did not give it to him, but Mrs. Arabin did." 

« Mrs. Arabin ? " 

" Yes, Mrs. Arabin." 

« Not the dean ? " 

" No, not the dean. What we know is this, that yonr 
aunt has telegraphed to Crawley's cousin, Toogood, to say that 
she gave Crawley that cheque, and that she has written to your 
father about it at length. We do not like to tell Crawley tlD 
that letter has been received. It is so easy, you know, to mis- 
understand a telegram, and the wrong copying of a word may 
make such a mistake ! " 

** When was it received ? " 

" Toogood received it in London only yesterday moniing' 
Your father will not get his letter, as I calculate, till the day 
after to-morrow. But, perhaps, you had better go over and 
see him, and prepare him for it. Toogood has gone to 
Barchester this morning." To this proposition Grantly made 
no immediate answer. He could not but remember the terms 
on which he had left his father; and though he had, most 
unwillingly, pulled down the auctioneer'*s bills, in compliance 
with his mother's last prayer to him, — and, indeed, had angiily 
told the auctioneer to send him in his bill when the auctioneer 
had demurred to these proceedings, — ^nevertheless he was 
hardly prepared to discuss the matter of Mr. Crawley with his 
father in pleasant words, — ^in words which should be fiill of 
rejoicing. It was a great thing for him, Henry Grantly, tbat 
Wc. Crawley should be innocent, and he did rcrjoice ; but he had 
intended his father to understand that he meant to perseyerei 
whether Mr. Crawley were innocent or guilty, and thus he 
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would now lose an opportunity for exhibiting his obstinacy, — 
an opportunity which had not been withont a charm for him. 
He must console himself as best he might with the returning 
prospect of assured prosperity, and with his renewed hopes as 
to the Plnmstead foxes 1 '' We think, major, that when the time 
comes yon ought to be the bearer of the news to Hogglestock," 
said Mr. Walker. Then the maior did undertake to conyey the 
news to Hogglestock, but he made no promise as to going over 
to Plumstead. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 
MR. TOOGOOD AT " THE DRAGON OF WANTLY." 

In accordance with his arrangement with Mr. Walker, Mr. 
Toogood went oyer to Barchester early in the morning and 
pnt himself up at " The Dragon of Wantly." He now knew 
the following facts : that Mr. Soames, when he lost his cheque, 
had had with him one of the seryants from that inn, — ^that the 
man who had been with Mr. Soames had gone to New Zealand, 
—that the cheque had found its way into the hands of Mrs. 
Arabin, and that Mrs. Arabin was the owner of the inn in 
question. So much he belieyed to be within his knowledge, 
and if his knowledge should proye to be correct, his work 
would be done as fax as Mr. Crawley was concerned. *If 
Mr. Crawley had not stolen the cheque, and if that could be 
proved, it would be a question of no great moment to Mr. 
Toogood who had stolen it. But he was a sportsman in his 
own line who liked to account for his own fox. As he was 
down at Barchester, he thought that he might as well learn 
how the cheque had got into Mrs. Arabin*s hands. No doubt 
that for her own personal possession of it she would be able 
to account on her return. Probably such account would be 
given in her first letter home. But it might be well that he 
should be prepared with any small circumstantial details which 
he might be able to pick up at the inn. 
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He' reaclied Batchestei* before' Breakfast/ ahd'iii 'drdering 
Us tea and toast^ reminded tlie' old waiter with the dirty towel 
of his former acquaintance With him. " I remember yon, sir," 
said the old waiter. **I remember you very well. Yon was 
asking questions about the cheque which Mr. Beamed lost 
afore Christmas.'' Mr. Toogood certk'inly had asked one 
(question on the subject. He had inquired whether a certain 
man who had gone to New Zealand had been the post-boy wbo 
accompanied Mr. Soames when the cheque was lost ; and the 
waiter had professed to know nothing about Mr. Soames or the 
cheque. He now perceived at once that the gist of the question 
had remained on the old man's mind, and that he was recog- 
nized as being in some way connected with the lost money. 

" Bid I ? Ah, yes ; I think I did. And I think yon told 
me that he was the man ? " 

" No, sir ; I never told you that." ^ 

** Then you told me that" he wasn^t." 

" Nor I didn't "tell you that neither," said the waiter angrily. 

" Then what Ihfe devil did you tell me ? " To- ihis fdither 
question the waitecr sulkily declined to give any answer, and 
soon afterwards left the room. Toogood, as soon as he had 
done his breakfast, rang the bell, and the same man appeared. 
" Will you tell Mr. Stringer that I should be' glad to see him 
if he's disengaged," said Mr. Toogood. " I know he's bad 
with the gout, and therefore if he'll allow me, I'll go to him 
instead of his coming to me." ' Mr. Stringer was the landlord 
of the inn. The waiter hesitated a moment, and then declared 
that to the best of his belief his master was not down. He 
would go and see. Toogood, however, would not wait for 
that ; but rising quickly and passing the waiter, crossed the 
hall from the" coflfee-room, and entered what was called the 
bar. The bar was a small room connected with the hall by a 
large open window, at which orders for rooms were given and 
cash \vas paid; and glasses of beer were consumed, — and a 
•good deal of miscellaneous conversation was carried on. The 
barmaid was here at the window, and there was also, in a 
comer of the room, a man at a desk with a red nose. Toogood 
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kaew that the man at' the desk with the red nose was Mr. 
Stringer's clerk. So much he had learned in his former 
nimmaging abont the inn. And he also remembered at this 
moment that he had observed the man with the red nose 
standing tmder a narrow archway in the close as he was 
coming oat of the deanery, on the occasion of his visit to 
Mr. Harding. It had not occnrred to him then that the man 
with the red nose was watching him, bat it did occar to him 
now that the man with the red nose had been there, nnder the 
arch, with the express pnrpose of watching him on that occa- 
sion. Mr. Toogeod passed qaickly throagh the bar into an 
inner parloor, in which was sitting Mr. Stringer^ the landlord, 
propped among his cashions. Toogood, 9s he had entered 
the hotel, had seen Mr. Stringer so placed, throagh the two 
doors, which at that moment had both happened to be open. 
He knew therefore that his old friend the waiter had not been 
qnite trae to him in saggesting that his master was not as yet 
'down. As Toogood cast a glance of his eye on the man with 
the red nose, he told himself the old story of the apparition 
nnder the archway. 

" Mr. Stringer," said Mr. Toogood to the landlord, " I 
hope I'm not intrading. * ' 

" dear, no, sir," said the forlorn man. "Nobody ever 
intmdes coming in here. I'm always happy to see gentlemen, 
—only mostly I'm so bad with the goat.*' 

'*Haye yea got a sharp toach of it jast now, Mr. 
Stringer?" 

''Not jast to-day, sir. IVe been a little easier since 
Saturday. The worst of this bnrst is over. Bat Lord bless 
yon, sir, it don't leave me,~not for a fortnight at a time, now ; 
it don't. And it ain't what I drink, nor.it ain't what I eat." 

** Constitationali I snppose ? " said Toogood. 

"Look here, sir; " and Mr. Stringer showed his visitor 
the chalk-stones in all his knnckles. " They say I'm all a 
mass of chalk. I sometimes think they'll break me np to 
mark the scores behind my own door with;" And Mr. Stringer 
laughed at his own wit. 
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Mr. Toogood langhed too. He langhed loud and cheenly. 
And then he asked a sadden qnestion, keeping his eye as he 
did so upon a little square open window, which conuniuucated 
between the landlord's priyate room and the bar. Through 
this small apertnre he conld see as he stood a portion of the 
hat worn by the man with the red nose. Since he had been in 
the room with the landlord, the man with the red nose had 
moved his head twice, on each occasion drawing himself closer 
into his comer; bnt Mr. Toogood, by moving also, had still con- 
trived to keep a morsel of the hat in sight. He langhed cheerily 
at the landlord's joke, and then he asked a certain qnestion,— 
looking well at the morsel of the hat as he did so. **Mr. 
Stringer," said he, " how do yon pay yonr rent, and to whom 
do you pay it ? *' There was immediately a jerk in the hat, 
and then it disappeared. Toogood, stepping to the open door, 
saw that the red-nosed clerk had taken his hat off and was veiy 
busy at his accounts. 

" How do I pay my rent ? " said Mr. Stringer, the land- 
lord. " Well, sir, since this cursed gout has been so bad, it's 
hard enough to pay it at all sometimes. Yon ain't sent here 
to look for it, sir, are you ? " 

** Not I," said Toogood. ** It was only a chance questioii." 
He felt that he had nothing more to do with Mr. Stringer, the 
landlord. Mr. Stringer, the landlord, knew nothing about 
Mr. Soames's cheque. " What's the name of your clerk?" 
said he. 

** The name of my clerk ? " said Mr. Stringer. " Why do 
you want to know the name of my clerk ? " 

" Does he ever pay your rent for you ? " 

*^ Well, yes ; he does, at times. He pays it into the 
bank for the lady as owns the house. Is there any reason for 
your asking these questions, sir ? It isn't usual, you know, 
for a stranger, sir." 

Toogood during the whole of this time was standing vith 
hia eye upon the red-nosed man, and the red-nosed man could 
not'tnove. The red-nosed man heard all the questions and 
the landlord's answers, and could not even pretend that he 
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did not hear them. ''I am my cousin's derk/' said he, 
pntting on his hat, and coming np to Mr. Toogood with a 
swagger. ''My name is Dan Stringer, and I'm Mr. John 
Stringer's cousin. I've liyed with Mr. John Stringer for 
twelve year and more, and I'm a'most as well known in Bar- 
chester as himself. Haye you anything to say to me, sir ? " 

** Well, yes ; I have," said Toogood. 

'' I helieye you're one of them attorneys from London ? " 
said Mr. Dan Stringer. 

'< That's true. I am an attorney from London. 

*' 1 hope there's nothing wrong ? " said the gouty man, 
trying to get off his chair, hut not succeeding. '' If there is 
anything wronger than usual, Dan, do tell me. Is there any- 
thing wrong, sir?" and the landlord appealed piteously to 
Mr. Toogood. 

" Never you mind, John," said Dan. ** You keep yourself 
quiet, and don't answer none of his questions. He's one of 
them low sort, he is. I know him. I knowed him for what 
he is directly I saw him. Ferreting ahout, — ^that's his game ; 
to see if there's anything to he got." 

''But what is he ferreting here for?" said Mr. John 
Stringer. 

"I'm ferreting for Mr. Soames's cheque for twenty 
pounds," said Mr. Toogood. 

"That's the cheque that the parson stole," said Dan 
Stringer. " He's to he tried for it at the 'sizes." 

" You've heard ahout Mr. Soames and his cheque, and 
ahout Mr. Crawley, I daresay ? " said Toogood. 

" I've heard a deal ahout them," said ike landlord. 

" And so, I daresay, have you ? " said Toogood, turning 
to Dan Stringer. But Dan Stringer did not seem inclined to 
'Carry on the conversation any further. When he was hardly 
pressed, he declared that he just had heard that there was 
some parson in trouble about a sum of money ; but that he 
knew no more about it than that. He didn't know whether it 
was a cheque or a note that the parson had taken, and had never 
been sufficiently interested in the matter to make any inquiry. 
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'* Bnt jonVe jnst said ihat Mr. Soarnds's cheqiie was ihe 
cheque the parson stole,'' said tha astonished landlord, tnrniBg 
with open eyes npon his cousin. 

^'Yon be blowed/' said Dan Stringer, the dBrk, to 
Mr. John Stringer, the hindlood ; and then walked out of Uie 
room back to the bar. 

** I understand nothing about it, — nothing at all^'^ said the 
gouty man. 

<'I understand pretty nearly all about it/' said Mr. 
Toogood, following the red-nosed clerk. There was no necessity 
that he should trouble the landlord any farther. He left the 
room, and went through the bar, and as he passed out along 
the hall, he found Dan Stringer with his hat on talking to tiie 
waiter. The waiter immediately pulled himself up, and 
adjusted his dirty napkin under his arm, after the feudiion of 
waiters, 'and showed that her intended to be ciyilto the 
customers of the house. But: he of ike red nose cocked his 
hat, and looked with insolence at Mr. Toogood, and defied him. 
f< There's nothing I do hate so much as them low>bred Old 
Bailey attorneys," said Mr. Dan Stringer to the waiter, in a 
Toioe intended to reach Mr. Toogood's ears. Then Mr. 
Toogood told himself that Dan Stringer was not ihe thief 
himself, and that it might be Tery difficult to prove that 
Dan had even been the receiver of stolen goods. He had, 
however, no doubt in his own mind but that such was the case. 

He first went to the polioe-^office, and there explained his 
business. Nobody at the police-office pretended to forget 
Mr. Soames's cheque, or Mr. Crawley's position. The constahle 
went so &r as to swear that there wasn't a man, woman, or 
child in all Barchester who was not talking of Mr. Crawiej at 
that very moment. Then Mr. Toogood went with the constable 
to the private house of the mayor, and had a little conversation 
•with the mayor. ** Not guilty ! " stud the mayor, with 
incredulity, when he first heard the news about Crawley. Bat 
when he heard Mr. Toogood's story, or as much of it as it was 
necessary that he should hear^ he yielded reluctantly. " Dear, 
dear 1 " he said. ** I'd have bet anything 'twas he who 
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it." And after that the mayor ^^as qnxte sad. Only let ns 
think what a eomfoitahle excitement it iroald create thronghont 
England if it was dnrmised that an archbishop had forged a 
deed ; and how mnch England woold lose when it was 
discovered that the archbishop was innocent 1 As the arch- 
bishop and his forgery would be to England, so was Mr. 
Crawley and the cheque for twenty pounds to Barchester and 
its mayor. Nevertheless, the mayor promised his assistance 
to Mr. Toogood. 

Mr. ToogoOd, still neglecting his red^nosed Mend, went 
next to the deanery, hoping that he might again see Mr. 
HardiQg. Mr. Harding was, he was told, too ill to be seen. 
Mr. Harding, Mrs. Baxter said, could never be seen now by 
strangers, nor yet by friends, unless they were very old 
friends. " There's been a deal of change smc6 yon were here 
last, sir. I remember your coming, sir. You were talking to 
Mr. Harding about the poor clergyman as is to be tried.'' He 
did not stop to tell Mrs. Baxter the whole story of Mr, Crawley's 
innocence; but having learned that a message had been 
received to say that Mrs. Arabin would be home on the 
next Tuesday, — ^this being Friday, — ^he took his leave of 
Mrs. Baxter. His next visit was to Mr. Soames, who lived 
three miles out in the country. 

He found it very difficult to convince Mr. Soames. 
Mr. Soames was more staunch in his belief of Mr. Crawley's 
guilt than any one whom Toogood had yet encountered. '* I 
never took the cheque out of his house," said Mr. Soames. 

** But you have not stated that on oath," said Mr. Toogood. 

" No," rejoined the other ; " and I never will. I can't 
swear to it ; but yet I'm sure of it." He acknowledged that 
he had been driven by a man named Scuttle, and that Scuttle 
might have picked up the cheque, if it had been dropped in 
the' gig. But the cheque had not been dropped in ihe gig. 
The cheque had been dropped in Mr. Crawley's honse.> 

'' Why did he say then that I paid it to him ? " said 
Mr. Soames, when Mr. Toogood spoke confidently of Crawley's 
innocence. 
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** Ah, why indeed ? " answered Toogood. " If he had not 
been fool enongh to do that, we sboold have been saved all 
this trouble. All the same, he did not steal your money, 
Mr. 8oames ; and Jem Scuttle did steal it. Unfortunately, 
Jem Scuttle is in New Zealand by this time." 

'' Of course, it is possible," said Mr. Soames, as he bowed 
Mr. Toogood out. Mr. Soames did not like Mr. Toogood. 

That evening a gentleman with a red nose asked at the 
Barchester station for a second-class ticket for London by the 
up night-mail train. He was well known at the station, and 
the station-master made some little inquiry. '' All the way to 
London to-night, Mr. Stringer ? " he said. 

** Yes, — ^all the way," said the red-nosed man, sulkily. 

''I don't think you'd better go to London to-night, 
Mr. Stringer," said a tall man, stepping out of the door of the 
booking-office. << I think you'd better come back with me to 
Barchester. I do indeed." There was some little argament 
on the occasion; but the stranger, who was a detective 
policeman, carried his point, and Mr. Dan Stringer did retam 
to Barchester. 



CHAPTER XXX. • . 

THERE IS COMFORT AT PLUMSTEAD. 

Henby Grantly had written the following short letter to 
Mrs. Grantly when he made up his mind to pull down the 
auctioneer's bills:—- 

« Deab Mother, — ^I have postponed the sale, not liking to 
refuse you anything. As far as I can see, I shall still be 
forced to leave Cosby Lodge, as I certainly shall do all I can 
to make Grace Crawley my wife. I say this that there may 
be no misunderstanding with my father. The auctioneer has 
promised to have the bills removed. 

<< Your affectionate son, 

"Henby Gbaittlt." 
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This liad been written by the mijor on the Friday before 
Mr. Walker had brought np to him the tidings of Mr. Toogood 
and Mrs. Arabin's solution of the Crawley difficulty ; but it 
did not reach Plnmstead till the following morning. Mrs. 
Grantly immediately took the good news about the side to her 
husband, — ^not of course showing him the letter, being far too 
^se for that, and giving him credit for being too wise to ask 
for it. '' Henry has arranged with the auctioneer," she said, 
joyfully ; << and the bills have been all pulled down.*' 

" How do you know ? " 

'' IVe just heard from him. He has told me so. Come, my 
dear, let me have the pleasure of hearing you say that things 
shall be pleasant again between you and him. He has .yielded." 

" I don't see much yielding in it." 

" He has done what you wanted. What more can he do ? " 

'' I want him to come over here, and take an interest in 
things, and not treat me as though I were nobody." Within 
an hour of this the migor had arrived at Plumstead, laden 
with the story of Mrs. Arabin and the cheque, and of Mr. 
Orawley's innocence, — Bladen not only with such tidings as he 
bad received from Mr. Walker, but also with further details, 
which he had received from Mr. Toogood. For he had come 
through Barchester, and had seen Mr. Toogood on his way. 
This was on the Saturday morning, and he had breakfasted 
with Mr. Toogood at " The Dragon of Wantly." Mr. Toogood 
had told him of his suspicions, — ^how the red-nosed man had 
been stopped, and had been summoned as a witness for 
Mr. Crawley's trial, — and how he was now under the surveil- 
lance of the police. Grantly had not cared very much about 
the red-nosed man, confining his present solicitude to the 
question whether Grace Crawley's father would certainly be 
Bhown to have been innocent of the theft. ** There's not a 
doubt about it, mijor," said Mr. Toogood; '' not a doubt on 
earth. But we'd better be a little quiet till your aunt comes 
home,— just a little quiet. She'll be here in a day or two, 
and I won't budge till she comes." In spite of his desire for 
quiescence Mr. Toogood consented to a revelation being at 
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QiLoe made to the archdeacon and Mrs. Grantly. >' And I'll 
tell 7<nt whaty in%jor ; as soon as ever Mrs. Aiahin is here, 
and has given ns her own word to act on, jon and. I will^o 
over to Hogglestock and astonish them. I should like to 
go mjselfy hecaose, yon see, Mrs. Orawiej is my cousin, and 
we haye taken a little trouble about this matter." To this the 
mijor . afisented ; but he altogether declined, to . assisi in 
Mr. Toogood's speculations respecting the unfortonate Dan 
Stringer. It wafi iigreed between them that for the present 
no yisit should be made to the palace, as it was thought that 
Mr. Thumble had better be aUowed. to do the Hogglestock 
duties oui the next Sunday. As matters went, howeTer, 
Mr. Thumble did not do so. He had paid .his last visit to 
Hogglestock. 

. It may bd> as well to explain here that the. nn&riimate 
Mr. Snapper was constrainad.to go out to Hogglestook on the 
Sund^ whicltwas now appn>aching,-r-whiGh fell out asiollows. 
It might: be all very well iotr Mr. Toogood to arrange that he 
would not. tell this ;person or that person .of the news which 
be had brought down from London ; but as heliad told jtakuB 
people. in Silyerbijdge, aa he had told Mr. Soamea^.andasha 
had told the.police at Barchester, of course tha^tala. found Hob 
way to the palace^. Mr. Thumble heard it, and. having come 
by. this time thoroughly to hate Hogglestock, and ..all that 
belonged .to it, he pleaded to Mr* Snapper that. this. joepoit 
a&9:Aed ample reason .why he need. not .again visit that 
detestable parish. Mr. Snapper did not see it in thd a^une light. 
'•^You may. be sure Mr. Crawley will not get into .the.polpit 
after his resignation, Mr. Thumble,'' said he« . 

<' His resignation means nothing,'' said. Thumble, 
. Vlt means a great deal," said Snapper; /Vand the^duties 
must be provided for." 

^ '< X won'! provide for them/7 said Thumble ; '' and so y<n 
may tell the bishop." In these djtys. Mr. ThumUe was veiy 
angry with the bishop) for the .bishop^ had not .yet seen him 
since the death, of Mrs. Jroudie. 

Mr. Snapper had. na alternative but to go. to the bishop. 
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The bishop in these days was veiy mild to those whom he saw, 
giyen but to few words, and a little astrajy — ^as though he had 
had one of his limbs cut off, — as Mr. Snipper expressed it to 
Mrs. Snapper. ''I shouldn't wonder if he felt as though all 
his limbs were cut off,'' said Mrs. Snapper; ''you must give 
him time, and he'll come round by-and-by." I am inclined to 
think that Mrs. Snapper's opinicm of ike bishop's feeHngs and 
condition was correct. In his difficulty respecting Hogglestock 
and Mr. Thumble Mr. Snapper went to the bishop, and spoke 
perhaps a little harshly of Mr. Thumble. 

*f I think, upon the whole. Snapper^ that yoii had better go 
yoursdf," said the bishop. 

'' Doyou think so,-my lord ? " said Snapper. "liwillJba 
ineonyenient." .— . 

*^ Eyierything is inconv^ent; but you'd hotter go. And 
look here. Snappy, if I were you, I wouldn't say anything out 
at Hogglestock about the cheque. We don't know what it 
may come to yet." Mr. Snapper, with a heayy heart, left his 
patron, not at all liking the task that was before him. But his 
wife encouraged him to be obedient. He was the owner of a one- 
horse carriage, and the work was not, therefore, so hard to 
him as it would have been and had been to poor Mr. Thumble.^ 
And, morepyer^ his wife promised to go with him. Mr. Snapper 
and Mrs. Snapper did go over to Hogglestock, and the. duty 
was^one^ Mrs. Snapper spoke a word or two to Mrs. Crawley, 
and Mr. Snapper spoke a word or two to Mr. Crawley ; but not 
a word was said about the new news as to Mr. Soames's cheque, 
which were now almost current in Barchester. Indeed, no 
whisper about it had as yet reached Hogglestock* 

" One word with you, reverend sir," said Mr. Crawley to 
the chaplain, as the latter was coming out. of the church, '' as 
to the parish work, sir, during the week ; — ^I should be glad if 
you would &TOur me with your opinion*" 

" About what, Mr, Crawley ? " 

** Whether you think that I may be allowed, without 
scandal, to visit the sick, — and to give instruction in the 
school." 
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" Barely ; — surely, Mr. Crawley. Why not ? " 

« Mr. Thamble gave me to nnderBtand that the bishop iras 
very nrgent that I should interfere in no way in the ministra- 
tions of the parish. Twice did he eijoin on me that I should 
not interfere, — ^annecessarily, as it seemed to me." 

'' Quite xmnecessary," said Mr. Snapper. " And the bishop 
will be obliged to yon, Mr. Crawley, if yoa*ll just see that the 
things go on all straight." 

** I wish it were possible to know with accuracy what his 
idea of straightness is," said Mr. Crawley to his wife. " It 
may be that things are straight to him when they are buried 
as it were out of sight, and put away without trouble. I hope 
it be not so with the bishop." When he went into his school 
and remembered, — as he did remember through eyery minute 
of his teaching — ^that he was to receive no portion of the poor 
stipend which was allotted for the clerical duties of the parish, 
he told himself that there was gross injustice in the way in 
which things were being made straight at Hogglestock. 

But we must go hack to the major and to the archdeacon 
at Plumstead, — ^in which comfortable parish things were gene- 
rally made straight more easily than at Hogglestock. Heniy 
Grantly went over from Barchester to Plumstead in a gig from 
the '< Dragon," and made his way at once into his father's 
study. The archdeacon was seated there with sundiy manu- 
scripts before him, and with one half-finished manuscript, — as 
was his wont on every Saturday morning. '< Halloo, Hany," 
he said. " I didn't expect you in the least." It was barely 
an hour since he had told Mrs. Grantly that his complaint 
against his son was that he wouldn't come and make himself 
comfortable at the rectory. 

'' Father," said he, giving the archdeacon his hand, " you 
have heard nothing yet about Mr. Crawley ? " 

'* No," said the archdeacon, jumping up ; '* nothing new ; 
-^what is it?" Many ideas about Mr. Crawley at that 
moment flitted across the archdeacon's mind. Could it be 
that the unfortunate man had committed suicide, overcome by 
his troubles ? 
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** It has all come out. He got the cheque &om my aunt." 

** From your aunt Eleanor ? " 

" Yes ; from my aunt Eleanor. She has telegraphed over 
from Venice to say that she gave the identical cheque to 
Crawley. That is all we know at present, — except that she 
hs written an account of the matter to you, and that she will 
be here herself as quick as she can come." 

" Who got the message, Henry 7 " 

" Crawley's lawyer, — a fellow named Toogood, a cousin of 
his wife's ; — a very decent fellow," added the major, remem- 
bering how necessary it was that he should reconcile his father 
to all the Crawley belongings. " He's to be over here on 
Monday, and then will arrange what is to be done." 

" Done in what way, Henry ? " 

" There's a great deal to be done yet. Crawley does not 
know himself at this moment how the cheque got into his 
bands. He must be told, and something must be settled about 
the living. They've taken the living away from him among 
them. And then the indictment must be quashed, or some- 
thing of that kind done. Toogood has got hold of the scoundrel 
at Barchester who really stole the cheque from Soames ; — or 
thinks that he has. It's that Dan Stringer." 

** He's got hold of a regular scamp then. I never knew 
any good of Dan Stringer," said the archdeacon. 

Then Mrs. Grantly was told, and the whole story was 
repeated again, with many expressions of commiseration in 
reference to all the Crawleys. The archdeacon did not join in 
these at first, being rather shy on that head. It was very 
hard for him to have to speak to his son about the Crawleys as 
though they were people in all respects estimable and well- 
conducted, and satisfactory. Mrs. Grantly understood this so 
well, that every now and then she said some half-laughing 
word respecting Mr. Crawley's peculiarities, feeling that in this 
way she might ease her husband's di£Biculties. *' He must be 
the oddest man that ever lived," said Mrs. Grantly, ** not to 
have known where he got the cheque." The archdeacon 
shook his head, and rubbed his hands as he walked about the 
II. 23 
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room. *^ I snppofle too mneh learmng has npsel imn/' *6aid 
the archdeacon. '^ They say he's not yeiy ^ood at taHdng 
English, hut put him on in Greek and hernerer stops J' . 

The aschdeacon was .perfectly aisrare that he had to admit 
Mr. Crawley to his goodwill, and that as for Grace Crawley,^— 
it was essentially necessary that sho shoild he. admitted to his 
heart of hearts. He had promised as much. It' m«8t- be 
acknowledged that Archdeacon Grantly aiwayH kept his -pro- 
mises, and especially sndb promises as theses And indeed it 
was the nature of ihe man thai when he had been yery angry 
with those he loved, he should, be unhappy nntaH he had fosnd 
s(mie escape from his anger.' He conid noi^ endure to have to 
own himself to have been in the wrong, bat he could be 
content with a very incomplete recognition of his haring 
been in ike right. The posters had been. ^vUled down -and 
Mr. Crawley, as he was now told, had not stolen the cheque. 
That was sufficients If his> son wonld only drink a glass or 
two of wine with him comfortably ,.^ and talk dutifully itboul the 
Plumstead foxes,* all should be held, to be righ]t,:>and Grace 
Crawley should be receiyed with lavish paternal emhraoes. 
The^archdeacon had kissed Grace once, and felt that he conld 
do so again without an unplea»Emt siarain upon his feelbgs. 

^< Say something to your father about the properly after 
dinner," said Mrs; Grantly to her son when thay.wero alone 
together. 

." About what property ? " 

" About this property, or any propmiiy ; you know what I 
mean ; — something to show that you are interested about his 
afiairs. He is doing the best he «an to make things ri^^" 
After dinner, 4>ver the claret, Mr. Th(»nie*s terrible sin ia 
reference to the trapping .of foxes ' was according again 
brought np^ and the ardbdeacoa became beautifaiiy inte, aad 
expressed, 'his animosity,-^whioh he did not in the least ieAr^ 
against an old fidend with an energy which wouM lavs 
delighted his wife, if she eould hare heard him. .'* I diaB tdl 
Thome my mind, certainly^ He and I are very old dbiends; 
we have kAown each other all our lives ; but I cannot put 19 
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with this Idnd of thing, — and I trill not. It's aU beoanse he's 
a&aid of his own gamekeeper/' And yet the ardideacon had 
never ndden after a fox in his life, and nevei' meant to do 90. 
Nor had he in tmth been always so very anxious that foxes 
should be found in his coyers. That fex which h«d been so 
fortunately trapped just outside the Plumstead property: afforded 
a most pleasant esoape for the steam of his anger. When he 
began to talk to his wife that eyening about Mr. Thome's 
wieked gamekeeper, she was so sure that fdl was right, that 
she said a word of her cixtreme desire to see Grace Crawley. 

** If he is to marry her^ we might as wcdl have her oyer 
here," said < the archdeacon^ 

"That's just what I was thinking," said Mrs. Grantly. 
And thus things at the rectory got themselyes arranged. 

On the Sunday morning the expected letter from Venice 
came to handy and was read on that morning yeiy anxiously, 
not only by Mrs. Grantly and the major, but by tiie archdeacon 
also, in spite of the sanctity of the day. Indeed the archdeacon 
had been yery stoutly anti-sabbatarial when the question of 
stopping the Sunday post to Plumstjead. had been mooted in the 
^^6, giying those who on tl^it occasion were the special 
friends of the postman to understand that he considered them 
to be numskulls, and little better than idiots. The postman, 
finding the parson, to be against hiia, had seen that there was 
no chance £)r himi and had allowed the matter to drop. 
Mrs. Arabin's letter was long and eager, and full of repetitions, 
hot it did explain deariy to them the ^xact manner in which 
the cheque had found its way into Mr. Crawley's hand* 
"Francis came up to xne/'-she said in her letter, — ^Francis 
being her husband, the dean,T-*<< and. asked me for the money, 
which I had promised to make up in a packet. The packet 
was not readyi and he wpujd not wait, declaring that Mr. Crawley 
was in such a fluiry that he did not like to leaye him. I was 
therefore to bring it dpwq to the door. I went to my desk, 
and thinking that I could spare the twenty pounds as well as 
the fifty, I put the. cheque into the enyelope, together with the 
notes, and handed the packet to Francis at the door. I tiiijik 
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I told Francis afterwards that I pat seyentj pounds into the 
enyelope, instead of fifty, bnt of this I will not he sore. At 
any rate, Mr. Crawley got Mr. Soames's cheque from me^ 
These last words she underscored, and then went on to explain 
how the cheque had been paid to her a short time before bj 
Dan Stringer. 

'< Then Toogood has been right about the fellow,** sud the 
archdeacon. 

**I hope they'll hang him," said Mrs. Grantly. "He 
must have known all the time what dreadful misery he was 
bringing upon this unfortunate family.*' 

" I don*t suppose Dan Stringer cared much about that," 
said the major. 

" Not a straw,*' said the archdeacon, and then all harried 
off to church ; and the archdeacon preached the sermon in the 
fabrication of which he had been interrupted by his son, and 
which therefore barely enabled him to turn the quarter of an 
hour from the giving out of his text. It was his constant 
practice to preach for full twenty minutes. 

As Barehester lay on the direct road from Plumstead to 
Hogglestock, it was thought well that word should be sent to 
Mr. Toogood, desiring him not to come out to Plamstead on 
the Monday morning. Major Grantly proposed to call for him 
at "The Dragon,** and to take him on from thence to 
Hogglestock. " You had better take your mother's horses all 
through,** said the archdeacon. The distance was yery nearly 
twenty miles, and it was felt both by the mother and the son, 
that the archdeacon must be in a good humour when he made 
such a proposition as that. It was not often that the rectoij 
carriage-horses were allowed to make long journeys. A no 
into Barehester and back, which altogether was under ten 
miles, was generally the extent of their work. " I meant to hare 
posted from Barehester," said the major. " You may as weD 
take the horses through,** said the archdeacon. " Your mother 
will not want them. And I suppose you might as well bring 
your friend Toogood back to dinner. We'll give him a 
bed.*' 
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''He mast be a good sort of a man," said Mrs. Grantly ; 
'' for I suppose he has done all this for love ? " 

** Yes ; and spent a lot of money oat of his own pocket 
too I " said the major enthusiastically. " And the joke of it 
is, that he has been defending Crawley in Crawley's teeth. 
Mr. Crawley had refused to employ counsel ; bat Toogood had 
made up his mind to have a barrister, on purpose that there 
might be a fuss about it in court. He thought that it would 
tell with the jury in Crawley's favour." 

"Bring him here, and we'll hear all about that from 
himself," said the archdeacon. The major, before he started, 
told his mother that he should call at Framley Parsonage on 
his way back ; but he said nothing on this subject to his father. 

" I'll write to her in a day or two," said Mrs. Grantly, 
'' and we'll have things settled pleasantly." 



CHAPTER XXXI. 
THE CRAW LEYS ARE INFORMED. 

Major Grantly made an early start, knowing that he had a 
long day's work before him. He had written over-night to 
Mr. Toogood, naming the hour at which he would reach ** The 
Dragon," and was there punctual to the moment. When the 
attorney came out and got into the open carriage, while the 
groom held the steps for him, it was plain to be seen that the 
respect in which he was held at ''The Dragon" was greatly 
increased. It was already known that he was going to 
Plumstead that night, and it was partly understood that he was 
engaged with the Grantly and Arabin faction in defending 
Mr. Crawley the clergyman against the Proudie faction. Dan 
Stringer, who was still at the inn, as he saw his enemy get into 
the Plumstead carriage, felt himself to be one of the palace 
party, and felt that if Mrs. Proudie had only lived till after the 
assizes all this heavy trouble would not have befallen him. 
The waiter with the dirty napkin stood at the door and bowed, 
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thinking perhaps that as the Prondie party was going dowh in 
Barchester, it might be as well to be civil to Mr. Toogood. 
The days of the Stringers were probably drawing to a close at 
^ The Dragon of Wantly,'* and there was no knowing who 
might be the new landlord. 

Henry Grantly and the lawyer fonnd veiy little to say to 
each other on their long way ont to Hogglestock. Th&j were 
thinking, probably, much of the coming interview, and hardly 
knew how to express their thoughts to each other. " I will 
not take the caniage np to the honse," said the major, as they 
were entering the parish of Hogglestock ; '* particularly as the 
man must feed the horses." So they got out a< a &rmhous6 
about half a mile from tiie church, vdiere ilie offence of the 
carriage and livery-servant would be well out 6£ Mr. Crawley's 
sight, and from thence walked towards the parsonage; The 
church, and the school close to it, lay on their way, and as 
they passed by the school door they heard voices within. 
" I'll bet twopence he's there," said Toogood. " They tell 
me he's always either in one shop or the other. I'll slip in 
and bring him out." Mr. Toogood had assumed a comfort- 
able air, as though the day's work was to be good pastime, 
and even made occasional attempts at drollery. He had had 
his jokes about Dan Stringer, and had attempted to describe 
the absurdities of Mr. Crawley's visit to Bedford Bow. AH 
this would have angered the major had he not seen that it 
was assumed to cover something below of which Mr. To<^ood 
was a little ashamed, but of which, as the major thought, 
Mr. Toogood had no cause to be ashamed. When, theref<»e, 
Toogood proposed to go into the school and bring Mr. Crawley 
out, as though the telling of their stoiy would be • the easiest 
thing in the world, the major did not stop him. Indeed he 
had no plan of his own ready. His mind was too intent on 
the tragedy which had* occurred,' alid which was mow to be 
brought to a close, to enable him to form any plah as to the 
best way of getting up the last scene. So Mr. Toogood, with 
quick and easy steps, entered the school, leaving tiie major 
still standing in the road. Mr. Crawley was in the school ;-- 



THE CEAWLBYS ABB lliTFOBlIlED. 8f59 

as was tJao Jane €rawley. ^* So here you are," said Toogood. 
" That's forl^ate; I hope I find yon protty well ? " 

^^ If I am not mistaken in the identity,^ my wife's relative, 
Mr. Toogood ? " said Mr. Crawley, stepping down from his 
htunble desk. 

''Just so, my friend," said Toogood, with his hand 
extended ; '^ jnst so ; and there's another gentleman outside 
wba wants to have a word with you also. Perhaps you won't 
mind stepping out. These are the young Hogglestockians ; 
are they?" . . 

The young Hogglestockians stared at him, and so did 
Jane. Jane, who had 'before heard of him, did not like him 
at first sight, seeing i^at her father was clearly displeased by 
the tone of the visitor's address. Mr. Crawley was displeased. 
There was a familiarity about Mr. Toogood which made him 
sore, as having been exhibited before his pupils. '' If you 
will be pleased to step out, sir, I will follow you," he said, 
waving his hand towards the door. ** Jane, my dear, if you 
will remain with the children, I will return to you presently, 
^bby Studge has failed in saying his Belief. You had better 
set him on again from the beginning. Now, Mr. Toogood." 
And again he waved with his hand towards the door. 

''So that's my young cousin, -is it?" said Toogood, 
stretchkig over and> just managing to touc]^ Jane's fingers, — 
of ' which act of touching Jane was very chary, l^en he went 
ferthj-and Mr. Crawley followed him. There was the major 
standing' in the road, and Toogood was anxious to be the 
first to Gon^nunicate the good news. It was the only reward 
he had proposed to himself for the money he had expended 
and the time he had lost and the trouble he. had tt^en. ** It's 
all right, old fellow," he said, dapping his hand on Crawley's 
shoulder. ^' We've got the right sow by the ear at last. We 
hiow all about it." Mr. Crawley could hardly remember the 
time when he had been called an old fellow last> and now he 
did not like it ; nor, in the confusion of his mind, could he 
understand the allusion to the right sow. He, supposed that 
Ur. Toogood had come to him about his trial, but it did not 
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occur to him that the hiwyer might be bringing him news 
which might make the trial altogetiier nnneeessaiy. <' If my 
eyes are not mistaken, there is my friend, Major Grantly," 
said Mr. Crawley, 

'' There he is, as large as life,*' said Toogood* " But 
stop a moment before you go to him, and giye me yonr hand. 
I mast have the first shake of it." Hereupon Crawley extended 
his hand. << That's right. And now let me tell yon we know 
all about the cheque, — Soames's cheque. We know where 
you got it. We know who stole it. We know how it came 
to the person who gave it to you. It's all yeiy well talking, 
but when you're in trouble always go to a lawyer." 

By this time Mr. Crawley was looking full into Mr. 
Toogood's fjEice, and seeing that his cousin's eyes were stream- 
ing with tears, began to get some insight into the man's 
character, and also some very dim insight into the &ct8 
which the man intended to communicate to himself. '' I do 
not as yet fully understand you, sir," said he, '' being perhaps 
in such matters somewhat dull of intellect ; but it seemeth to 
me that you are a messenger of glad tidings, whose feet are 
beautiful upon the mountains." 

<' Beautiful ! " said Toogood. <' By George, I should 
think they are beautiful I Don't you hear me tell you thai 
we have found ot^ all about the cheque, and that you're as 
right as a trivet ? " They were still on the little causeway 
leading from the school up to the road, and Henry Qrantlj was 
waiting for them at the small wicket-gate. " Mr. Crawley," 
said the major, ** I congratulate you with all my heart. I 
could not but accompany my friend, Mr. Toogood, when he 
brought you this good news." 

'<I do not even yet altogether comprehend what has been 
told to me," said Crawley, now standing out on the road 
between the other two men. <' I am doubtless dull, — reiy 
dull. May I beg some clearer word of explanation before I 
ask you to go with me to my wife ? " 

'* The cheque was given to you by my aunt Eleanor." 

** Your aunt Eleanor ! " said Crawley, now altogether is 
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the clonds. Who was the major's annt Eleanor ? Though 
he had, no donht, at different times heard all the circam- 
stances of the connection, he had never realized the fact 
that his daughter's lover was the nephew of his old friend, 
Arabin. 

"Yes ; by my aunt, Mrs. Arabin." 

"She put it into the envelope with the notes," said 
Toogood; — '* slipped it in without saying a word to any one. 
I never heard of a woman doing such a mad thing in my life 
before. If she had died, or if we hadn't canght her, where 
Bhonld we all have been? Not but what I think I should 
have run Dan Stringer to ground too, and worked it out 
of him." 

" Then, after all, it was given to me by the dean ? " said 
Crawley, drawing himself up. 

" It was in the envelope, but the dean did not know it," 
said the major. 

" Gentlemen," said Mr. Crawley, " I was sure of it. I 
knew it. Weak as my mind may be, — and at times it is very 
weak, — I was certain that I could not have erred in sach a 
matter. The more I struggled with my memory, the more 
fixed with me became the fact, — ^which I had forgotten but for 
a [moment, — that the document had formed a part of that 
small packet handed to me by the dean. But look you, sirs, — 
hear with me yet for a moment. I said that it was so, and the 
dean denied it." 

** The dean did not know it, man," said Toogood, almost 
in a passion. 

" Bear with me yet awhile. So far have I been from 
misdoubting the dean, — whom I have long known to be in all 
things a true and honest gentleman, — that I postponed the 
elaborated result of my own memory to his word. And I felt 
myself the more constrained to do this, because, in a moment 
of forgetfalness, in the wantonness of inconsiderate haste, with 
kicked thoughtlessness, I had allowed myself to make a false 
statement, — unwittingly false, indeed, nathless very false, 
Tinpardonably false. I had declared, without thinking, that 
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the money had come to me &om the hands of Mr. Soames, 
thereby seeming to cast a reflection upon that geutlenum. 
When I had been gnilty of so great a Unnder, of so gross a 
violation of that ordinary care which shoold govern all words 
between man and man, especially when any question of money 
may be in doubt, — how oonld I expect that any one dionld 
accept my statement when contravened by that made by the 
dean ? How, in such an embarrassment, conld I b^eve my 
own memory ? • Gentlemen, I did not believe my own memory. 
Though all the little circumstances bf that envelope, with its 
rich but perilous freightage, dame back upon me from time to 
time with an exactness that has appeared to me to be almost 
marvellous, yet I have told myself that it was not so ! Gentle* 
moi^ if you please, we will go into the house ; my wife is 
there, and should no longer be left in suspense." They passed 
on in silence for a few steps, till Crawley spoke again. 
** Perhaps you will allow me the privilege to be alone with her 
for one minute, — but for a minute 2 Her thanks shall not be 
delayed, where thanks are so richly dne.^' 

<' Of course,'* said Toogood, wiping his eyes with a lai^ 
red bandana handkerchief. ** By ^all means. We'll take a 
little walk. Come along, mi^or." The major had turned his 
&ce away, and he also was weeping. ^* By Q^orgel I never 
heard such a thing in all my life," said Toogood. '^I 
wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it. I wouldn't, 
indeed. If I were to tell that up in London,, nobody would 
believe me." 

'* I call that man a hero," said Grantly. > 

^'I don't know about being a hero. I never quite knew 
what makes a hero, if it isn't having three or^ four girls dying 
in iove for you at once. But to find a man who was going to 
let everything in the world go against him, because he believed 
another fellow better than himself! There's many a ehap 
thinks another man is wool-gathering ; but this man has 
thought he was wool-gathering himself ! - It's not natural ; and 
the world wouldn't go on if there were many liko that. He's 
beckoning, and we had better go in." 
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Mr. Toogood w^t fitst, and the major followed him. When 
they entered the front door they saw the 6kirt of a woman's 
dresff flitting away through the door at the end of the passage, 
and on entering the room to the left, they fonnd Mr. Crawley 
alone. " She has fled, as tiiongh from an enemy," he said, 
with a little attempt at a langh ; " bnt I will ptirsne her, and 
bring her back." 

"No, Crawley, no," said the lawyer. "She's a little 
npset; and all that kind of thing. We know what women are. 
Let her alone.'* 

" Nay, Mr. Toogood ; bat then she wonld be angered with 
herself afterwards, and would lack the comfort of having spoken 
a word of gratitude. Pardon me. Major Grantly ; but I would 
not have you leave us till she has seen yout It is as her 
cousin says. She is somewhat over-excited. But still it will 
be best that she should see you. Gentlemen, you will 
excuse me." 

Then he went out to fetch his wife, and while he was away 
not a word Was spoken. The major looked out bf one window 
and Mr. Toogood out of the other, and they waited patiently 
till they heard the coming steps of the husband and wife* 
When the door was opened, Mr. Crawley appeared, leading 
his wife by the hand. "My dear," he said, "you know 
Major Grantly. This is your cousin, Mr. Toogood.' It is 
well that you know him too, and remember his great kindness 
to us." But Mrs. Crawley could not speak. She could only 
sink on the sofa, and hide her face, while she strove in vain 
to repress her sobs. She had been very strong through all 
her husband's troubles, — ^very strong in bearing for him what 
he could not bear for himself, and in fighting on his behalf 
battles in which he was altogether unable to couch a lance ; 
but the endurance of ^ so many troubles, and the great over- 
whelming sorrow at last, had so nearly overpowered her, that 
she could not sustain the shock of this turn in their fortunes. 
"She was never lik^ this, sirs, when itl news came to us," 
said Mr, Crawley, standing somewhat apart from her. 

The major sat himself by her side, and put his hand upon 
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hers, and whispered some word to her about her daughter. 
Upon this she threw her arms around him, and kissed hia 
face, and then his hands, and then looked up into his &ce 
through her tears. She murmured some few words, or 
attempted to do so. I doubt whether the major understood 
their meaning, but he knew yerj well what was in her heart. 

'' And now I think we might as well be moving," said 
Mr. Toogood. '' I'll see about having the indictment quashed. 
I'll arrange all that with Walker. It may be necessary that 
you should go into Barchester the first day the judges sit ; and 
if so, I'll come and fetch you. You may be sure I won't leave 
the place till it's all square." 

As they were going, Grantly, — speaking now altogether 
with indifferenpe as to Toogood's presence, — asked Mr. 
Crawley's leave to be the bearer of these tidings to his 
daughter. 

" She can hear it in no tones that can be more grateful 
to her," said Mr. Crawley. 

** I shall ask her for nothing for myself now," said Grantly. 
<< It would be ungenerous. But hereafter, — ^in a few days,— 
when she shall be more at ease, may I then use your per- 
mission ? " 

** Major Grantly," said Mr. Crawley, solemnly, " I respect 
you so highly, and esteem you so thoroughly, that I give 
willingly that which you ask. If my daughter can bring her- 
self to regard you, as a woman should regard her husband, 
with the love that can worship and cling and be constant, she 
will, I think, have a fair promise of worldly happiness. And 
for you, sir, in giving to you my girl, — ^if so it be that she is 
given to you, — I shall bestow upon you a great treasure." 
Had Grrace been a king's daughter, with a queen's dowry, the 
permission to address her could not have been imparted to her 
lover with a more thorough appreciation of the value of the 
privilege conferred. 

'< He is a rum 'un," said Mr. Toogood, as they got into 
the carriage together ; *' but they say he's a very good 'nn 
to go." 



I 
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After their departure Jane was sent for, that she might 
hear the &mily news ; and when she expressed some feeling 
not altogether in favour of Mr. Toogood, Mr. Crawley thus- 
strove to correct her views. ''He is a man, my dear, who 
conceals a warm heart, and an active spirit, and healthy 
sympathies, under an affected jocularity of manner, and almost 
with a touch of assumed vulgarity. But when the jewel itself 
is good, any fault in the casket may he forgiven." 

** Then, papa, the next time I see hin^ I'll like him, — if 
I can,'* said Jane. 

The village of Framley lies slightly off the road from 
Hogglestock to Barchester, — so much so as to add perhaps a 
mile to the journey if the traveller goes by the parsonage gate. 
Ou their route to Hogglestock our two travellers had passed 
Framley without visiting the village, but on the return journey 
the major asked Mr. Toogood's permission to make the devia- 
tion. ** I'm not in a hurry," said Toogood. " I never was 
more comfortable in my life. I'll just light a cigar while you 
go in and see your friends." Toogood lit his cigar, and the 
major, getting down from the carriage, entered the parsonage. 
It was his fortune to find Grace alone. Bobarts was in 
Barchester, and Mrs. Bobarts was across the road, at Lufton 
Court. ** Miss Crawley was certainly in," the servant told 
him, and he soon found himself in Miss Crawley's presence. 

'' I have only called to tell you the news about your father," 
said he. 

" What news ? " 

" We have just come from Hogglestock, — ^your cousin, 
Mr. Toogood, that is, and myself. They have found out all 
about the cheque. My aunt, Mrs. Arabin, the dean's wife, 
you know, — she gave it to your father." 

" Ob, Major Grantly I " 

'' It seems so easily settled, does it not ? " 

" And is it settled ? *' 

"Yes; everything. Everything about that." Now he 
had hold of her hand as if he were going. << Good-by. I 
told your father that I would just call and tell you." 
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** li seems almost more than I can believe." 

** Yon may believe it ; indeed yon may." He still bftld 
her hand. f< Xon wiU write to yonr mother I daresay to<* 
night. Tell her I was here. Good-by now." 

** Good-by," she said. Her hand was still in his, as she 
Ippked up into his face. 

'< Dear, dear, dearest Grace I My darling Grace! " Then 
he took her into his arms and kissed her, and went his way 
without another word, feeling that he had kept his word to her 
{lather like a gentleman. Grace, when she was left alone, 
thought that she was the happiest girl in Christendom. If 
she could only get to her mother, and tell everything, and 
be told everything! She .had no idea of any promise that 
her lover might have made to her father, nor did she make 
inquiry of her own thoughts as to his reasons £>r stayingwith 
her, so sho^ a time ; but looking back at it all she. thought 
his conduct had been petfect. . 

,Ii^ the meantime the miy'or, with Mr^ Toogood, was dnvea 
home. to dinner at Barohester. 
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• CHAPTER XXXn. 

. . • • • • 

MAJDAUNA'8 HEART IS BLEEDING. 

John Eames, as soon as he had left Mrs. Arabin at the hotel, 
and had taken his travelling-bag to his own lodgings,, started 
off for his uncle Toogood*s house. There he found Mrs. 
Tooffood, not in the most serene state of mind as to her 
husband's absence. Mr. Toogood had now been at Barchester 
^or the best part of a week,-7-spendiiig a good deal, of money 
at the inn. Mrs. Toogood was quite sure that he in^st be 
doing that. Indeed, how could he help himself? Johnny 
remarked that he did not see how in such circumstances, his 
uQcle was to help himself. And then Mr. Topgopd had only 
written one short scrap of a letter, — just three words, and 
they were written in triumph. ''Crawley is. all, right, a&cl I 
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think Fve got the seal Sixtion Pure: byiilke heels." <^ It's aU 
Yoywell, John," Mrs. Toogood said ; " and of course it would 
be a>t«nible thing to the family if anybody connected with it 
were made out to be a thief." . 

** It'WOold be qnite dieadfnl," said Jbhnny. 

**'. Not that I ever looked upon the Crawleys as connections 
of oars.) Bnt, howerer, let tiiat pass. I'm snre I'm Tery- 
glad thai yonr tmcle shonld have been able to be of service to 
them. Bat there's reason in the soasting of ejggs, and I can' 
tell yon tiiat money is not so plenty in this house that your 
imcle «an afford io throw it into the'Barchester gutters. Think 
what twelve children are, John. 'It might be all vefry well if 
Toogood were a 'bachelor, and if some lord had left him a 
fortune." 

John Sames did not stay very long in Tavistock Square. 
Qia cousins Polly and Lucy were g<me to ^e play with 
Ur. Snmmerkin, and his aunt was not in one of her best 
hmnoursi • He took his uncle's 'part aff well as he could,- and 
then left Mrs. Toogood. The little allusion to Lord De Guest's 
generosity had not been pleasant to him. It seemed to rob 
him of all his own merit. He had been rather proud of his 
journey to Italy, having contrived to spend nearly forty pounds' 
^ ten days* He had done everything in the most expensive 
^fty, £admg that every napoleon wasted had been laid out on 
behalf of Mr. Crawley. But, as Mrs.' Toogood had just told 
him j all this was nothing to what Toogood was doing. > Toogood 
with twdve children was living at his own charges at Bar- 
chester, and was neglecting his business besides. << There's 
^. Gnimp," said Mrs. Toogood. *< Of course he doesn't like 
it» and what can I say to him when he comes to me ? " This 
^8 not quite fjEur on the part of Mrs. Toogood, as Mr. Orump 
had not troubled her even once as yet since her husband's' 
departure. 

What was Johnny to do, when he left Tavistock Square ^ 
His dub was. open to him. Should he go to his dub, play a 
game of billiards, and have some supper? When he: asked 
himself tfaas question he knew that he would not go to his 
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club, and jet be pretended to donbt about it, as be made bis 
way to a cabstand in Tottenbam Court Boad. It would be 
sloW) be told bimself, to go to bis club. He would bave gone 
to see Lily Dale, only tbat bis intimacy witb Mrs. Thome was 
not sufficient to justify bis calb'ng at ber bouse between nine 
and ten o'clock at nigbt. But, as be must go somewhere, — 
and as bis intimacy witb Lady Demolines was, be thought, 
sufficient to justify almost anytbing, — ^be would go to Bays- 
water. I regret to say tbat be bad written a mysterioos note 
from Paris to Madalina Demolines, saying tbat be shotdd be 
in London on tbis very nigbt, and tbat it was just on tbe 
cards tbat be migbt make bis way up to Porcbester Terrace 
before be went to bed. Tbe note was mysterious, because it 
bad neitber beginning nor ending. It did not contain even 
initials. It was written .like a telegrapb message, and was 
about as long. It was tbe kind of tbing Miss Demolines 
liked, Jobnny tbougbt ; and tbere could be no reason why be 
sbould not gratify ber. It was ber favourite game. Some 
people like wbist, some like croquet, and some like intrigue. 
Madalina would probably have called it romance, — ^becanse by 
nature she was romantic. John, who was made of sterner 
stuff, laugbed at tbis. He knew tbat tbere was no romance 
in it. He knew tbat be was only amusing himself, and grati- 
fying ber at tbe same time, by a little innocent pretence. He 
told himself tbat it was bis nature to prefer tbe society of 
women to tbat of men. He would bave liked tbe society of 
Lily Dale, no doubt, much better tban tbat of Miss Demolines ; 
but as tbe society of Lily Dale was not to be bad at tbat 
moment, tbe society of Miss Demolines was tbe best substitute 
witbin bis reacb. So be got into a cab and bad himself 
driven to Porcbester Terrace. ** Is Lady Demolines at 
home ? *' be said to tbe servant. He always asked for Lady 
Demolines. But tbe page who was accustomed to open tbe 
door for him was less Mse, being young, and would now tell 
bim, witbout any further fiction, tbat Miss Madalina was in 
tbe drawing-room. Sucb was tbe answer be got from tbe page 
on tbis evening. What Madalina did with her mother on 
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these occasions lie had never yet discovered. There used to 
be some little excuses given abont Lady Demolines* state of 
health, but latterly Madalina had discontinxied her references 
to her mother's headaches. She was standing in<,the centre 
of the drawing-room when he entered it, with both her hands 
raised, and an almost terrible expression of mystery m her 
face. Her hair, however, had been very carefully arranged so 
as to fall with copious carelessness down her shoulders, and 
altogether she was looking her best. ^* Oh, John,/' she said. 
She called him John by accident in the tumult of the moment. 
** Have you heard what has happened ? But of course you 
have heard it." 

'^ Heard what? I have heard nothing," said Johnny, 
arrested almost in the doorway by the nature of the question, 
— ^and partly also, no doubt, by the tumult of the moment. 
He had no idea how terrible a tragedy was in truth in store 
for him ; but he perceived that the moment was to be tumul- 
tuous, and that he must carry himself accordingly. 

" Come in, and close the door," she said. He came in 
and closed the door. ** Do you mean to say that you haven't 
heard what has happened in Hook Court ? " 

" No ; — ^what has happened in Hook Court ? " Miss 
Demolines threw herself back into an arm-chair, closed her 
eyes, and clasped both her hands upon her forehead. ** What 
has happened in Hook Court?" said Johnny, walking up 
to her. 

'' I do not think I can bring myself to tell you," she 
answered. 

Then he took one of her hands down from her forehead 
and held it in his, — which she allowed passively. She was 
thinking, no doubt, of something far di£ferent from that. 

<< I never saw you looking better in my life," said Johnny. 

'* Don't," said she. ** How can you talk in that way, 
when my heart is bleeding, — ^bleeding." Then she pulled 
away her hand, and again clasped it with the other upon her 
forehead. 

** But why is your heart bleeding ? What has happened 
II. 24 
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in Bjock Gonrt ?!' Still sheanswerad notiung, bat sheceolibed 
Tiolently, and the heading of her. bosom -showed how iamul- 
inons was -the tomnlt within it.. ** Yon. don't mean to* say 
that Dobbs.Bronghton has.oome.ia gnef;T-4hat he's to be 
soldont?" i - 

*^ Man/' said Madalina^ jumping: :firoin iier «haix» standing 
at her fall height, and stretching ont both* hergjrinWj ^.' heiiias 
destroyed himself i " The rerelatian; was at last made mth so 
mnchiragic propriety, in so ezoeUest a tonei,:and witb sneh an 
absence' of aH ihe distomazy ledandanasH. lof ■- ebnuKwiplaffl 
relation^ that I iddnk that she must have rehearsed ike scene, 
— either with her mother or with the page* Then. thesB was ii 
minute's silence, daring mddsh ah* did txot .move. Qxen. an 
eyelid. She held her ontstBetched hands withMrtdropping-a 
finger' half . an inch. Her^fiEoo^ ;iras thxosi Jarwatd^ Jier chin 
projecting, with tragic .horror ;i but: there, was- noTaciUation 
eyen in her chin.. She did Aot wink an «ye;. or altjertto the 
breadth of a .hair tha apertose of vher iqis; ji&nsdy.die waaa 
great geniiis if. she did it all without previous rehearsaL. Then, 
before be had thon^^t of wordain which to ansNner .her^.she let 
her hands fiEdl by her ffide,-8he.o]o8BdL her. eyes^andahook her 
head, and fell back again inti^ her chair. •. <f It is too horrible 
to be spoken 'of,-^— to be. :thoaght about,.' ' aha said; ^' I could 
not. haye .brought myself to t<dl the tale to a living being, — 
except to you." . 

This would naturally have been flattering to Johnny, liad it 
not been that he waa in tr^tlL absorbed by. the ~ stoiy. whidi he 
had heard. 

<< Do you mean: to> tell me,-' he said^) ^Othat Bronghtom has 
— bcommitted anicida 2 " She could no<^' i^eak of .it. agaio, 
but nodded her head ai him thrice,, while. her. «yas were still 
closed. * "And how was the manner o£ itf " said he,iasking 
the question in a lowToioe. . He could not eyan aa yet quite 
bring himsdif to belieye it^ Madalina was so fond ctf. a little 
playful intrigue, that eyen this story might haye.aomething in 
it of the nature of fiction. He was not quite sure of .the fsMts, 
andyet he was. shocked by what he had heard«. .;. . 
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. ff y^oxM jou. hirer me irepeai to you all ihe bloody details 
of l^kftt terrible isdeike ? " she said',. << It is impossible. Go to 
yoiu:1&iend Dalrymple. He wiEteH yon.' He knows it 'all. 
He has been mth Maria all through. ' I wish,-T-I wish it had 
not been so;' ' Bni nevertheless she did bring herself to narrate 
all the details with something more of circmnstance than Eames 
-desired. She soon succeeded in ^making him understand that 
the tragedy of Hook Court was. a reality, and that poor Dobbs 
Bioughton had brought his ciareer to an untimely end,^ She 
iiad heard everything,— haviiig indeed gone to Musselboro in the 
Oity, andhaving penetrated even to the sanctum of Mr. Bangles. 
To Mr. Bangles i»be hadei^lained that she was bosoin-fiiehd of 
the widow of the unfortunate man^ and that it was her miserable 
duty to make herself the mistress of all the circumstances. 
Mr* Bangles,^ the reader may (remember him, Burton and 
Bangles, who kept the stores for Himalaya wines at 22^. 6d. 
the dozen, in Hook €ouri,--^was. a bachelor, and rather liked 
the visit, and told l/Gss DemoUnes very &eely all he had seen. 
And when she suggested that it might be expedient for the 
sake of the family that she sjiould obme back to Mr. Bangles 
for further information at a subsequent period, he verytpolitely 
assured her that she would '^ do. him proud,*' whenever she 
might please to call in Hook Court. And then he saw her into 
liOmbard. Street, and put her into an omnibus. She was 
therefore well qualified to tell Johnny all the particulars of the 
tragedy, — and she did so far overcome her horror as to tell 
them aU. She told her tale somewhat after the manner of 
^ndas, not forgetting the '< quorum pars magna fui.*' << I feel 
that it almost makes an old woman of me,'' said sho wh^ she 
had finished. 

" No," said Johnny, remonstrating ; — " not that." 
'' But it does. To have be^i concerned in so terrible a 
tragedy .takes more of life out of one than years of tranquil 
existence.-" ,As she had told him nothing of her intercourse 
with Bangles, — ^with Bangles who hiid hterally picked the poor 
wretch up,-^he did not see how she herself had been concerned 
in the matter; -but. he said nothing about tiiat, knowing the 
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ebaracter of his Madalina. *< I sliall see — ^thai — ^bodj— floating 
before my eyes while I live," she said, '' and the goiy ifromid, 

and, — and " '* Don't," said Johnny, recoiling in tmik from 

the picture, by which he was revolted. '' Never again," she 
said ; ** never again ! Bat you forced it from me, and now I 
shall not close my eyes for a week.'' 

She then became very comfortably confidential, and dis* 
cussed the affairs of poor Mrs. Dobbs Broughton with a great 
deal of satisfiBu^tion. *' I went to see her, of course, bat she 
sent me down word to say that the shock would be too much 
for her. I do not wonder that she should not see me. Poor 
Maria ! She came to me for advice, you know, when Dobbs 
Broughton first proposed to her ; and I was obliged to tell her 
what I really thought. I knew her character so well I * Dear 
Maria,' I said, ' if you think that you can love him, take hijn!' 
* I think I can,' she replied. * But,' said I, ' make yourself 
quite sure about the business.' And how has it turned out ? 
She never loved him. What heart she has she has given to 
that wretched Dabymple." 

*^1 don't see that he is particularly wretched,** said 
Johnny, pleading for his friend. 

< < He is wretched, and so you'll find. She gave him her heart 
after givbg her hand to poor Dobbs ; and as for the business, 
there isn't as much left as will pay for her mourning. I don't 
wonder that she could not bring herself to see me." 

'* And what has become of the business ? " 

** It belongs to Mrs. Van Siever, — ^to her and Musselboro. 
Poor Broughton had some little money, and it has gone among 
them. Musselboro, who never had a penny, will be a rich man. 
Of course you know that he is going to marry Clara ? " 

" Nonsense I " 

** I always told you that it would be so. And now yoa 
may perhaps acknowledge that Conway Dalrymple*s prospects 
are not very brilliant. I hope he likes being cut out by 
Mr. Musselboro ! Of course he will have to marry Maria. I 
do not see how he can escape. Indeed, she is too good for 
him ; — only after such a marriage as that, there would be an 
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end to all his prospects as an artist. The best thing for them 
woald be to go to New Zealand." 

John Eames certainly liked these evenings with Miss 
Demolines. He sat at his ease in a comfortable chair, and 
amnsed himself by watching her different little plots. And 
then she had bright eyes, and she flattered him, and allowed 
him to scold her occasionally. And now and again there 
might be some more potent attraction, when she would admit 
him to take her hand, — or the like. It was better than to 
sit smoking with men at the club. But he could not sit all 
night even with Madalina Demolines, and at eleven he got up 
to take his leave. '< When shall you see Miss Dale ? *' she 
asked him suddenly. 

" I do not know," he answered, frowning at her. He 
always frowned at her when she spoke to him of Miss Dale. 

''I do not in the least care for your frowns," she said 
playfully, putting up her hands to smooth his brows. ''I 
tliink I know you intimately enough to name your goddess 
to you." 

'' She isn't my goddess." 

'' A very cold goddess, I should think, from what I hear. 
I wish to ask you for a promise respecting her." 

" What promise ? " 

" Wm you grant it me ? " 

** How can I tell till I hear ? " 

^' You must promise me not to speak of me to her when 
you see her." 

" But why must I promise that ? " 

« Promise me." 

'* Not unless you tell me why." Johnny had already 
assured himself that nothing could be more improbable than 
that he should mention the name of Miss Demolines to Idly 
Dale. 

"Very well, sir. Then you may go. And I must say 
that unless you can comply with so slight a request as that, 
I shall not care to see you here again. Mr. Eames, why 
should you want to speak evil of me to Miss Dale ? " 
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" I do not want to Speak evil of yon/* 

** I know that yon conld not speak of me to her -vKthont 
at least ridicnle. Come, promise me. Yon shall eo^e her6 on 
Thursday evening, and I will tell yon why I hav^ asked jrcm." 
. •* Tell me now." 

Bhe hesitated a moment, and' then shook her bead. " No* 
I cacnnot tell yon now. My heart is still bleeding with the 
memory of that poor man*8 &te. I will not tell yon now. 
And yet it is now that you mast give me the, promise. Will 
yon not trust me so fat as that ? " 

" I will not speak of you to Miss Dale.'* 

** There is itoy own .friend f And now, John, nrind you 
are here at half-past eight on Thursday. Punctually at half- 
past eight. There is a thing I have to tell you, which I will 
tell you then if you will come. I hacl thought to. have told 
you to-day." ' " 

** And why not now ? ** 

*^I cannot. My feeldigs are too many for me^ I should 
never go through with it aher all that has passed between us 
about poor Broughton. I shoilld bireak dowti ; indeed I 
should.' Go now, for I am tired." Then, having prbbably 
taken a momeiitary advantage of that more potent attraction 
to which we have before alluded, h6 left the toom Tory 
suddenly. 

He left the room very suddenly becaubd MadalinaVmove- 
ments had been so siidden, d.nd her words so full of impirise. 
He had become aware that in this little game which he vras 
playing in Porchester Terrace everything ought to be done 
after some unaccustomed and special fashion. So, — haying 
clasped Madahna for btie moment iti his arms, — ^he 'made 
a rush at the room door, and was out on the landing in a 
second. He was a little too quick for old Lady Pemolines» 
the skirt of whose night-dress, — as it seemed to Johnny, — 
he saw whisking away, in at another door. It was nothing, 
however, tb him if old Lady D^molines^ who was always too 
ill to be seen, chose to roam about her own house in her 
night-dresi^. '. . ' 
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Vfhem he fonnd himself alone in. the. street, his mind 
reyerted to Dobbs Broaghton and the fate of the ^wretched 
man, and he sanntered slowly down Palace Gardens, that he 
might look at the house in which he had dined with a man 
who had destroyed himself hy his own hands. He stood for 
a moment looking np at the windows^ in which there was now 
no light, thinking of the poor woman whom he had seen .in the 
midst of luxury, and who was now left a widow in such 
miserable circumstances! As for the suggestion that' his 
friend Conway would marry her, he did not believe it for 
a moment. He knew too well what the suggestions of his 
Madalina were worth, and the motives £rom which they sprung. 
But he thought it might be true that Mrs. Yan Siever had 
absorbed all there was of property, and possibly^ also, that 
Musselboro was to marry her * daughter. At any rate, he 
would go to Dalrymple's^ rooms, and if he could find him, 
would ieam the truth. He knew enough of Dalsymple's ways 
of life, and of the ways of- his Mend's chambers and studio, 
to care nothing for the lateness of the hour, and in a. very 
few minutes h^ was sitting in Dalrymple's arm-chair^ He 
found Siph Dunn there, smoking in unperturbed tranquillity, 
and as long as that lasted he could ask no questions about 
Mrs. Broughton. He told them, therefore, of 14s adventures 
abroad, and of Crawley's escape. But at last, having finished 
bis third pipe, Siph Dunn took his leave*' - 

''Tell me," said John, as soon as Dunn had dosed the 
door, >' what is this I hear about Dobbs Broughton ? " . 

>' ^e has blown his brains. out. That is all." 

" How terribly shocking I " 

}' ,Yes ; it shocked us all at first. We are used to.it now.*' 

'' And the business ? " 
. '' That had gone.to the dogs* They say at least that his 
share of it had done so." 

" And he was mined ? " 

''They say so. That is, Musselboro says so, and Mrs.. 
Van Siever." 

" And what do you say, Conway ? " . 
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" The less I say the better. I have my hopes, — only yon're 
such a talkative fellow, one can't trast yon." 

** I never told any secret of yours, old fellow." 

** Well ; — the fact is, I have an idea that something may 
be saved for the poor woman. I think that they are wronging 
her. Of course all I can do is to put the matter into a lawyer's 
hands, and pay the lawyer's bill. So I went to your consin, 
and he has taken the case up. I hope he won't ruin me." 

** Then I suppose you are quarrelling with Mrs. Van ? " 

** That doesn't matter. She has quarrelled with me." 

** And what about Jael, Conway ? They tell me that Jael 
is going to become Mrs. Musselboro." 

" Who has told you that ? " 

" A bird." 

** Yes ; I know who the bird is. I don't think that Jael 
will become Mrs. Musselboro. I don't think that Jael would 
become Mrs. Musselboro, if Jael were the only woman, and 
Musselboro the only man in London. To tell you a little bit 
of secret, Johnny, I think that Jael will become the wife of 
one Conway Dalrymple. That is my opinion ; and as fieir as 
I can judge, it is the opinion of Jael also." 

^* But not the opinion of Mrs. Van. The bird told me 
another thing, Conway." 

** What was the other thing ? " 

** The bird hinted that all this would end in your marrying 
the widow of that poor wretch who destroyed himself." 

''Johnny, my boy," said the artist, after a moment's 
silence, ** if I give you a bit of advice, will you profit by it ? " 

** I'll try, if it's not disagreeable." 

** Whether you profit by it, or whether you do not, keep 
it to yourself. I know the bird better than you do, and I 
strongly caution you to beware of the bird. The bird is a bird 
of prey, and altogether an unclean bird. The bird wants a 
mate and doesn't much care how she finds one. And the bird 
wants money, and doesn't much care how she gets it. The 
bird is a decidedly bad bird, and not at all fit to take the place 
of domestic hen in a decent farmyard. In plain Englisliy 
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Johnny, you'll find some day, if you go over too often to 
Porchester Terrace, either that you are going to marry the 
bird, or else that you are employing your cousin Toogood for 
your defence in an action for breach of promise, brought against 
you by that venerable old bird, the bird's mamma." 

** If it's to be either, it will be the latter," said Johnny, as 
he took up his hat to go away. 



CHAPTER XXXni. 

I THINK HE IS LIGHT OF HEART. 

Mbs. Arabin remained one day in town. Mr. Toogood, in 
spite of his asseveration that he would not budge from Bar- 
Chester till he had seen Mr. Crawley through all his troubles, 
did run up to London as soon as the news reached him that 
John Eames had returned. He came up and took Mrs. 
Arabin*s deposition, which he sent down to Mr. Walker. It 
might still be necessary, Mrs. Arabin was told, that she should 
go into court, and there state on oath that she had given the 
cheque to Mr. Crawley ; but Mr. Walker was of opinion that 
the circumstances would enable the judge to call upon the 
grand jury not to find a true bill against Mr. Crawley, and 
that the whole affair, as far as Mr. Crawley was concerned, 
would thus be brought to an end. Toogood was still very 
anxious to place Dan Stringer in the dock, but Mr. Walker 
declared that they would fail if they made the attempt. Dan 
had been examined before the magistrates at Barchester, and 
had persisted in his statement that he had heard nothing about 
Mr. Crawley and the cheque. This he said in the teeth of the 
words which had fallen from him unawares in the presence of 
Mr. Toogood. But they could not punish him for a lie, — ^not 
even for such a lie as that I He was not upon oath, and they 
could not make him responsible to the law because he had 
held his tongue upon a matter as to which it was manifest to 
Uiem all that he had known the whole history during the entire 
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period of Mr. Crawley's persecution. They cotild onlj call 
upon him to account for his possession of the cheque, tend this 
he did by saying it had been paid to him rby Jem Seattle, who 
receiyed all moneys appertaining to the hotel stables, and 
accounted for them once a week. Jem Scuttle had simply 
told him that he had taken the cheqtie froin Mr. Soames, and 
Jem had since gone to New Zealand. It li^as quite true thai 
Jem*s departure had followed suspiciously close upon the pay- 
ment of the rent to Mrs. Arabin, and that Jem had been in 
close amity with Dan Stringer up to the moment of his 
departure. That Dan Stringer had not become honestly pos- 
sessed of the cheque, everybody knew ; but, nevertheless, the 
magistrates were of opinion, Mr. Walker coinciding with them, 
that there was no evidence against him sufficioit to secnze a 
conviction. The story, however, of Mr. Crawley's injiuies 
was so well known in Barchester, and the feeling against the 
man who had permitted him to be thus injured was so strong, 
that Dan Stringer did not altogether idsoape without pnmdH 
ment« Some rough spirits in Barchester called one night at 
** The Dragon of Wantly,'' and begged that Mr. Dan Stnnger 
would be kind enough to come out and takd a walk with them 
that evening ; and when it was intimated to thent that Dan 
Stringer had not just then any desire for snoh exensise, they 
requested to be allowed to go into the back-parlour and make 
an evening with Dan Stringer iu that recess. : There jtob a 
terrxblis row at '< The Dragon of Wantly " that might, and Dan 
with difficulty was rescued by the polioe. On the foUovriag 
morning he was smugged outrof Barchester by an early tain^ 
and has never more been seen in that eityi Rumours of him^ 
however, were soon heard, from, which it appeared that he had 
made himself acquainted with the casual ward of more ibaa 
one workhouse in London. His cousin John left the inn 
almost immediately, — as, indeed, he must have done had 
there been no question of Mr. Soames'a cheque, — andi thea 
there was nothing more heard of the Stringers la Barehester. 

Mrs. Arabin remained in town one iAjf and wx^uld .Isave 
remained longer, waiting for her husband* had not aleiler. 
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from her sister impressed upon her that 'it might b&BS Veil 
that she should be with their Mhes: as soon as possible* 
''I don't ^mean to make you think thiEit there is any immediate 
danger/' Mrs. Grantly said, ^ and, indeed^ we «amiot say that 
he is ill^; -but it seems that the extremity of old age has come 
upon bim almost sbddenly, and that hek as weak as a child* 
His only delist is with the children, especially with Posy» 
whose gravity in her management of him is wonderfol. He 
has not left his room now for more than a week, and he eats 
very little; It may be that he will Hve yet for years ; bat I 
shonld be deceiving yon if I did not let you know that both 
the archdeacon and I think that the time<of his departure from 
ns is near at hand." After reading this letter, Mrs. Arabin 
conld not wait in town for her husband, even though he was 
expected in> two days, and though she had been told thiat her 
presence at Barehedter was not immediately required onbehalf 
of 'Mr. Cowley. ' . 

But during that one day she kept* her promise toiJohn- 
"Eaai^U by going to Ltly^ Bald; Mrsl Aarabin ~ had become veiy 
fond of Johnny, and felt thiat he desenreQ the prize which he 
had h6ext so long trying to "win. The reader, perhaps, may: 
not agree with Mrs. Arabin. The reader, who may have 
caught a closer insighir into Johnny's character ttaeai Mrs* 
Arabin had obtained, may, peihaps, think that a young man 
who conld amuse himself with Miss DemoHnes* Iras imwoitby 
of lily Dale. • If soj I may declare for myself thiat i and the 
reader are not in accord about John Eames; It is hard'>ta 
measure* worth and worthlessness in such matteite,.as th^e is 
no standard for such measurement.. My old friend John was 
certainly no h6ro,'*^wai!i very unheroio in many phases of: his 
life ; but then, if all the ^Is are to wait for heroes,- 1< ibar that 
the difficulties in the way of matrimonial arrangements, great 
as they are: at present, will be very seriously enhanced. 
Johnny was not ecstatic, nor heroic,, nor transcendental, nor 
verybeautiftii in' his manliness ; he was not a man to break 
his heart for love, or to have his story written in an opio; but 
he was^an affeictionate,' kindly, honest yonng man; and* I 
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think most girls might have done worse than take him. 
Whether he was wise to ask assistance in his love-inaking 
so often as he had dpne, that may he another question. 

Mrs. Arahin was intimately acquainted with Mrs. Thome, 
and therefore there was nothing odd in her going to Mrs. 
Thome's house. Mrs. Thome was very glad to see her, and 
told her all the Barsetshire news, — much more than Mrs. 
Arabin would have learned in a week at the deaneiy; for 
Mrs. Thome had a marvellous gift of picking up news. She 
had already heard the whole story of Mr. Soames's cheque, 
and expressed her conviction that the least that could be done 
in amends to Mr. Crawley was to make him a bishop. " And 
you see the palace is vacant,'* said Mrs. Thome. 

** The palace vacant I " said Mrs. Arabin. 

''It is just as good. Now that Mrs. Proudie has gone 
I don't suppose the poor bishop will count for much. I can 
assure you, Mrs. Arabin, I felt that poor woman's death so 
much ! She used to regard me as one of the staunchest of the 
Proudieites ! She once whispered to me such a delightfiillj 
wicked story about the dean and the archdeacon. When I 
told her that they were my particular friends, she put on a 
look of horror. But I don't think she believed me." Then 
Emily Dunstable entered the room, and with her eame Lily 
Dale. Mrs. Arabin had never before seen Lily, and of course 
they were introduced. '' I am sorry to say Miss Dale is 
going home to Allington to-morrow," said Emily • ** But she 
ifl coming to Chaldicotes in May," said Mrs. Thome. ''Of 
course, Mrs. Arabin, you know what gala doings we are going 
to have in May ? " ,Then there were various civil little 
speeches made on each side, and Mrs. Arabin expressed airish 
that she might meet Miss Dale again in Barsetshire. Bat all 
this did not bring her at all nearer to her object. 

" I particularly wish to say a word to Miss Dale, — ^here to- 
day, if she will allow me," said Mrs. Arabin. 

"I'm sure she will, — ^twenty words; won't you, Lily?" 
said Mrs. Thome, preparing to leave the room. Then 
Mrs. Arabin apologized, and Mrs. Thome, bustling up, said 
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that it did not signify, and Lily, remaining quite still on the 
sofa, wondered what it was all about, — and in two minutes 
Lily and Mrs. Arabin were alone together. Lily had just 
time to surmise that Mrs. Arabin's Tisit must have some 
reference to Mr. Crosbie, — remembering that Crosbie had 
married his wife out of Barsetshire, and forgetting altogether 
that Mrs. Arabin had been just brought home from Italy by 
John Eames. 

'* I am afraid, Miss Dale, you will think me very imperti- 
nent," said Mrs. Arabin. 

'' I am sure I shall not think that,** said Lily. 

** I believe you knew, before Mr. Eames started, that he 
was going to Italy to find me and my husband?** said 
Mrs. Arabin. Then Lily put Mr. Crosbie altogether out of 
her head, and became aware that he was not to be the subject 
of the coming conversation. She was almost sorry that it was 
so. There was no doubt in her mind as to what she would 
have said to any one who might have taken up Crosbie's cause. 
On that matter she could now have given a very decisive 
answer in a few words. But on that other matter she wag 
much more in doubt. She remembered, however, every word 
of the note she had received from M. D. She remembered 
also the words of John's note to that young woman. And her 
heart was still hard against him. '* Yes,** she said ; <' Mr. Eames 
came here one night and told us why he was going. I was 
Tery glad that he was going, because I thought it was right.'* 

** You know, of course, how successful he has been ? It 
"was I who gave the cheque to Mr. Crawley.** 

*' So Mrs. Thome has heard. Dr. Thome has written to 
tell her the whole story.** 

" And now I*ve come to look for Mr. Eames*s reward.*' 

" His reward, Mrs. Arabin ? ** 

'* Yes ; or rather to plead for him. You will not, I hope, 
be angry with him because he has told me much of his history 
while we were travelling home alone together.** 

** Oh, no,** said Lily, smiling. " How could he have 
choseu a better friend in whom to tmst ? " 
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M Hd conld oeriainly hare chosen none irlu) .iroa]d>iake bis 
part more sineerely. He is so good and so amiable 1 He is 
80 pleasant in his. "myBy and 86 fitted, to make a woman happy ! 
And then^ MisatDale^ he is also so devoted ! '' 

'< He is An old friend of oorSy Mrs. Arabin." 

« So he has told me." . 

>^^ And.we all of liaiofe him> dearly, i Mamma is yezymndi 
attached to him.'* 

-. : ^^ Unless he Matters liimself, there is no one betongng to 
you who would not wish that he should.be nearer and dewier 
stm." 

*^ It may be so. I do Jiot sify that it. is not ao«^ Mamma 
and my unde are both fond of him.'* 
M. . f< And does' noi that go a long way 2 "said Mrs. Jkrabin. 
) ilMti«ughtnot todo so," said Idly, ^f It. ought ^t to go 
any way at all." . .. . . t t . . .<; . 

. ^^ Ought it 'not ? It seems ta me ^t I «o&ld ctever have 
brought Biyselfta marry any. one whom iayc^old-;fr&end8>had not 
liked." . . . .:. 

; <^ Ah.1 that is another thing." 

vMrd is it not' a. recommendation to a man .that he hifl 
been so flnccessfnl with your friends aa to make them all feel 
ihat you might trust yourself to him with peifect saiG^?" 
To: this liilyimade^ no answer^-asd Mrs. Arabia w^it on to 
plead her Mend's cause with all the eloquence she eoold use, 
insisting on all his yirtues, his good temper, his kindness, bis 
conBtaney,-r-^and not forgetting the fact that the world was 
inclined to use him very well. Still Lily made no answer. 
8tB had promised Mrs. Arabin that she would n^t cegard ber 
interference as impertinent, and therefore she xefrained from 
any word/ that might seem to show oiSence. . Nor did.shefeel 
offence. It was something gained by John.£ames in lily's 
estimation that he should have such a friend as Mrs. Arabin 
to take an interest in. his wel&re. But there was a self- 
dependence, perhaps one may call it an obstinacy abQut Lily 
Dale which made her determined that she •would net be dnren 
hither or thither by imy- pressure from without. Why had 
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Jolm Barnes, at the very moment when he shotild have been 
doing his best to drive from her breast the memory -of past 
follies, — ^when he would have striven to do so bad ha really 
been earnest in his suit,^ — why at sticih a moinent had he 
allowed himself to correspond in terms of affection with such 
a woman as this M. D. ? While Mrs. Arabin was pleading 
forJFolui Eames, Lily was repeating to herself certain words 
which John had written to the woman-^*^ Ever and always 
yonrs unalterably." Such were not the exact words, but Buch 
was tlv&^form in whidi LUy, dishonestly, chose to repeat them 
to herself. And why was it so^ with her ? In the old days 
sba would hav4S> forgiven Gro^B any offence at a word or a 
16ok,-T-any pdssiMe' Letter tarany M.:D., let iier have been 
ever so abominable 1 Kay^-— had she not even forgiven him 
ihe ofiBsnce of deserting herself altogether on faedudf of a woman 
AS detestable as could be any)li!L Dv of Johnny's choosing ^'m- 
a woman whose only recommendAtioh had been her title? 
>And' yet she «rould not forgive > John Earnest though the 
evidonoe against him was of soi flimsy a natunB,-^but rather 
strove to turn the flimsiness of vtiiat evidence into strength! 
Vfhj was it 80^ Unheroicas he might be, John Eames was 
surely a better man and a bigger man than Adolphus Oroslnei. 
It was simply this ;— she- :had &llen px love with the one; and 
bad never fallen in love with the other ! She had falleQ.in 
love with the one man, though in her simple way she had 
made a struggle against such feeling ; and she had not come 
to love the other many though she had told herself that it 
-would 1>e wen tibat she should do so if it were possible. Again 
and agaiaahe had half declared t<> herself that she would take 
him as her husband and leave the- love to come afterwards-; 
but when the moment came for doing so, she could not do it. 

^' May I not say a word of comfort to him ? " said Mrs. 
Arabin. 

'< He will be very comfortable without any such word,^ said 
lily, laughing. 

** Bat he is not comfortable ; of Uiat you may be veiy 
0ure." << Yours ever and unalterably, J» E.," said Lily to 
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herself. *' You do not doubt bis affection ? *' continued Mrs. 
Arabin. 

** I neither doubt it nor credit it.*' 

** Then I think you wrong him. And the reason why I 
have Tentured to come to you is that you may know the 
impression which he has made upon one who was but the 
other day a stranger to him. I am sure that he loves you." 

« I think he is light of heart." 

" Oh, no, Miss Dale." 

*' And how am I to become his wife unless I loTe him well 
enough myself? Mrs. Arabin, I have made up my mind 
about it. I shall never become any man's wife. Mamma and 
I are all in all together, and we shall remain together." As 
soon as these words were out of her mouth, she hated herself 
for having spoken them. There was a maudlin, missish, 
namby-pamby sentimentality about them which disgusted her. 
She specially desired to be straightforward, resolute of par- 
pose, honest-spoken, and free from all touch of affectation. 
And yet she had excused herself fi'om mariying John flames 
after the fashion of a sick school-girl. ''It is no good 
talking about it any more," she said, getting up from her 
chair quickly. 

** You are not angry with me ; — or at any rate yon will 
forgive me ? " 

*' I'm quite sure you have meant to be veiy good, and I 
am not a bit angry." 

** And you will see him before you go ? " 

** Oh, yes ; that is, if he likes to come to-day, or early to- 
morrow. I go home to-morrow. I cannot refuse him, because 
he is such an old friend, — almost like a brother. But it is of 
no use, Mrs. Arabin." Then Mrs. Arabin kissed her and left 
her, telling her that Mr. Eames would come to her that after- 
noon at half-past five. Lily promised that she would be at 
home to receive him. 

** Won't you ride with us for the last time ? " said Emily 
Dunstable when Lily gave notice that she would not want the 
horse on that afternoon. 
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" No ; not to-day.*' 

"You'll never have another opportunity of riding with 
Emily Dunstable," said the bride elect; — '< at least I hope 
not." 

« Even under those circumstances I must refuse, though 
I would give a guinea to be with you. John Eames is coming 
here to say good-by." 

" Oh ; then indeed you must not come with us. Lily, 
what will you say to him ? " 

«* Nothing." 

" Oh, Lily, think of it." 

** I have thought of it. I have thought of nothing else. 
I am tired of thinking of it. It is not good to think of any- 
thing so much. What does it matter ? " 

<< It is veiy good to have some one to love one better than 
all the world besides." 

** 1 have some one," said Lily, thinking of her mother, 
but not caring to descend again to the mawkish weakness of 
talking about her. 

** Yes ; but some one to be always with you, to do every- 
thing for you, to be your very own." 

" It is all very well for you," said Lily, " and I think that 
Bernard is the luckiest fellow in the world ; but it will not do 
for me. I know in what college I'll take my degree, and I wish 
they'd let me write the letters after my name as the men do." 

" What letters, Lily ? " 

" O.M., for Old Maid. I don't see why it shouldn't be as 
good as B.A. for Bachelor of Arts. It would mean a great 
deal more." 



•*o*- 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE SHATTERED TREE. 



"When Mrs. Arabin saw Johnny in the middle of that day, she 
conld hardly give him much encouragement. And yet she felt 
by no means sure that he might not succeed even yet. Lily 
II. 26 
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had been very posiiiYe in her answers, and yet there :bad been 
something, either in her words or in the tone of her voice, 
which had made Mrs. Arabin feel that even Lily was not quite 
sure of herself. There was still room for relenting. Nothing, 
however, had been said which could jnstify her in bidding 
John Eames simply ''to go in and win.*' ''I think he is 
light of heart,*' Lily had said. Those were the words which, 
of all that had been spoken, most impressed themselves on 
Mrs. Arabin's memory. She would not repeat them to her 
friend, bat she would graft upon them such advice as she bad 
to give him. 

And this she did, telling him that she thought that perhaps 
Lily doubted his actual earnestness. 

** I would marry her this moment,'' said Johnny. But that 
was not enough, as Mrs. Arabin knew, to prove his earnest- 
ness. Many men, fickle as weathercocks, are ready to many 
at the moment, — ^are ready to marry at the moment^ because 
they are fickle, and think so little about it. 

'' But she hears, perhaps, of your liking other people," 
said Mrs. Arabin. 

** I don't care a straw for any other person," said Johnny. 
'< I wonder whether, if I iDfas to shut myself up in a cage for 
six months, it would do any good ? " 

'' If she had the keeping of the cage, perhaps it might," 
said Mrs. Arabin. She had nothing more to say to him on 
that subject, but to tell him that Miss Dale would es^ect him 
that afternoon at half-past five. ** I told her that you would 
come to wish her good-by, and she promised to see yon." 

" I wish she'd say she wouldn't see me. Then there would 
be some chance," said Johnny. 

Between him and Mrs. Arabin the parting was very affec- 
tionate. She told him how thankful she was for his kindness 
in coming to her, and how grateful she would ever be, — 
and the dean also, — ^for his attention to her. ''Bemember, 
Mr. Eames, that you will always be most welcome at the 
deanery of Barchester. And I do hope that before long you 
may be there with your wife." And so they parted. 
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He left her at about two, and went to Mr. Toogood's 
office in Bedford Bow. He found his uncle, and the two went 
out to lunch together' in Holbom. Between them there was 
no word said about Lily Dale, and John was glad to have 
some other subject in his mind for half an hour. Toogood was 
full of his triumph about Mr. Crawley, and of his successes in 
Barsetshire. He gave John a long account of his visit to 
Plumstead, and expressed his opinion that if all clergymen 
were like the archdeacon there would not be so much room for 
Dissenters. '* IVe seen a good many parsons in my time," 
said Toogood ; '' but I don't think I ever saw such a one as 
him. You know he is a clergyman somehow, and he never 
lets you forget It; but that's about all. Most of 'em are 
never contented without choking you with their white cravats 
all the time you're with 'em. As for Crawley himself," Mr. 
Toogood continued, '* he's not like anybody else that ever 
was born, saint or sinner, parson or layman. I never heard 
of such a man in all my experience. Though he knew where 
he got the cheque as well as I know it now, he wouldn't say 
so, because the dean had said it wasn't so. Somebody ought 
to write a book about it, — ^indeed they ought." Then he told 
the whole story of Dan Stringer, and how he had found Dan 
out, looking at the top of Dan's hat through the little aperture 
in the wall of the inn parlour. " When I saw the twitch in 
his liat, John, I knew he had handled the cheque himself. I 
don't mean to say that I'm sharper than another man, and 
I don't think so ; but I do mean to say that when you are in 
any difficulty of that sort, you ought to go to a lawyer. It's 
his business, and a man does what is his business with 
patience and perseverance. It's a pity, though, that that 
scoundrel should get off." Then Eames gave his uncle an 
account of his Italian trip, to and fro, and was congratulated 
also upon his success. John's great triumph lay in the fact 
that he had been only two nights in bed, and that he would 
not have so far condescended on those ^occasions but for the 
feminine weakness of his fellow-traveller. " We shan't forget 
it all in a hurry, — shall we, John ? " said Mr. Toogood, in a 
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pleasant Toiee, as they parted at the door of the luncheon- 
house in Holhom. Toogood was letnining to his office, 
and John Eames was to prepare himself for his last 
attempt. 

He went home to his lodgings, intending at first to change 
his dress, — to make himself smart for the work hefore him, — 
hut after standing'^for a moment or two leaning on the chesi-of- 
drawers in his hed-room, he gave up this idea. '' After ail 
that's come and gone," he said to himself, " if I cannot wr 
her as I am now, I cannot win her at all.'* And then he 
swore to himself a solemn oath, resolving that he would repeat 
the purport of it to Lily herself, — ^that this should he the last 
attempt. ** What's the use of it ? Eveiyhody ridicules me. 
And I am ridiculous. I am an ass. It's all yery well wanting 
to he prime minister ; hut if you can't be prime minister, yon 
must do without being prime minister." Then he attempted 
to sing the old song — '< Shall I, sighing in despair, die 
because a woman's fair ? If she be not fair for me, what care 
I how fair she be ? " But he did care, and he told himself 
that the song did him no good. As it was not time for him as 
yet to go to Lily, he threw himself on the sofa, and strove to 
read a book. Then all the weary nights of his journey pre- 
vailed over him, and he fell asleep. 

When he awoke it wanted a quarter to six. He sprang np, 
and rushing out, jumped into a cab. '' Berkeley Square, — ^as 
hard as you can go," he said. " Number — ." He thongkt 
of Eosalind, and her counsels to lovers as to the keeping of 
time, and reflected that in such an emergency as his, he might 
really have ruined himself by that unfortunate slumber. When 
he got to Mrs. Thome's door he knocked hurriedly, and 
bustled up to the drawing-room as though everything depended 
on his saving a minute. *' I'm afraid I'm ever so much behind 
my time," he said. 

'' It does not matter in the least," said Lily. '< As Mrs. 
Arabin said that perhaps you might call, I would not be out of 
the way. I supposed that Sir Baffle was keeping you and that 
you wouldn't come." 
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^' Sir Baffle was not keeping me. I fell asleep.' That is 
the truth of it." 

'* I am so Sony that yon should have been disturbed 1 " 

" Do not laugh at me, Lily, — to-day. I had been travel- 
ling a good deal, and I suppose I was tired." 

'* I won't laugh at you," she said, and of a sudden her eyes 
became full of tears, — she did not know why. But there they 
^ere, and she was ashamed to put up her handkerchief, and 
-she could not bring herself to turn away her face, and she had 
no resource but that he should see them. 

" LUy ! " he said. 

'' What a paladin you have been, John, rushing all about 
Europe on your friend's behalf! " 

" Don't talk about that." 

" And such a successful paladin too ! Why am I not to 
talk about it ? I am going home to-morrow, and I mean to 
talk about nothing else for a week. I am so very, very, very 
glad that you have saved yonr cousin." Then she did put up 
her handkerchief, making believe that her tears had been due 
to Mr.. Crawley. But John Eames knew better than that. 

** Lily," he said, ** I've come for the last time. It sounds 
as though I meant to threaten you ; but you won't take it in 
that way. I think you will know what I mean. I have come 
for the last time — ^to ask you to be my wife." She had got up 
to greet him when he entered, and they were both still standing. 
Bhe did not answer him at once, but turning away from him 
-walked towards the window. '* You knew why I was coming 
to-day, Lily ? " 

'' Mrs. Arabin told me. I could not be away when you 
-were coming, but perhaps it would have been better." 

'* Is it so ? Must it be so ? Must you say that to me, 
Xdly ? Think of it for a moment, dear." 

" I have thought of it." 

" One word from you, yes or no, spoken now, is to be 
everything to me for always. Lily, cannot you say yes?" 
She did not answer him, but walked further away from him to 
another window. " Try to say yes. Look round at me with 
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one look that m^y only half mean it ; — that may tell me ^i it 
shall not positiyely be no for ever.** I think that 9he ahnofii 
tried to tnm her face to him ; but be that as it may, she kept 
her eyes steadily fixed upon the window-pane. " Lily," he said, 
'' it is not that yon are hard-hearted, — ^perhaps not altogether 
that you do not like me. I think that you belieye things 
against me that are not true.*' As she heard this she moved 
her foot angrily upon the carpet. She had almost forgotten 
H. B., but now he h^d reminded her of the note. She assured 
herself that she had never believed anything against him except 
on evidence that was incontrovertible. But she was not going 
to speak to him on such a matter as that ! It would not 
become her to accuse him. '' Mrs. Arabin tells me that you 
doubt whether I am in earnest,** he said. 

Upon hearing this she flashed round upon him almost 
angrily. " I never said that." 

** If you will ask me for any token of earnestness, I will 
give it you." 

" I want no token." 

'< The best sign of earnestness a man can give generally in 
such a matter, is to show how ready he is to be married." 

*' I never said anything about earnestness." 

'' At the risk of making you angry I will go on, Lily. Of 
course when you tell me that you will have nothing to say to 
me, I try to amuse myself" — " Yes ; by writing love-letters to 
M. P.," said Lily to herself. — " What is a poor feUow to do? 
I tell you fairly that when I leave you I swear to myself that I 
will make love to the first girl I can see who will listen to me 
— to twenty, if twenty will let me. I feel I have failed^ and it 
is so I pupish myself for my failure." There was something 
in this which softened her brow, though she did not intend that 
it should be so ; and she turned away again, that he might not 
see that her brow was softened. <<But, Lily, the hope ever 
comes back again, and then neither the one nor the twenty are 
of avail, — even to punish me. When I look forward and see 
what it might be if you were with me, how green }i all looks 
and how lovely, in spite of all the vows I have made, I cannot 
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help coming back again.* ' She was now again near the window, 
and he had not followed her. As she neither tamed towards 
him nor answered him, he moved from the table near which 
he was standing on to the mg before the fire, and leaned with 
both his elbows on the mantelpiece. He could still watch her 
in the mirror oyer the fireplace, and could see that she was 
still seeming to gaze out upon the street. And had he not 
moYed her ? I think he had so far moved her now, that she 
had ceased to think of the woman who had written to her, — 
that she had ceased to reject him in her heart on the score of 
such levities as that ! If there, were M. D.'s, like sunken rocks, 
in his course, whose fault was it ? He was ready enough to 
steer his bark into the tranquil blue waters, if only she would 
aid him. I think that all his sins on that score were at this 
moment forgiven hiin. He had told her now what to him would 
be green and beautiful, and she did not find herself able to 
disbelieve him. She' had banished M. D. out of her mind, but 
in doing so she admitted other reminiscences into it. And 
then, — ^was she in a moment to be talked out of the resolution 
of years; and was she to give up herself, not because she 
loved, but because the man who talked to her talked so well that 
he deserved a reward ? Was she now to be as light, as foolish^ 
as easy, as in those former days from which she had learned 
her wisdom? A picture of green lovely things could be 
delicious to her eyes as to his ; but even for such a picture as 
that the price might be too dear t Of all living men, — of all men 
living in their present lives, — she loved best this man who was 
now waiting for some word of answer to his words, and she did 
love him dearly; she would have tended him if sick, have 
supplied him if in want, have mourned for him if dead, with 
the bitter grief of true affection ; — ^but she could not say ta 
herself that he should be her lord and master, the head of her 
house, the owner of herself, the ruler of her life. The ship- 
wreck to which she had once come, and the fierce regrets which 
had thence arisen, had forced her to think too much of these 
things. ''Lily," he said, still facing towards the mirror, 
** will you not come to me and speak to me ? '* She turned 
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round, and stood a moment looking at him, and then, liamg 
again resolved that it conld not he as he wished, she drew near 
to him. '* Certainly I will speak to yon, John. Here I am." 
And she came close to him. 

He took hoth her hands, and looked into her eyes. " lilyi 
will yon he mine ? " 

" No, dear ; it cannot he so.** 

".Why not, LUy ? " 

" Becanse of that other man." 

" And is that to he a har for ever ? " 

"Yes; forever." 

" Do yon still love him ? *' 

" No ; no, no ! '' 

" Then, why shonld this he so ? " 

" I cannot tell, dear. It is so. K yon take a yoong tree 
and split it, it still lives, perhaps. Bat it isn*t a tree. It is 
only a fragment." 

" Then he my fragment." 

" So I will, if it can serve yon to give standing gromid to 
snch a fragment in some comer of yonr garden. Bat I will 
not have myself planted oat in the middle, for people to look at. 
What there is left wonld die soon." He still held her hands, 
and she did not attempt to draw them away. " John," she said, 
" next to mamma, I love yoa hotter than all the world. Indeed 
I do. I can*t he yonr wife, hat yoa need never he afraid that 
I shall he more to another than I am to yon." 

" That will not serve me," he said, grasping hoth her hands 
till he almost hart them, hat not knowing that he did so. 
" That is no good." 

"It is all the good that I can do yon. Indeed I can do 
yon, — can do no one any good. The trees that the storms have 
splintered are never of ase." 

" And is this to he the end of all, Lily ? " 

" Not of oar loving friendship." 

" Friendship ! I hate the word. I hear some one*s step, 
and I had hotter leave yon. Good-hy." 

" Good-hy, John. Be kinder than that to me as yon are 
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going." He tamed back for a moment, took her hand, and 
held it tight against his heart, and then he left her. In the 
hall he met Mrs. Thome, bat, as he said afterwards, he had 
been too mach knocked about to be able to throw a word 
to a dog. 

To Mrs. Thome Lily said hardly a word about John 
lEames, and when her cousin Bemard questioned her about 
him she was dumb. And in these days she could assume 
a manner, and express herself with her eyes as well as with 
her voice after a fashion which was apt to silence unwelcome 
questioners, even though they were as intimate with her as was 
her cousin Bemard. She had described her feelings more 
plainly to her lover than she had ever done to any one, — even 
to her mother ; and having done so she meant to be silent 
on that subject for evermore. But of her settled purpose she 
did say some word to Emily Dunstable that night. ''I do 
feel,*' she said, ** that I have got the thing settled at last." 

" And you have settled it, as you call it, in opposition to 
the wishes of all your friends ? " 

** That is trae ; and yet I have settled it rightly, and I 
would not for worlds have it unsettled again. There are 
matters on which friends should not have wishes, or at any 
rate should not express them." 

** Is that meant to be severe to me ? " 

<'No; not to you. I was thinking about mamma, and 
'Bell, and my uncle, and Bemard, who all seem to think that 
I am to be looked upon as a regular castaway because I am 
not likely to have a husband of my own. Of course you, in 
your position, must think a girl a castaway who isn't going to 
he married ? " 

^* I think that a girl who is going to be married has the 
hest of it." 

<' And I think a girl who isn't going to be married has the 
best of it ; — that's all. But I feel that the thing is done now, 
-and I am contented. For the last six or eight months there 
has come up, I know not how, a state of doubt which has made 
me so wretched that I have done literally nothing. I haven't 
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been able to finish old Mrs. Heard's tippet, literally becatise 
people would talk to me about that dearest of all dear fellows, 
John Eames. And yet all along I have known how it would 
be, — as well as I do now/' 

'* I cannot understand you, Lily ; I can't indeed." 
'<I can understand myself. I love him so well, — ^witb 
that intimate, close, familiar affection, — ^that I could wash his 
clothes for him to-morrow, out of pure personal regard, and 
think it no shame. He could not ask me to do a single thing 
for him, — except the one thing, — ^that I would refuse. And 
I'll go further. I would sooner marry him than any man in 
the world I oyer saw, or, as I belioTe, that I ever shall see. 
And yet I am very glad that it is settled." 

On the next day Lily Dale went down to the Small House 
of Allington, and so she passes out of our sight. I can only 
ask the reader to believe that she was in earnest, and express 
my own opinion, in this last word that I shall ever write 
respecting her, that she will live and die as Lily Dale. 



»»» . . 

CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE ARABINS RETURN TO SARCHESTEB. 

In these days Mr. Harding was keeping his bed at the deaneiy, 
and most of those who saw him declared that he would never 
again leave it. The archdeacon had been slow to believe so, 
because he had still found his father-in*law able to talk to 
him ; — ^not indeed with energy, but then Mr. TTaHi'ng had 
never been energetic on ordinary matters, — but with the same 
soft cordial interest in things which had ever been customaiy 
with him. He had latterly been much interested about 
Mr. Crawley, and would make both the archdeacon and 
Mrs. Grantly tell him all that they heard, and what they 
thought of the case. This of course had been before the 
all-important news had been received from Mrs. Arabia. 
Mr. Harding was very anxious, '^ Firstly," as he said, << for 
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the welfare of the poor man, of whom I cannot bring myself to 
think ill ; and then for the honour of the cloth in Barchester/' 
' * We are as liable to have black sheep here as elsewhere,'* 
the archdeacon replied. '* Bat, my dear, I do not think that 
the sheep is black; and we never have had black sheep in 
Barchester/' '< Haven't we though ? " said the archdeacon^ 
thinking, however, of sheep who were black with a different 
Mnd of blackness firom this which was now attributed to poor 
Mr. Crawley, — of a blackness which was not absolute blackness 
to Mr. Harding's milder eyes. The archdeacon, when he 
heard his father-in-law talk after this fashion, expressed his 
opinion that he might live yet for years. He was just the man 
to linger on, living in bed, — as indeed he had lingered all his 
life out of bed. But the doctor who attended him thought 
otherwise, as did also Mrs. Grantly, and as did Mrs. Baxter^ 
and as also did Posy. " Grandpa won't get up any more^ 
-will he ? " Posy said to Mrs. Baxter. '' I hope he will, my 
dear; and that very soon." **I don't think he. will," said 
Posy, ** because he said he would never see the big fiddle 
again." <* That comes of his being a little melancholy like, 
jDj dear," said Mrs. Baxter. 

Mrs. Grantly at this time went into Barchester almost 
every day, and the archdeacon, who was very often in the 
city, never went there without passing half-an-hour with the 
old man. These two clergymen, essentially different in their 
characters and in every detail of conduct, had been so much 
thrown together by circumstances that the life of each had 
almost become a part of the life of the other. Although the 
fjEict of Mr. Harding's residence at the deanery had of late 
years thrown him oftener into the society of ihe dean than 
that of his other son-in-law, yet his intimacy with the arch- 
deacon had been so much earlier, and his memories of the 
archdeacon were so much clearer, that he depended almost 
more upon the rector of Plumstead, who was absent, than he 
did upon the dean, whom he customarily saw every day. It 
was not so with his daughters. His Nelly, as he had used 
to oall her, had ever been his favourite, and the oireumstanees 
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of their joint liyea had been sach, thai they had neyer been 
farther separated than from one street of Barchesier to 
another, — and that only for the very short period of the 
mairied life of Mrs. Arabin's first husband. For all that was 
soft and tender therefore, — ^which with Mr. Harding was aU 
in the world that was charming to him, — he looked to his 
youngest daughter ; but for authority and guidance and 
wisdom, and for information as to what was going on in the 
world, he had still turned to his son-in-law, the archdeacon, — 
as he had done for nearly forty years. For so long had the 
archdeacon been potent as a clergyman in the diocese, and 
throughout the whole duration of such potency his word had 
been law to Mr. Harding in most of the affairs of life, — a law 
generally to be obeyed, and if sometimes to be broken, still 
a law. And now, when all was so nearly over, he would 
become unhappy if the archdeacon*s visits were ^ between. 
Dr. Qrantly, when he found that this was so, would not aUow 
that they should be far between. 

'' He puts me so much in mind of my father,*' the arch- 
deacon said to his wife one day. 

'* He is not so old as your father was when be died, by 
many years," said Mrs. Grantly, ** and I think one sees that 
difference." 

*' Yes ; — ^and therefore I say that he may still live for 
years. My father, when he took to his bed at last, was mani- 
festly near his death. The wonder with him was that he con- 
tinued to live so long. Do you not remember how the London 
doctor was put out because his prophecies were not fulfilled ? " 

" I remember it well ; — as if it, were yesterday." 

<' And in that way there is a great difference. My father, 
who was physically a much stronger man, did not succumb so 
easily. But the likeness is in their characters. There is the 
same mild sweetness, becoming milder and sweeter as they 
increased in age ; — a sweetness that neyer could belieye 
much eyil, but that could believe less, and still less, as the 
weakness of age came on them. No amount of evidence 
would induce your father to think that Mr. Crawley stole that 
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money." This was said of course before the telegram had 
come from Venice. 

'' As far as that goes I agree with him," said Mrs. Grantly, 
who had her own reasons for choosing to helieye Mr. Crawley 
to be innocent. '* If your son, my dear, is to marry a man's 
daughter, it will be as well that yon should at least be able to 
say that yon do not believe that man to be a thief." 

** That is neither here nor there," said the archdeacon. 
«* A jury must decide it." 

** No jury in Barsetshire shall decide it for me," said 
Mrs. Grantly. 

''I'm sick of Mr. Crawley, and I'm sorry I spoke of 
him," said the archdeacon. *' But look at Mrs. Proudie. 
You'll agree that she was not the most charming woman 
in the world." 

** She certainly was not," said Mrs. Grantly, who was 
anxious to encourage her husband, if she could do so without 
admitting anything which might injure herself afterwards. 

'' And she was at one time violently insolent to your 
father. And even the bishop thought to trample upon him. Do 
yon remember the bishop's preaching against your father's 
chaunting ? K I ever forget it ! " And the archdeacon 
slapped his closed fist against his open hand. 

'' Don't, dear ; don't 1 What is the good of being violent 
now ? " 

'' Paltry little fool ! It will be long enough before such a 
chaunt as that is heard in any English cathedral agam." 
Then Mrs. Grantly got up and kissed her husband, but he, 
somewhat negligent of the kiss, went on with his speech. 
** But your father remembers nothing of it, and if there was a 
single human being who shed a tear in Barchester for that 
-woman, I believe itwas your father. And it was the same with 
mine. It came to that at last, that I could not bear to speak 
to him of any shortcoming as to one of his own clergymen. 
I might as well have pricked him with a penknife. And yet they 
say men become heartless and unfeeling as they grow old 1 " 

" Some do, I suppose." 
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<<Yes; the heartless and unfeeling do. As the bodily 
strength fedls and the power of control becomes lessened, the 
natural aptitude of the man pronounces itself morlB clearly. I 
take it that that is it. Had Mrs. Proudie liyed to be a hundred 
and fifty, she would have spoken spiteful lies on her deathbed." 
Then Mrs. Grantly told herself that her husband, should he 
live to be a hundred and fifty, would still be expressing his 
horror of Mrs. Proudie, — even on his deathbed. ' 

As soon as the letter from Mrs. Arabin had reached 
Plumstead, the archdeacon and his wife arranged that they 
would both go together to the deanery. There were the 
double tidings to be told, — ihoB^ of Mr. Crawley's assured 
innocence, and those also of Mrs. Arabin's instant return. 
And as they went together various ideas were passing through 
their minds in reference to the marriage of their ffon with 
Grace Crawley. They were both now reconciled to' it. 
Mrs. Grantly had long ceased to feel any opposition to it, eyen 
though she had not seen Grace; and the archdeacon was 
prepared, to giVe way. Had he not promised that in a certain 
case he would giye way, and had not that cade now come to 
pass 7 He had no wish to go back from his word. But he 
had a difficulty in this, — ^that he liked to make all the affitirs 
of his life matter for enjoyment, almost for triumph ; but how 
was he to be triumphant over this marriage, or how even was he 
to enjoy it, seeing that he had opposed it so bitterly ? Those 
posters, though they were now pulled down, had been up on all 
bam ends and walls, patent — alas, too patenir— to all the world 
of Barsetshire! <' What will Mr. Crawley do now, do yoa 
suppose ? " said Mrs. Grantly. 

" What will he do ? " 

*^ Yes ; must he go on at Hogglestock ? " 

<< What else ? " said the archdeacon. 

'* It is a pity something could not be done for him after all 
he has undergone. How on earth can he be expected to live 
there with a wife and fisimily, and no private means ? " To 
this the archdeacon made no answer. Mrs. Grantly had 
spoken almost immediately upon their quitting Plumstead, and 
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the silence was continued till the carriage had entered the 
suburbs of the city. Then Mrs. Grantly spoke again, asking 
a question, with some internal trepidation, which, however, she 
managed to hide from her husband, << When poor papa does 
go, what shall you do about St. Ewold's ? " Now, St. Ewold's 
was a rural parish lying about two miles out of Barchester, the 
living of which was in the gift of the archdeacon, and to which 
the archdeacon had presented his father-in-law, under certain 
circumstances, which need not be repeated in this last 
chronicle of Barsetshire. Have they not been writtten in 
other chronicles ? " When poor papa does go, what will you 
do about St. Ewold's ? '* said Mrs. Grantly, trembling inwardly. 
A word too much might, as she well knew, settle the question 
against iMr. Crawley for ever. But were she to postpone the 
word till too late, the question would be settled as fatally. 

" I haven't thought about it," he said sharply. " I don't 
like thinking of such things while the incumbent is still 
living." Oh, archdeacon, archdeacon I unless that other 
chronicle be a false chronicle, how hast thou forgotten thyself 
and thy past life ? << Particularly not, when that incumbent 
is your father," said the archdeacon. Mrs. Grantly said 
nothing more about St. Ewold's. She would have said as much 
as she had intended to say if she had succeeded in making the 
archdeacon understand that St. Ewold's would be a very nice 
refuge for Mr. Crawley after all the miseries which he had 
endured at Hogglestock. 

They learned as they entered the deanery that Mrs. Baxter 
had already heard of Mrs. Arabin's return. '< yes, ma'am. 
Mr. Harding got a letter hisself, and I got another, — separate ; 
both from Venice, ma'am. But when master is to come, 
nobody seems to know." Mrs. Baxter knew that the dean had 
gone to Jerusalem, and was inclined to think that from such 
distant bournes there was no return for any traveller. The 
east is always farther than the west in the estimation of the 
Mrs. Baxters of the world. Had the dean gone to Canada, she 
would have thought that he might come back to-morrow. But 
still there was the news to be told of Mr. Crawley, and there 
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was also joj to be expressed at the sadden coming back of &e 
mneh-wished-for mistress of the deanerjr. 

"It*s so good of jon to come both together," said 
Mr. Harding. 

** We thonght we should be too many for yon/* said the 
archdeacon. 

" Too many ! dear, no. I like to haye people by me ; 
and as for voices, and noise, and all that, the more the better. 
Bat I am weak. I'm weak in my legs. I don't think I shall 
ever stand again." 

" Yes, yon will," said the archdeacon. 

** We hare brooght you good news," said Mrs. Grantly. 

'' Is it not good news that Nelly will be home this week ? 
Yon can't imderstand what a joy it is to me. I nsed to think 
sometimes, at night, that I should never see her again. That 
she would come back in time was all I have had to wish for." 
He was lying on his back, and as he spoke he pressed his 
withered hands together above the bedclothes. They conld 
not begin immediately to tell him of Mr. Crawley, but as 
soon as his mind had tamed itself away from the thoughts of 
his absent daughter, Mrs. Grantly again reverted to her news. 

<< We have come to tell you about Mr. Crawley, papa." 

" What about him ? " 

*' He is quite innocent." 

<' I knew it, my dear. I always said so. Did I not always 
say so, archdeacon ? " 

" Indeed you did. I'll give you that credit." 

'' And is it all found out ? " asked Mr. Harding. 

'< As far as he is concerned, everything is found out," said 
Mrs. Grantly. *' Eleanor gave him the cheque herself." 

<* Nelly gave it to him ? " 

** Yes, papa. The dean meant her to give him fifty pounds. 
But it seems she got to be soft of heart and made it seventy. 
She had the cheque by her, and put it into the envelope with 
the notes." 

** Some of Stringer's people seem to have stolen the cheque 
from Mr. Soames," said the archdeacon. 
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•' dear ; I hope not." 
** Somebody mnst have stolen it, papa." 
*'*' I had hoped not, Snsan," said Mr. Harding. Both the 
archdeacon and Mrs. Grantly knew that it was nseless to argue 
with him on snch a point, and so they let that go. 

Then they came to discass Mr. Crawley^s present position, 
and Mr. Harding ventured to ask a question or two as to 
Grace's chance of marriage. He did not often interfere in the 
family arrangements of his son-in-law, — and never did so when 
those family arrangements were concerned with high matters. 
He had hardly opened his mouth in reference to the marriage 
of that august lady who was now the Marchioness of Hartletop. 
And of the Lady Anne, the wife of the Eev. Charles Grantly, 
who was always prodigiously civil to him, speaking to him very 
loud, as though he were deaf because he was old, and bringing 
him cheap presents from London of which he did not take 
mnch heed, — of her he rarely said a word, or of her children, 
to either of his daughters. But now his grandson, Henry 
Grantly, was going to marry a girl of whom he felt that he 
might speak without impropriety. " I suppose it will be a 
match ; won't it, my dears ? " 

'< Not a doubt about it," said Mrs. Grantly. Mr. Harding 
looked at his son-in-law, but his son-in-law said nothing. The 
archdeacon did not even frown, — ^but only moved himself a 
a little uneasily in his chair. 

'< Dear, dear I What a comfort that must be," said the 
old man. 

" I have not seen her yet," said Mrs. Grantly ; " but 
the archdeacon declares that she is all the graces rolled 
into one." 

*< I never said anything half so absurd," replied the arch- 
deacon. 

<*But he really is quite in love with her, papa," said 
Mrs. Grantly. '* He confessed to me that he gave her a kiss, 
and he only saw her once for five minutes." 

'' I should like to give her a kiss," said Mr. Harding. 

'' So you shall, papa, and I'll bring her here on purpose. 
II. 26 
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As soon as ever the thing is settled, we mean to ask her to 
Plnmstead." 

** Do you though ? How nice I How happy Hemy 
wiU he 1 " 

** And if she comes — and of course she will — ^I'U lose no 
time in hringmg her oyer to you, Nelly must see her of 
course." 

As they were leaving the room Mr. Harding called the 
archdeacon hack, and taking him hy the hand, spoke one word 
to him in a whisper. '* I don't like to interfere," he said ; 
** hut might not Mr. Crawley have St. Ewold*s ? " The arch- 
deacon took up the old man's hand and kissed it. Then he 
followed his wife out of Uie room, without making any answer 
to Mr. Harding's question. 

Three days after this Mrs. Axahin reached the deaneiy, 
and the joy at her return was very great. '' My dear> I have 
heen sick for you," said Mr. Harding. 

** Oh, papa, I ought not to have gone." 

'* Nay, my dear, do not say that. Would it make me 
happy that you should he a prisoner here for ever ? It waa 
only when I seemed to get so weak that I thought about it. 
I felt that it must be near when they bade me not to go to the 
cathedral any more." 

<' If I had been here, I could have gone with you, 
papa." 

*^ It is better as it is. I know now that I was not fit for 
it. When your sister came to me, I never thought of 
remonstrating. I knew then that I had seen it for the last 
time." 

" We need not say that yet, papa." 

<< I did think that when you came home we might crawl 
there together some warm morning. I did think of that for a 
time. But it will never be so, dear. ^ I shall never see any- 
thing now that I do not see from here, — and not that for long. 
Bo not cry, Nelly. I have nothing to regret, nothing to make 
me unhappy. I know . how poor and weak has been mj life ; 
but I know how rich and strong is that other life. . Do not 



THB ABABINS BETUEN TO BABOHESTEB. 408 

eryi Nelly, — ^not till I am gone ; and then not beyond measure. 
Why should any one weep for those who go away full of years, 
— and fiill of hope ? " 

On the day bnt one following the dean also reached his 
home. The final arrangements of his tonr, as well as those 
of his wife, had been made to depend on Mr. Crawley's trial ;' 
fot he also had been hurried back by John Eames's yisit to 
Florence. " I should have come at once,*' he said to his wife, 
'^ when they wrote to ask me whether Crawley had taken the 
eheque from me, had anybody then told me that he was in 
actual trouble ; but I had no idea then that they were charging 
him with theft." 

*' As far as I can learn, they never really suspected him 
until after your answer had come. They had been quite sure 
that your answer would be in the affirmative." 

'< What he must have endured it is impossible to conceive. 
I shall go out to him to-morrow." 

" Would he not come to us ? " said Mrs. Arabin. 

** I doubt it. I will ask him, of course. I will ask them 
all here. This about Henry and the girl may make a diiOfer- 
ence. He has resigned the living, and some of the palace 
pe<^le are doing the duty." 

** But he can have it again ? " 

'' Oh, yes ; he can have it again. For the matter of that, 
I need simply give him back his letter. Only he is so odd, — 
80 unlike other people ! And he has tried to live there, and 
has &iled ; and is now in debt. I wonder whether Grantly 
would give him St. Ewold's ? " 

'' I wish he would. But you must ask him. I should not 
dare." 

As to the matter of the cheque, the dean acknowledged to 
Us wife at last that he had some recollection of her having 
told him that she had made the sum of money up to seventy 
pounds. '' I don't feel certain of it now ; but I think you may 
have done so." 

" I am quite sure I could not have done it without telling 
yon," she relied. 
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" At any rate yon said nothiog of the cheque/' pleaded 
the dean. 

** I don't suppose I did," said Mrs. Arabin. *' I thought 
that cheques were like any other money ; but I shall know 
better for the future." 

• On the following morning the dean rode over to Hoggle- 
stock, and as he drew near to the house of his old Mend, his 
spirits flagged, — ^for to tell the truth, he dreaded the meeting. 
Since the day on which he had brought Mr. Crawley from a 
curacy in Cornwall into the diocese of Barchester, his friend 
had been a trouble to him rather than a joy. The trouble 
had been a trouble of spirit altogether, — ^not at all of pocket. 
He would willingly have picked the Crawleys out from the 
pecuniary mud into which they were ever £eilling, time afler 
time, had it been possible. For, though the dean was hardly 
to be called a rich man, his lines had fallen to him not only in 
pleasant places, but in easy circumstances ; — and Mr. Crawley's 
embarrassments, though overwhelming to him, were not so 
great as to have been heavy to the dean. But in striving to 
do this he had always failed, had always suffered, and had 
generally been rebuked. Crawley would attempt to argue with 
him as to the improper allotment of Church endowments, — 
declaring that he did not do so with any reference to his own 
circumstances, but simply because the subject was one naturally 
interesting to clergymen. And this he would do, as he was 
waving off with his hand offers of immediate assistance which 
were indispensable. Then there had been scenes between 
the dean and Mrs. Crawley, — ^terribly painful, — and which had 
taken place in. direct disobedience to the husband's positive 
injunctions. '' Sir," he had once said to the dean, << I request 
that nothing may pass from your hands to the hands of my 
wife." " Tush, tush," the dean had answered. *' I will have 
no tushing or pshawing on such a matter. A man's wife is 
his very own, the breath of his. nostril, the blood of his heart, 
the rib from his body. It is for me to rule my wife, and I tell 
you that I will not have it." After that the gifts had come 
from the hands of Mrs. Arabin ; — and then again after that. 
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in the direst honr of his need, Crawley had himself come and 
taken money from the dean's hands 1 The interview had heen 
so painful that Arabin would hardly have been able to count 
the money or to know of what it had consisted, had he taken 
the notes and cheque out of the envelope in which his wife had 
put them. Since that day the two had not met each other, 
and since that day these new troubles had come. Arabin as 
jet knew but little of the manner in which they had been borne, 
except that Crawley had felt himself compelled to resign the 
living of Hogglestock. He knew nothing of Mrs. Proudie's 
persecution, except what he gathered from the fact of the 
clerical commission of which he had been informed; but he 
could imagine that Mrs. Proudie would not lie easy on her bed 
while a clergyman was doing duty almost under her nose, who 
was guilty of the double offence of being accused of a thefb, 
and of having been put into his living by the dean. The dean, 
therefore, as he rode on, pictured to himself his old Mend in a 
terrible condition. And it might be that even now that con- 
dition would hardly have been improved. He was no longer 
suspected of being a thief; but he could have no money in his 
pocket ; and it might well be that his sufferings would have 
made him almost mad. 

The dean also got down and left his horse at a farmyard — 
as Grantly had done with his carriage ; and walked on first to 
the school. He heard voices inside, but could not distinguish 
£rom them whether Mr. Crawley was there or not. Slowly he 
opened the door, and looking roxmd saw that Jane Crawley 
was in the ascendant. Jane did not know him at once, but 
told him when he had introduced himself that her father had 
gone down to Hoggle End. He had started two hours ago, 
but it was impossible to say when he might be back. '* He 
sometimes stays all day long with the brickmakers," said Jane. 
Her mother was at home, and she would take the dean into the 
house. As she said this she told him that her father was 
sometimes better and sometimes worse. '' But he has never 
been so very, very bad, since Henry Grantly and mamma's 
cousin came and told us about the cheque.'' That word Henry 
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Giantly made the dean understand that there xhight yei be a 
ray of sunshine among the Grawleys. 

** There is papa," said Jane, as they got to the gate. 
Then they waited for a few minutes till Mr. Crawley eame np, 
▼ery hot, wiping the sweat from his^ forehead. 

'' Crawley,'' said the dean, *' I cannot tell yon how glad I 
am to see yon, and how rejoiced I am that this accasatibn has 
fiEdlen off from you." 

*' Yerily the news came in time, Arabin," said the other ; 
*^ but it was a narrow pinch — ^a narrow, pinch. Will you not 
enter, and see my wife ?'' 



-•♦•- 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 

MR. CRAWLEY SPEAKS OF HIS COAT. 

At this time Grace had returned home from Framley. As 
long as the terrible tragedy of the forthcoming tiial was 
dragging itself on she had been content to stay away, at her 
mother's bidding. It has not been possible in these pages to 
tell of all the advice that had been given to the ladies of the 
Crawley family in their great difficulty, and of all the assistance 
that had been offered. The elder Lady Lufton and the younger, 
and Mrs. Eobarts, had continually been in consultation on the 
subject ; Mrs. Grantly's opinion had been asked and given ; 
and even the Miss Prettymans and Mrs. Walker had found 
means of expressing themselves. The communications to 
Mrs. Crawley had been very frequent,-^though they had not 
of course been allowed to reach the ears of Mr. Crawley. What 
was to be done when the living should be gone and Mr. Crawley 
should be in prison ? Some said that he might be there for 
six weeks, and some for two years. Old Lady Lufton made 
anxious inquiries about Judge Medlicote, biefore whom it was 
said that the trial would be taken. Judge Medlicote was a 
Dissenter, and old Lady Lufton was in despair. When she 
was assured by some liberally-disposed friend that this would 
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certaiiily make no difference, she shook her head woefully. 
** I don't know why we are to have Dissenters at all," she said, 
*' to try people who helong to the Estahlished Church." When 
she heard that Judge Medlicote would certainly be the judge, 
she made up her mind that two years would be the least of it. 
She would not have minded it, she said, if he had been a 
Eoman Catholic. And whether the punishment might be for 
six weeks or for two years, what should be done with the 
family ? Where should they be housed ? how should they be 
fed ? What should be done with the poor man when he came 
out of prison ? It was a case in which the generous, soft- 
hearted old Lady Lufton was almost beside herself. " As for 
Grace," said young Lady Lufton, ** it will be a great deal 
better that we should keep her amongst us. Of course she will 
become Mrs. Grantly, and it will be nicer for her that it should 
be so." In those days the posters had been seen, and the 
flitting to Pau had been talked of, and the Framley opinion 
^as that Grace had better remain at Framley till she should 
be carried off to Pau. There were schemes, too, about Jane. 
Bat what was to be done for the wife ? And what was to be 
done for Mr. Crawley ? Then came the news from Mrs. Arabin, 
and all interest in Judge Medlicote was at an end. 

But even now, after this great escape, what was to be 
done ? As to Grace, she had felt the absolute necessity of 
being obedient to her friends, — ^with the consent of course of 
her mother, — during the great tribulation of her family. 
Things were so bad that she had not the heart to make them 
worse by giving any unnecessary trouble as to herself. Having 
resolved, — ^and having made her mother so understand, — that 
on one point she would guide herself by her own feelings, she 
was contented to go hither and thither as she was told, and to 
do as she was bid. Her hope was that Miss Prettyman would 
allow her to go back to her teaching, but it had come to be 
understood among them all that nothing was to be said on 
that subject till the trial should be over. Till that time she 
would be passive. But then, as I have said, had come the 
news from Mrs. Arabin, and Grace, with all the others, under- 
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stood that there would be no trial. When this was known 
and acknowledged, she declared her purpose of going back io 
Hogglestock. She would go back at once. When asked boih 
by Lady Lufton and by Mrs. Bobarts why she was in so great a 
haste, she merely said that it must be so. She was, as it were, 
absolved from her passive obedience to Framley authorities 
by the diminution of the family misfortunes. 

Mrs. Bobarts understood the feeling by which Grace was 
hurried away. ^* Do you know why she is so obstinate ? " 
Lady Lufton asked. 

*^ I think I do,*' said Mrs. Bobarts. 

" And what is it ? ** 

'' Should Major Grantly renew his offer to her she is under 
a pledge to accept him now.'* 

'' Of course he will renew it, and of course she will accept 
him." 

^* Just so. But she prefers that he should come for her 
to her own house, — ^because of its poverty. If he chooses to 
seek her there, I don't think she will make much difficulty." 
Lady Lufton demurred to this, not however with anger, and 
expressed a certain amount of mild displeasure. She did not 
quite see why Major Grantly should not be allowed to come 
and do his love-making comfortably, where there was a decent 
dinner for him to eat, and chairs and tables and sofas and 
carpets. She said that she thought that something was due 
to Major Grantly. She was in truth a little disappointed that 
she was not allowed to have her own way, and to arrange the 
marriage at Framley under her own eye. But, through it all, 
she appreciated Grace ; and they who knew her well and heard 
what she said upon the occasion, understood that her favour 
was not to be withdrawn. All young women were divided by 
old Lady Lufton into sheep and goats, — ^very white sheep and 
very black goats ; and Grace was to be a sheep. Thus it 
came to pass that Grace Crawley was at home when the dean 
visited Hogglestock. *' Mamma," she said, looking out of the 
window, ** there is the dean with papa at the gate." 

** It was a narrow squeak — ^a very narrow squeak," Mr.. 
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Crawley had said when his friend congratulated him on his 
escape. The dean felt at the moment that not for many years 
had he heard the incumbent of Hogglestock speak either of 
himself or of anything else with so manifest an attempt at 
jocularity. Arabin had expected to find the man broken down 
by the weight of his sorrows, and lo ! at the first moment of 
their first interview he himself began to ridicule them ! Crawley 
having thus alluded to the narrow squeak had asked his visitor 
to enter the house and see his wife. 

" Of course I will," said Arabin, " but I will speak just a 
\rord to you first.*' Jane, who had accompanied the dean 
from the school, now left them, and went into the house to 
her mother. ''My wife cannot forgive herself about the 
cheque,'* continued he. 

** There is nothing to be forgiven,** said Mr. Crawley ; 
"nothing.** 

** She feels that what she did was awkward and foolish. 
She ought never to have paid a cheque away in such a manner. 
She knows that now.** 

'' It was given, — ^not paid,** said Crawley ; and as he spoke 
something of the black cloud came back upon his face. ^* And 
I am well aware how hard Mrs. Arabin strove to take away 
from the alms she bestowed the bitterness of the sting of 
eleemosynary aid. If you please, Arabin, we will not talk 
any more of that. I can never forget that I have been a 
beggar, but I need not make my beggary the matter of con- 
versation. I hope the Holy Land has fulfilled your ex- 
pectation ? ** 

*' It has more than done so,** said the dean, bewildered by 
the sudden change. 

'< For myself, it is, of course, impossible that I should ever 
visit any scenes except those to which my immediate work may 
call me, — never in this world. The New Jerusalem is still 
within my reach, — if it be not forfeited by pride and obstinacy; 
but the old Jerusalem I can never behold. Methinks, because 
it is so, I would sooner stand with my foot on Mount Olivet, 
or drink a cup of water in the village of Bethany, than visit 
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any other spot within the trayeller's compass. The sources of 
the Nile, of which men now talk so mnch, — ^I see it in the 
papers and reyiews which the ladies at Framlej are so good 
as to send to my wife, — do not interest me mnch. I have no 
amhition to climh Mont Blanc or the Matterhom ; Borne makes 
my mouth water hat little, nor eyen Athens mnch. I can realize 
without seeing all that Athens could show me, and can fancj 
that the existing truth would destroy more than it would huild 
np. But to haye stood on Oalyary ! " 

" We don't know where Oalyary was," said the dean. 

'' I fancy that I should know,-^should know enough," said 
the illogical and unreasonable Mr. Crawley. '* Is it true that 
you can look oyer from the spot on which He stood as He came 
across the brow of the lull, and see the huge stones of iho 
Temple placed there by Solomon's men, — as He saw them ;— - 
right across the brook Oedron, is it not ? " 

" It is all there, Crawley, — just as your knowledge of it 
tells you." 

'' In the priyilege of seeing those places I can almost enTj 
a man his — ^money." The last word he uttered after a pause. 
He had been about to say that under such temptation he could 
almost enyy a man Us promotion ; but he bethought himself 
that on such an occasion as this it would be better that he 
should spare the dean. '' And now, if you wish it, we will 
go in. I fancy that I see my wife at the window, as though 
she were waiting for us." So saying, he strode on along the 
little path, and the dean was fain to follow him^ eyen though 
he had said so little of all that he had intended to say. 

As soon as he was with Mrs. Crawley he repeated his 
apology about the cheque, and found himself better able to 
explain himself than he could do when alone with her husband. 
'< Of course, it has been our fault," he said. 

** Oh, no," said Mrs. Crawley, " how can you haye heen in 
fault when your only object was to do us good ? " But, neyer- 
theless, the dean took the blame upon his own shoulders, or 
rather upon those of his wife, and declared himself to be 
responsible for all the trouble about the cheque. 
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** Let it go/' said Crawley, after sitting for awhile in 
silence; "let it pass." 

** You cannot wonder, Crawley," said the dean, "that I 
should have felt myself obliged to speak of it." 

" For the future it will be well that it should be forgotten," 
said Crawley; "or, if not forgotten, treated as though for- 
gotten. And now, dean, what must I do about the living ? " 

"Just resume it, as though nothing had happened." 

" But that may hardly be done without the bishop's autho- 
rity. I speak, of course, with deference to your higher and 
better information on such subjects. My experience in the 
taking up and laying down of livings has not been extended. 
But it seemeth to me that though it may certainly be in your 
power to nominate me again to the perpetual curacy of this 
parish, — presuming your patronage to be unlimited and not to 
Teach you in rotation only, — ^yet the bishop may demand to 
institute again, and must so demand, unless he pleases to 
permit that my ktter to him shall be revoked and cancelled." 

" Of course he will do anything of that kind. He must 
know the circumstances as well as you and I do." 

" At present' they tell me that he is much afflicted by the 
death of his wife, and, therefore, can hardly be expected to 
take immediate action. There came here on the last Sunday 
i)ne Mr. Snapper, his lordship's chaplain." 

" We all know Snapper," said the dean. " Snapper is not 
a bad Uttle fellow." 

"I say nothing of his being bad, my friend, but merely 
mention the fact that on Sunday morning last he performed 
the service in our church. On the Sunday previous, one 
Mr. Thumble was here." 

" We all know Thumble, too," said the dean ; "or, at least, 
know something about him." 

" He has been a thorn in our sides," said Mrs. Crawley, 
unable to restrain the expression of her dislike when Mr. 
Thnmble's name was mentioned. 

" Nay, my dear, nay ; — do not allow yourself the use of 
language so strong against a brother. Our flesh at that time 
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was somewhat prone to fester, and little thorns made us yery 
sore.** 

'< He is a horrihle man," said Jane, ahnost in a whisper ; 
bat the words were distinctly andihle by the dean. 

'' They need not come any more,** said Arabin. 

^* That is where I fear we differ. I think they must come, 
— or some others in their place, — ^till the bishop shall have 
expressed his pleasnre to the contrary. I have submitted 
myself to his lordship, and, haying done so, feel that I cannot 
again go np into my pnlpit till he shall have anthorized me to 
do so. For a time, Arabin, I combated the bishop, belieying, 
— then and now, — ^that he put forth his hand against me after 
a fashion which the law had not sanctioned. And I made bold 
to stand in his presence and to tell him that I wonld not obey 
him, except in things legal. But afterwards, when he proceeded 
formally, through the action of a commission, I submitted 
myself. And I regard myself still as being under submission." 

It was impossible to shake him. Arabin remained there 
for more than an hour, trying to pass on to another subject, 
but being constantly brought back by Mr. Crawley himself to 
the fELct of his own dependent position. Nor wonld he con- 
descend to supplicate the bishop. It was, he surmised, the 
duty of Dr. Tempest, together with the other four clergymen, 
to report to the bishop on the question of the alleged theft ; 
and then doubtless the bishop, when he had duly considered 
the report, and — as Mr. Crawley seemed to think was essen- 
tially necessary, — ^had sufficiently recovered from the grief at 
his wife*s death, would, at his leisure, communicate his deci- 
sion to Mr. Crawley. Nothing could be more complete than 
Mr. Crawley's humility in reference to the bishop ; and he never 
seemed to be tired of declaring that he had submitted himseK! 

And then the dean, finding it to be vain to expect to be 
left alone with Mr. Crawley for a moment, — in vain also to 
wait for a proper opening for that which he had to say, — 
rushed violently at his other subject. ''And now, Mrs. 
Crawley,** he said, '* Mrs. Arabin wishes you all to come over 
to the deanery for awhile and stay with us.** 



J 
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*^ Mrs. Arabin is too kind/* said Mrs. Crawley, looking 
across at her hnsband. 

<' We should like it of all things/* said the dean, with 
perhaps more of good nature than of truth. *' Of course you 
must have been knocked about a good deal.** 

" Indeed we have,'* said Mrs. Crawley. 

<< And till you are somewhat settled again, I think that the 
change of scene would be good for all of you. Come, Crawley, 
I'll talk to you every evening about Jerusalem for as long as 
you please ; — and then there will perhaps come back to us 
something of the pleasantness of old days.** As she heard this 
Mrs. Crawley's eyes became fiill of tears, and she could not 
altogether hide them. What she had endured during the last 
four months had almost broken her spirit. The burden had at 
last been too ^heavy for her strength. "You cannot fancy, 
Crawley, how often I have thought of the old days and wished 
that they might return. I have found it very hard to get an 
opportunity of saying so much to you ; but I will say it now.** 

" It may hardly be as you say,*' said Crawley, grimly. 

"You mean that the old days can never be brought 
back ? ** 

"Assuredly they cannot. But it was not that that I 
meant. It may not be that I and mine should transfer 
ourselves to your roof and sojourn there.** 

" Why should you not ? ** 

" The reasons are many, and on the face of things. The 
reason, perhaps, the most on the face is to be found in my 
wife*s gown, and in my coat.** This Mr., Crawley said very 
gravely, looking neither to the right nor to the left, nor at the 
face of any of them, nor at his own garment, nor at hers, but 
straight before him ; and when he had so spoken he said not a 
word further, — not going on to dilate on his poverty as the 
dean expected that he would do. 

" At such a time such reasons should stand for nothing,** 
said the dean. 

" And why not now as they always do, and always must till 
the power of tailors shall have waned, and the daughters of Eve 
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shall toil and spin no more ? Like to like is true, and shonld 
be held to be true, of all societies and of all compacts for 
co-operation and mutual liTing. Here, where, if I may venture 
to say so, you and I are like to like ; — ^for the new gloss of 
your coat," — the dean, as it happened, had on at the moment 
a very old coat, his oldest coat, selected perhaps with some 
view to this special yisit,T~<< does not obtrude itself in my 
household, as would the threadbare texture of mine in yours ; — 
I^can open my mouth to you and converse with you at my ease; 
you are now to me that Frank Arabin who has so often 
comforted me and so often confuted me ; whom I may perhaps 
on an occasion have confuted — and perhaps have comforted. 
But were I sitting with you in your library in Barchester, my 
threadbare coat would be too much for me. I should be silent, 
if not sullen. I should feel the weight of all my poverty, and 
the greater weight of all your wealth. For my children, let 
them go. I have come to know that they will be better away 
from me." 

'* Papa ! " said Jane. 

*' Papa does not mean it," said Grace, coming up to him 
and standing close to him. 

There was silence amongst them for a few moments, and 
then the master of the house shook himself, — ^Hterally shook 
himself, till he had shaken off the cloud. He had taken Grace 
by the hand, and^thrusting out the other arm had got it round 
Jane's waist. '' When a man has girls, Arabin," he said, " as 
you have, but not«big girls yet like Grace here, of course he 
knows that they will fly away." 

'' I shall not fly away," said Jane. 

'^ I don't know what papa means," said Grace. 

Upon the whole the dean thought it the pleasantest visit he 
had ever made to Hogglestock, and when he got home he told 
his wife that he believed that the accusation made against 
Mr. Crawley had done him good. '' I could not say a word in 
private to her," he said, ^' but I did promise that you would go 
and see her." On the very next day Mrs* Arabin went orer, 
and I think that the visit was a comfort to Mrs. Orawley. 
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CHAPTER XXXVn. 

HISS DEM0LINE8 DESIRES TO BECOME A FINGER-POST. 

John Eames had passed Mrs. Thome in the hall of her own. 
house almost without noticing her as he took his departure 
from Lily Dale. She had told him as plainly as words could 
speak that she could not hring herself to he his wife, — and he 
had helieved her. He had sworn to himself that if he did not 
succeed now he would never ask her again. /<It would be 
foolish and unmanly to do so/' he said to himself as he rushed 
along the street towards his club. No I That romance was over. 
At last there had come an end to it ! ''It has taken a good 
bit out of me," he said, arresting his steps suddenly that he 
might stand still and think of it all. '' By George, yes ! A 
man doesn't go through that kind of thing without losing some 
of the caloric. I couldn't do it again if an angel came in my 
way." He went to his club, and tried to be jolly. He ordered 
a good dinner, and got some man to come and dine with him. 
For an hour or so, he held himself up, and did appear to be . 
jolly. But as he walked home at night, and gave himself time 
to think over what had taken place with deliberation, he stopped 
in the gloom of a deserted street, and leaning against the rails 
bBrst into tears. He had really loved her and she was never 
to be his. He had wanted her, — and it is so painful a thing 
to miss what you want when you have done your very best to 
obtain it I To struggle in vain always hurts the pride ; bu4 
the wound made by the vain struggle for a woman is sorer than 
any other wound so made. He gnashed his teeth, and struck 
the iron railings with his stick ; — and then he hurried home, 
swearing that he would never give another thought to Lily 
Dale. Li the dead of the night, thinking of it still, he asked 
himself whether it would not be a fine thing to wait another^ten 
years, and then go to her again. In such a way would he not 
make himself immortal as a lover beyond any Jacob or any 
Iieander ? 
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The next day he went to his office and was very graye. 
When Sir Baffle complimented him on being back before his 
time, he simply said that when he had accomplished that for 
which he had gone, he had, of coarse, come back. Sir Baffle 
conld not get a word out from him about Mr. Crawley. He 
was yery grave, and intent upon his work. Indeed he was so 
serious that he quite afflicted Sir Baffle, — whose mock activity 
felt itself to be confounded by the official zeal of his private 
secretary. During the whole of that day Johnny was resolving 
that there could be no cure for his malady but hard work. He 
would not only work hard at the office if he remained there, 
but he would take to heavy reading. He rather thought that 
he would go deep into Greek and do a translation, or take np 
the exact sciences and make a name for himself that way. 
But as he had enough for the life of a secluded literary man 
without his salary, he rather thought that he would give up 
his office altogether. He had a mutton-chop at home that 
evening, and spent his time in endeavouring to read out lend 
to himself certain passages from the Iliad ; — for he had bought a 
Homer as he returned from his office. At nine o'clock he 
went, half-price, to the Strand Theatre. How he met there 
his old friend Boulger, and went afterwards to ** The Cock" 
and had a supper, need not here be told with more accurate 
detail. 

On the evening of the next day he was bound by* his 
appointment to go to Porchester Terrace. In the moments of 
his enthusiasm about Homer he had declared to himself that he 
would never go near Miss Demolines again. Why should he ? 
All that kind of thing was nothing to him now. He would 
simply send her his compliments and say that he was prevented by 
business from keeping his engagement. She, of course, would 
go on writing to him for a time, but he would simply leave her 
letters unanswered, and the thing, of course, would come to an 
end at last. He afterwards said something to Boulger about Miss 
Demolines, — but that was during the jollity of their sapper, — 
and he then declared that he would follow out that little game. 
'* I don't see why a fellow isn't to amuse himself, eh, Boulger, 
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old boy ? '* Boulger winked and grinned, and said that ?ome 
amasements were dangerous. ** I don't think that there is any 
danger there," said Johnny. " I don't believe she is thinking 
of that kind of thing herself; — not with me at least. What 
she likes is the pretence of a mystery ; and as it is amusing 
I don't see why a fellow shouldn't indulge her." But that 
determination was pronounced after two mutton-chops at 
" The Cock," between one and two o'clock in the morning. 
On the next day he was cooler and wiser. Greek he thought 
might be tedious, as he discovered that he would have to begin 
again from the very alphabet. He would therefore abandon 
that idea. Greek was not the thing for him, but he would 
take up the sanitary condition of the poor in London. A 
fellow could be of some use in that way. In the meantime he 
would keep his appointment with Miss Demolines, simply 
because it was an appointment. A gentleman should always 
keep his word to a lady! 

He did keep his appointment with Miss Demolines, and 
was with her almost precisely at the hour she had named. 
She received him with a mysterious tranquillity which almost 
perplexed him. He remembered, however, that the way to 
enjpy the society of Miss Demolines was to take her in all her 
moods with perfect seriousness, and was therefore very tranquil 
himself. On the present occasion she did not rise as he 
entered the room, and hardly spoke as she tendered to him 
the tips of her fingers to be touched. As she said almost 
nothing, he said nothing at all, but sank into a chair and 
stretched his legs out comfortably before him. It had been 
always understood between them that she was to bear the 
burden of the conversation. 

** You'll have a cup of tea ? '* she said. 
** Yes ; — if you do." Then the page brought the tea, and 
John Eame9 amused himself with swallowing three slices of 
very thin bread and butter. 

" None for me, — thanks," said Madalina. " I rarely eat 
after dinner, and not often much then. I fancy that I should 
best like a world in which there was no eating." 

II. 27 
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'' A good dinner is a yery good thing," said John. And 
then there was again silence. He- was aware that some great 
secret was to he told to him daring this evening, hut he was 
much too discreet to show any curiosity npon Hiat subject. 
He sipped his tea to the end, and then, having got np to put 
his cup down, stood on the rug with his hack to the fire. 
" Have you been out to-day ? '* he asked. 

** Indeed I have." 

" And you are tired ? " 

" Very tired I " 

** Then perhaps I had better not ke^ you up." 

'' Your remaining will make no difference in that respect. 
I don't suppose that I shall be in bed for the next four hours. 
But do as you like about going." 

« I am in no hurry," said Johnny. Then> he sat down 
again^ stretched out his legs and made himself comfortable. 

'* I have been to see that woman," said Madalina after a 
pause. 

" What woman ? " 

''Maria Clutterbuck, — as I must- always call her; for I 
cannot bring myself to pronounce the name of that poor wretch 
who was done to death." 

" He blew his. brains out m delirium tremens," said Johnny; 

'VAnd what made him drink?" said Madalina, with 
emphasis. " Never mind. I decline altogether to speak of 
it. Such a scene as I. have had ! I was driven at last to tell 
her what I thought of her. Anything so callous, so heartless, 
80 selfish, so stone-cold, and so ehildishy I never saw before 1 
That Maria was childish and selfish. I always knew | — ^but I 
thought there was some heart, — a vestige of heart. I found 
to-day that there was none, — ^none. If you please we won't 
speak of her any more." 

** Certainly not," said Johnny. • 

** You need not wonder that I am tired and feverish." 

'* That sort of thing is fatiguing, I dare say. I don't 
know whether we do not lose more than we gain by those 
strong emotions." 



MISS DEMOLINEB DESIEES TO BECOME A FINGEE-POST. 419 

'* I would rather die and go beneath the sod at once, than 
live without them/' said Madalina. 

*< It's a matter of taste," said Johnny. 

'< It is there that that poor wretch is so deficient. She is 
thinking now, this moment, of nothing but her creature com- 
forts. That tragedy has not even stirred her pulses." 

" If her pulses were stirred ever so, that would not make 
her happy." 

" Happy ! Who is happy ? Are you happy ? " 

Johnny thought of Lily Dale and paused before he 
answered. No ; certainly he was not happy. But he was 
not going to talk about his unhappiness to Miss Demolines ! 
" Of course I am ; — ^as jolly as a sandboy," he. said. 

« Mr. Eames," said Madalina, raising herself on her sofa, 
<< if you cannot express yourself in language more suitable to 
the occasion and to the scene than that, I. think that you had 
better " 

" Hold my tongue." 

** Just so ; — though- 1 ishould not have chosen myself to 
nse words so abruptly discourteous." 

" What did I say ; — golly as a sandboy ? There is nothing 
wrong in that. What I meant was, that I think that this world 
is a. very good sortjof world,.and_that a man can get along in 
it very well, if he minds his ^'s and qs.'* 

** But suppose it's a woman ? " 

" Easier sfcill." 

** And suppose she does not mind her ^s and ^s ? " 

" Women always do." 

*^ Do they ? Your knowledge of women .goes as far as 
that, does it ? Tell me fairly ; — do you think you know any- 
thing about women ? " Madalina, as she asked the question, 
looked full into his face, and shook her locks and smiled. 
When she shook her locks and smiled, there was a certain 
attraction about her of which John Eames was folly sensible. 
She could throw a special brightness into her eyes, which, 
though it probably betokened nothing truly beyond ill-natured 
mischief, seemed to couTey a promise, of wit and intellect. 
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'* I don't mean to make any boast about it/* said Jobnny. 

** I doubt whether you know anything. The pretty sim- 
plicity of your excellent Lily Dale has sufficed for you." 

" Never mind about her," said Johnny impatiently. 

'< I do not mind about her in the least. But an insight 
into that sort of simplicity will not teach you the character of 
a real woman. You cannot learn the flavour of wines by 
sipping sherry and water. For myself I do not think that I 
am simple. I own it fairly. If you must have simplicity, I 
cannot be to your taste.'* 

** Nobody likes partridge always," said Johnny, laughing. 

'' I understand you, sir. And though what yon say is not 
complimentary, I am willing to forgive that fault for its truth. 
I don't consider myself to be always partridge, I can assure 
you. I am as changeable as the moon." 

" And as fickle ? " 

*' I say nothing about that, sir. I leave you to find that 
out. It is a man's business to discover that for himself. If 
you really do know aught of women '* 

" I did not say that I did." 

** But if you do, you will perhaps have discovered that a 
woman may be as changeable as the moon, and yet as true as 
the sun; — ^that she may flit from flower to flower, quite 
unheeding while no passion exists, but that a passion fixes 
her at once. Do you believe me ? " Now she looked into 
his eyes again, but did not smile and did not shake her locks. 

" yes ; — ^that's true enough. And when they have a lot 
of children, then they become steady as milestones." 

<' Children I " said Madalina, getting up and walking about 
the room. 

" They do have them you know," said Johnny. 

<< Do you mean to say, sir, that I should be a mile- 
stone ? " 

** A finger-post," said Johnny, **to show a fellow the way 
he ought to go." 

She waUied twice across the room without speaking. 
Then she came and stood opposite to him, still without 
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speaking, — and then she walked about again. " What could 
a woman better be, than a finger-post, as you call it, with such 
a purpose ? '* 

** Nothing better, of course ; — ^though a milestone to tell a 
fellow his distances, is very good." 

'*Psha!" 

" You don't like the idea of being a milestone." 

" No ! " 

<' Then you can make up your mind to be a finger- 
post." 

** John, shall I be a finger-post for you ? " She stood and 
looked at him for a moment or two, with her eyes full of love, 
as though she were going to throw herself into his arms. And 
she would have done so, no doubt, instantly, had he risen to 
his legs. As it was, after having gazed at him for the moment 
with her love-laden eyes, she flung herself on the sofa, and hid 
her face among the cushions. 

He had felt that it was coming for the last quarter of an 
hour, — and he had felt, also, that he was quite unable to help 
himself. He did not believe that he should ever be reduced 
to marrying Miss Demolines, but he did see plainly enough 
that he was getting into trouble ; and yet, for his life, he could 
not help himself. The moth who flutters round the light 
knows that he is being burned, and yet he cannot fly away 
from it. When Madalina had begun to talk to him about 
women in general, and then about herself, and had told him 
that such a woman as herself, — even one so liable to the 
disturbance of violent emotions, — ^might yet be as true and 
honest as the sun, he knew that he ought to get up and make 
his escape. He did not exactly know how the catastrophe 
would come, but he was quite sure that if he remained there 
he would be called upon in some way for a declaration of his 
sentiments, — and that the call would be one which all his wit 
would not enable him to answer with any comfort. It was 
very well jesting about milestones, but every jest brought him 
nearer to the precipice. He perceived that however ludicrous 
might be the image which his words produced, she was clever 
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enough in some way to torn that image to her own porpose. 
He had called a woman a finger-post, and forthwith she had 
offered to come to him and be finger-post to him for life ! 
What was he to say to her ? It was clear that he mast say 
something. As at this moment she was soblnng violently, he 
conld not pass the offer by as a joke. Women will say thai 
his answer should have been very simple, and his escape Tery 
easy. But men will understand that it is not easy to reject 
OYen a Miss Demolines when she offers herself for matrimony. 
And, moreover, — as Johnny bethought himself at this crisis of 
his fate, — ^Lady Demolines was no doubt at the other side of 
the drawing-room door, ready to stop him, should he attempt 
to run away. In the meantime the sobs on the sofa became 
Tiolent, and still more yiolent. He had not even yet made np 
his mind what to do, when Madalina, springing to her feet, 
stood before him, with her curls wildly waving and her arms 
extended. ''Let it be as though it were unsaid," she 
exclaimed. John Eames had not the slightest objection; but, 
nevertheless, there was a difficulty even in this. Were he 
simply to assent to this latter proposition, it could not be but 
that the feminine nature of Miss Demolines would be outraged 
by so uncomplimentary an acquiescence. He felt that he ought 
at least to hesitate a little, — ^to make some pretence at closing 
upon the rich offer that had been made to him; only that 
were he to show any such pretence the rich offer would, no 
doubt, be repeated. His Madalina had twitted him in the 
earlier part of their interview with knowing nothing of the 
nature of women. He did know enough to feel assured 
that any false step on his part now would lead him into yeiy 
serious difficulties. ''Let it be as though it were unsaid I 
Why, oh, why, have I betrayed myself ? " exclaimed Mftilalin^ 

John now had risen from his ohair, and condng np to her 
took her by the arm and spoke a word. " Compose yourself" 
he said. He spoke in his most affectionate voice, and he stood 
very close to her. 

" How easy it is to bid me do that,'' said Madalina. " Tell 
the sea to compose itself when it rages I " 
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'^ Madalina ! '* said he. 

** Well, — ^what of Madalina ? Madalina has lost berown 
respeet,' — ^for ever." 

** Do not say that." 

** Oh, John,— why did you ever eome here ? Why ? Why 
did we meet at that fatal woman>*s house ? Or, meeting so, 
why did we not part as strangers ? Sir, why have yoa come 
here to my mother's house day after day, eveiiing after eyening, 

if Oh,|heavens, what am I saying ? I wonder whether 

you will scorn me always ? " 

** I will never scorn you." 

** And you will pardon me ? " 

'^^Madalina, there is nothing to pardon." 

«< And — ^you will love me ? " Then, without waiting for 
any more encouraging reply, — unable, probably, to wait a 
xn(Hnent longer, she sunk upon his bosom. He caught her, of 
Gonrse, — and at that moment the drawing-room door was 
opened, and Lady Demolines entered the chamber. John 
Eames detected at a glance tho skirt of the old white dressing- 
gown which he had seen whisking away on the occasion of 
his last visit at Porchester Terrace. But oa the present 
occasion Lady Demolines wore over it a short red opera cloak, 
and the cap on her head was ornamented with coloured 
ribbons. 

** What is this," she said, ** and why am I thus disturbed ? " 
Madalina lay motionless in Johnny's arms, while, the old 
woman glowered at him from under the coloured ribbons. 
« Mr. Eames, what is it that I behold ? " she said. 

^* Your daughter, madam, seems to be a little unwell," said 
Johnny. Madalina kept her feet firm upon the ground, but 
did not for a moment lose her purchase against Johnny's 
waistcoat. Her respirations came very strong, but they came 
a good deal stronger when he mentioned the fact that she was 
not so well as she might be.^ 

^' Unwell ! " said Lady Demolines. And John was stricken 
at the moment with a conviction that her ladyship must have 
passed the early years of her life upon the stage. '^ You would 
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trifle with me, sir. Beware that yon do not trifle with her, — 
with Madalina ! " 

« My mother," said Madalina ; hnt still she did not give up 
her purchase, and the Yoiee seemed to come half from her and 
half from Johnny. ** Come to me, my mother." Then Iiady 
Demolines hastened to her daughter, and Madalina hetween 
them was gradually laid at her length upon the sofa. The work 
of laying her out, however, was left almost entirely to the stronger 
arm of Mr. John Eames. '< Thanks, mother," said Madalina ; 
hut she had not as yet opened her eyes, even for an instant. ' - 

" Perhaps I had hotter go now," said Johnny. The old 
woman looked at him with eyes which asked him whether " he 
didn't wish he might get it " as plainly as though the words 
had heen pronounced. '' Of course I'll wait if I can he of any 
service," said Johnny. 

** I must know more of this, sir, hefore you leave the 
house," said Lady Demolines. He saw that hetween them 
both there might probably be a very bad quarter of an hour in 
store for him ; but he swore to himself that no union of dragon 
and tigress should extract &om him a word that could be taken 
as a promise of marriage. 

The old woman was now kneeling by the head of the sofa, 
and Johnny was standing close by her - side. Suddenly 
Madalina opened her eyes, — opened them very wide and 
gazed around her. Then slowly she raised herself on the 
sofa, and turned her face first upon her mother and then upon 
Johnny. <* You here, mamma ! " she said. 

'' Dearest one, I am near you. Be not afraid," said her 
ladyship. 

" Afraid I Why should I be afraid ? John ! My own 
John ! Mamma, he is my own." And she put out her aims 
to him, as though calling to him to come to her. Things 
were now very bad with John Eames, — so bad that he would 
have given a considerable lump out of Lord de Guest's legacy 
to be able to escape at once into the street. The power of 
a woman, when she chooses to use it recklessly, is, for the 
moment, almost unbounded. 
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"I hope you find yonrself a little better," said Jolin, 
struggling to speak, as though he were not utterly crushed by 
the occasion. 

Lady Demolines slowly raised herself from her knees, 
helping herself with her hands against the shoulder of the 
sofa, — ^for though still very clever, she was old and stiff, — 
and then offered both her hands to Johnny. Johnny cautiously 
took one of them, finding himself unable to decline them both. 
*'M.j son!*' she exclaimed; and before he knew where he 
was the old woman had succeeded in kissing his nose and his 
whiskers. '* My son ! " she said again. 

Now the time had come for facing the dragon and the 
tigress in their wrath. If they were to be faced at all, the 
time for facing them had certainly arrived. I fear that John's 
heart sank low in his bosom at that moment. '* I don't quite 
understand," he said, almost in a whisper. Madalina put out 
one arm towards him, and the fingers trembled. Her lips 
were opened, and the white row of interior ivory might be seen 
plainly ; but at the present conjuncture of affairs she spoke 
not a word. She spoke not a word ; but her arm remained 
stretched out towards him, and her fingers did not cease to 
tremble. 

** You do not understand I " said Lady Demolines, drawing 
herself back, and looking, in her short open cloak, like a 
knight who has donned his cuirass, but has forgotten to put 
on his leg-gear. And she shook the bright ribbons of her 
cap, as a knight in his wrath shakes the crest of his helmet. 
** You do not understand, Mr. Eames I What is it, sir, that 
you do not understand ? " 

'' There is some misconception, I mean," said Johnny. 

** Mother I " said Madalina, turning her eyes from her 
recreant lover to her tender parent ; trembling all over, but 
still keeping her hand extended. *' Mother ! " 

'< My darling I But leave him to me, dearest. Compose 
yourself." 

<< 'Twas the word that he said — this moment ; before he 
pressed me to his heart." 
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'* I ihcmghi yon were ^eunting/' said Jobnny. 

" Sir ! " And Lady Demolinea, as she spoke,, ritook her 
crest, and glared at him, and almost flew at him in.her acmotir. 

** It may be that nature has giyeii way with ma, and thai 
I haye been in a dream," said Madalina. 

'' That which mine eyes saw was no dream," said Liady 
Demolines. '' Mr. Eames, I haye given to you the Bwaetest 
name that can faedl £rom an old woman's lips. I have called 
you my son." 

*' Yes, you did, I know. But, as I said before, there is 
some mistake. I know how proud I ought to be, and how 

happy, and all that kind of thing. But " Then there 

came a screech from Madalina, which would have awakened 
the dead, had there been any dead in that house. The page 
and the cook, however, took no notice of it, whether ihey were 
awakened or not. And having screeched, Madalina stood 
erect upon the floor, and she also glared upon her recreant 
lover. The dragon and the tiger were there before him now, 
and he knew that it behoved him to look to himself. As he 
had a battle to flght, might it not be best to put a bold £ace 
upon it ? << The truth is," said he, '^that I don't understand 
this kind of thing at all." 

^< Not understand it, sir ?" said the dragon. 

''Leave him to me, mother," said the tigress, shaking 
her head again, but with a kind of shake diflering from that 
which she had used before. '' This is my business, and I'll 
have it out for myself. If he thinks I'm going to put up with 
his nonsense he's mistaken. I've been straightfiorward and 
above board with yon, Mr. Eames, and I expect to be treated 
in the same way in return. Do you mean to tell my mother 
that you deny that we are engaged ? " 

" Well; yes ; I do. I'm very sorry, you know, if I seem 
to be uncivil " 

'' It's because I've no brother," said the tigress. '' He 
thinks that I have no man near me to protect me. But he 
shall And that I can protect myself* John Eames, why are 
you treating me like this 7 " 
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V' I shall coQfiolt mj cousin the seijeant to-morrow," said 
the dragon. << In the meantime he mast remain in this 
house. I shall, not allow .the frontdoor to be unlocked for 
him." 

This, I think, was the bitterest moment of all to Johnny. 
To be confined all night in Lady Demolines* drawing-room 
would, of itself, be an intolerable nuisance. And then the 
absurdity of the thing, and the story that would go abroad ! 
And what should he say to the dragon's cousin the serjeant, 
if the Serjeant should be brought upon the field before he 
was able to escape from it. He did not know what a serjeant 
might not do to him in such circumstances. There was one 
thing no serjeant should do, and no dragon ! Between them 
all they should never force him to marry the tigress. At this 
moment Johnny heard a tramp along the pavement, and he 
rushed to the window* Before the dragon or even the tigress 
eould arrest him, he had thrown up the sash, and had appealed 
in his difficulty to the guardian of the night. *' I say, old 
fellow," said Johnny, *' don't you stir from that till I tell you." 
The policeman turned his bull's-eye upon the window, and 
stood perfectly motionless. ^* Now, if you please, I'll say 
good-night," said Johnny. But, as he spoke, he still held 
the open window in his hand. 

''What means this violence in my house?", said the 
dragon. 

<' Mamma, you had better let him go," said the tigress. 
** We shaU know where to find him." 

" You will certainly be able to find me," said Johnny. 

''Go," said the dragon, shaking her crest, — shaking all 
her armour at him, " dastard, go ! " 

" Policeman," shouted Johnny, while he still held the open 
window in his hand, "mind you don't stir till I come out." 
The bull's-eye was shifted a little, but the policeman spoke 
never a word. 

" I wish you good-night. Lady Demolines," said Johnny. 
" Good-night, Miss Demolines." Then he left the window and 
.made a run for the door. But the dragon was there before him« 
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" Let him go, mamma," said the tigress, as she closed the 
window. ** We shall only haye a mmpns." 

« That will be all," said Johnny. « There isn*t the slightest 
use in yonr trying to keep me here." 

** And are we neyer to see yon again ? " said the tigress, 
almost languishing again with one eye. 

" Well ; no. What would be the use ? No man likes to 
be shnt in, you know." 

'< Go then," said the tigress; ^'bnt if yon think that 
this is to be the end of it, you'll find yourself wondeifuUy 
mistaken. You poor false, drivelling creature ! Lily Dale 
won't touch you with a pair of tongs. It's no use your going 
to her." 

*' Go away, sir, this moment, and don't contaminate my 
room an instant longer by your presence," said the dragon, 
who had obsenred through the window that the bull's-eye was 
still in full force before the house. Then John Eames with- 
drew, and descending into the hall made his way in the dark 
to the front door. For aught he knew there might still be 
treachery in regard to the lock ; but his heart was comforted 
as he heard the footfall of the policeman on the door-step. 
With much fumbling he succeeded at last in turning the key 
and drawing the bolt, and then he found himself at liberty in 
the street. Before he even spoke a word to the policeman he 
went out into the road and looked up at the window. He 
could just see the figure of the dragon's helmet as she was 
closing the shutters. It was the last he ever saw of Lady 
Demolines or of her daughter. 

** What was it all about ? " said the policeman. 

^' I don't know that I can just tell you," said Johnny, 
searching in his pocket-book for half a sovereign which he 
tendered to the man. ** There was a little difficulty, and I'm 
obliged to you for waiting." 

" There ain't nothing wrong ? " said the man suspiciously, 
hesitating for a moment before he accepted the coin. 

*^ Nothing on earth. I'll wait with you, while you have 
the house opened and inquire, if you wish it. The truth is, 
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somebody inside refused to have the door opened, and I didn't 
want to stay there all night.*' 

" They're a rummy couple, if what I hear is true.*' 

'* They are a rammy couple," said Johnny. 

** I suppose it's all right," said the policeman, taking the 
money. And then John walked off home by himself, turning 
in his mind all the circumstances of his connection with Miss 
Demolines. Taking his own conduct as a whole, he was rather 
proud of it ; but he acknowledged to himself that it would be 
well that he should keep himself free from the society of 
Madalinas for the future. 



CHAPTEB XXXYHI. 
BAECHESTER CLOISTERS. 

On the morning of the Sunday after the dean's return Mr. 
Harding was lying in his bed, and Posy was sitting on the 
bed beside him. It was manifest to all now that he became 
feebler and feebler from day to day, and that he would never 
leave his bed again. Even the archdeacon had shaken his 
head, and had acknowledged to his wife that the last day for 
her father was near at hand. It would very «soon be necessary 
that he should select another vicar for St. Ewold's. 

" Grandpa won't play cat's-cradle," said Posy, as Mrs. 
Arabia entered the room. 

" No, darling, — ^not this morning," said the old man. He 
himseK knew well enough that he would never play cat's-cradle 
again. Even that was over for him now. 

'* She teases you, papa," said Mrs. Arabin. 

** No, indeed," said he. " Posy never teases me ; " and 
he slowly moved his withered hand down outside the bed, so 
as to hold the child by her frock. '* Let her stay with me, 
my dear." 

" Dr. Filgrave is downstairs, papa. You will see him, if 
he comes up ? " Now Dr. Filgrave was the leading physician 
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of Bareliester, and nobody of note in the dty, — or for the 
matter of that in the eastern division of the conntj, — ^was 
allowed to start npon the last great journey without some 
assistance from him as the hour of going drew nigh. I do 
not know that he had much reputation for prolonging life, but 
he was supposed to add a grace to tiie hour of departure. 
Mr. Harding had expressed no wish to see the doctor, — had 
rather declared his conviction that Dr. FilgraYe covld be of no 
possible service to him. But he was not a man to persevere 
in his objection in opposition to the wishes of the friends 
around him; and as soon as the archdeacon had spoken a 
word on the subject he assented. 

" Of course, my dear, I will see him." 

''And Posy shall come back when he has gone," said 
Mrs. Arabin. 

'' Posy will do me more good than Dr. Filgrave, I am quite 
sure ; — ^but Posy shall go now." So Posy scrambled off the 
•bed, and the doctor was ushered into the room. 

' '< A day or two will see the end of it, Mr. Archdeacon ;— 
I should say a day or two," said the doctor, as he met 
Dr. Grantly in the hall. <* I should say that a day or two 
would see the end of it. Indeed I will not undertake that 
twCTity-four hours may not see the close of his earthly troubles. 
He has no suffering, no pain, no disturbing cause. Nature 
simply retires to rest." Dr. Filgrave, as he said this, made 
a slow falling motion with his hands, which alone on various 
occasions had been thought to be worth aU the money paid for 
his attendance. '^ Perhaps you would wish that I should step 
in in the evening, Mr. Dean ? As it happens, I shall be at 
liberty." The dean, of course said that he would take it as 
an additional favour. Neither the dean nor the archdeacon 
had the slightest belief in Dr. Filgrave, and yet they would 
hardly have been contented that their father-in-law should 
have departed without him. 

'< Look at that man, now," said the archdeacon, when the 
doctor had gone, 'f who talks so glibly about nature going to 
rest. I've known; him all . my. life. .. He's an xdder . maa by 
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some months than our dear old friend upstairs. And lie 
looks as if he were going to attend death -heds in Barchester 
for ever." 

<' I suppose he is right in what he tells ns now ? *' said 
the dean. 

''No donbt he is; but my belief doesn't come from his 
saying it." Then there was a pause as the two church digni* 
iaries sat together, doing nothing, feeling that the solemnity 
of the moment was such that it would be hardly becoming. that 
they should even attempt to read. '' His going will make an 
old man of me/' said the archdeacon. '* It will be different 
with you." 

'' It will make an old woman of Eleanor, I fear." 

« I seem to have known him all my life," said the arch- 
deacon. '' I have known him ever since I left college ; and 
I have known, him as one man. seldom knows another. There 
is nothing that he has done,-7<-as I believe, nothing that he 
has ihoughtyl — ^with which I have. not been cognizant. I feel 
sure that he neven had an impure fiEincy in his mind, or a -faulty 
wish in his heart.. . His. tenderness has surpassed the tender- 
ness of woman ; and yet, when an occasion came for showing 
it, lie had idl the spirit of a hero. I shall never forget his 
xesignation.of the hospital, and all that I did..and said to make 
him keep it." 

" But he was right ? " 

MAs Septimus. Harding he was, I think, right; but it 
.would have been wrong, in any other man. ,And he was right, 
too, about the. deanery." For promotion had once come in 
Mr. Harding's way, and he, too, might have been Dean of 
Barchester. " The feet is, he never was wrong. He couldn't 
go wrong. He lacked guile, and he . feared God, — and a man 
who does both will never go far astray. I don't think he ever 
coveted aught in his life, — except a new case for his violoncello 
and somebody to listen to him when, he played it." Then the 
archdeacon got up, and walked about the room in his enthu- 
siasm ;.and, perhaps, as he walked some thoughts as to the 
4}teiiifir .ambition of liis. own life, iiaa&ed. through. his mind. 
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What things had he coveted ? Had he kcked guile ? He 
told himself that he had feared God, — but he was not sore 
that he was telling himself tnie even in that. 

Daring the whole of the morning Mrs. Axabin and 
Mrs. Grantly were with their father, and during the greater 
part of the day there was absolute silence in the room. He 
seemed to sleep ; and they, though they knew that in truth he 
was not sleeping, feared to disturb him by a word. About two 
Mrs. Baxter brought him his dinner, and he did rouse himself, 
and swallowed a spoonful or two of soup and half a glass of 
wine. At this time Posy came to him, and stood at the bed- 
side, looking at him with her great wide eyes. She seemed to 
be aware that life had now gone so &r with her dear old Mend 
that she must not be allowed to sit upon his bed again. Bat 
he put his hand out to her, and she held it, standing quite 
still and silent. When Mrs. Baxter came to take away the 
tray, Posy^s mother got up, and whispered a word to the child. 
Then Posy went away, and her eyes never beheld the old man 
again. That was a day which Posy will never forget, — ^not 
though she should live to be much older than her grandfather 
was when she thus left him. 

'' It is so sweet to have you both here,*' he said, when he 
had been lying silent for nearly an hour afber the child had 
gone. Then they got up, and came and stood close to him. 
" There is nothing left for me to wish, my dears ; — ^nothing." 
Not long after that he expressed a desire that the two hus- 
bands, — his two sons-in-law, — should come to him ; and Mrs. 
Arabin went to them, and brought them to the room. As 
he took their hands he merely repeated the same words again. 
" There is nothing left for me to wish, my dears ; — ^nothing." 
He never spoke again above his breath ; but ever and anon 
his daughters, who watched him, could see that he was 
pra3dng. The two men did not stay with him long, but 
returned to the gloom of the library. The gloom had almost 
become the darkness of night, and they were still sitting there 
without any light, when Mrs. Baxter entered the room. '* The 
dear gentleman is no more," said Mrs. Baxter ; and it seemed 
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to the archdeacon that the very moment of his father's death 
had repeated itself. When Dr. Filgrave called he was told 
that his services could he of no further use. ** Dear, dear I " 
said the doctor. *'We are all dust, Mrs. Baxter; are we 
not ? " There were people in Barchester who pretended to 
know how often the doctor had repeated this little formula 
daring the last thirty years. 

There was no violence of sorrow in the house that night ; 
bnt there were aching hearts, and one heart so sore that it 
seemed that no cure for its anguish could ever reach it. '* He 
has always heen with me/' Mrs. Arahin said to her hushand, 
as he strove to console her. '* It was not that I loved him 
better than Susan, hut I have felt so much more of his loving 
tenderness. The sweetness of his voice has been in my ears 
ahnost daily since I was bom." 

They buried him in the cathedral which he had loved so 
well, and in which nearly all the work of his life had been 
done; and all Barchester was there to see him laid in his 
grave within the cloisters. There was no procession of 
coaches, no hearse, nor was there any attempt at funereal 
pomp. From the dean's side door, across the vaulted passage, 
and into the transept, — over the little step upon which he had 
BO nearly fallen when last he made his way out of the building, 
— ^the coffin was carried on men's shoulders. It was but a 
short journey from his bedroom to his grave. But the bell 
had been tolling sadly all the morning, and the nave and the 
aisles and the transepts, close up to the door leading from the 
transept into the cloister, were crowded with those who had 
known the name and the figure and the voice of Mr. Harding 
as long as they had known anything. Up to this day no one 
would have said specially that Mr. Harding was a favourite in 
the town. He had never been forward enough in anything to 
become the acknowledged possessor of popularity. But, now 
that he was gone, men and women told each other how good 
he had been. They remembered the sweetness of his smile, 
and talked of loving little words which he had spoken to them, 
— either years ago or the other day, for his words had always 
II. 28 
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been loving. The dean and the archdeacon came first, shoulder 
to shoulder, and after them came their wives. I do not know 
that it was the proper order for monming, but it was a touch- 
ing sight to be seen, and was^^long remembered in Barchester. 
Painful as it was for them, the two women would be there, 
and the two sisters would walk together ; — ^nor would they go 
before their husbands. Then there were the archdeacon's 
two sons, — ^for the Eev. Charles Grantly had come to Plum- 
stead on the occasion. And in the vaulted passage which 
runs between the deanery and the end of the transept all the 
chapter, with the choir, the prebendaries, with the fat old 
chancellor, the precentor, and the minor canons, down to the 
little choristers, — ^they all were there, and followed in at the 
transept door, two by two. And in the transept they were 
joined by another clergyman whom no one had expected to see 
that day. The bishop was there, looking old and worn, — 
almost as though he were unconscious of what he was doing. 
Since his wife's death no one had seen him out of the palace 
or of the palace grounds till that day. But there he was, — 
and they made way for him into the procession behind the 
two ladies, — ^and the archdeacon, when he saw it, resolved 
that there should be peace in his heart, if peace might be 
possible. 

They made their way into the cloisters, where the grave 
had been dug, — ^as many as might be allowed to follow. The 
place, indeed, was open to all who chose to come ; but they 
who had only slightly known the man, re&ained from pressing 
upon those who had a right to stand around his coffin. But 
there was one other there whom the faithful ohromder of 
Barche^er should mention. Before any other one had 
reached the spot, the sexton and the verger had led in be- 
tween them, among the graves beneath the cloisters, a blind 
man, very old, with a wondrous stoop, but who must have 
owned a grand stature before extreme old age had bent him, 
and they placed him sitting on a stone in the comer of the 
archway. But as soon as the shuffliug of steps reached his 
ears, he raised himself with the aid of his stick, and stood 
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during the service leaning against the pillar. The hlind man 
was so old that he might almost have been Mr. Harding's 
fiather. This was John Bnnce, a bedesman from Hiram's 
Hospital, — and none perhaps there had known Mr. Harding 
better than he had known him. When the earth had been 
thrown on to the coffin, and the service was over, and they were 
abont to disperse, Mrs. Arabin went np to the old man, and 
taking his hand between hers whispered a word into his ear. 
" Oh, Miss Eleanor," he said. " Oh, Miss Eleanor ! " 
Within a fortnight he also was lying within the cathedral 
precincts. 

And so they buried ilr, Septimus Harding, formerly 
Warden of Hiram's Hospital in the city of Barchester, of 
whom the chronicler may say that that city never knew a 
sweeter gentleman or a ^better Christian. 



■•o»- 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

TEE LAST SCENE AT HOGGLESTOCK. 

Thb fortnight following Mr. Harding's death was passed very 
quietly at Hogglestock, for during that time no visitor made 
an appearance in the parish except Mr. Snapper on the 
Sundays. Mr. Snapper, when he had completed the service 
cm the first of these Sundays, intimated to Mr. Crawley his 
opinion that probably that gentleman might himself wish to 
resume the duties on the following Sabbath. Mr. Crawley, 
however, courteously declined to do anything of the kind. He 
Baid that it was quite out of the question that he should do so 
without a direct communication made to him from the bishop, 
or by the bishop's order. The assizes had, of course, gone 
by, and all question of the trial was over. Nevertheless, — as 
Mr. Snapper said, — the bishop had not, as yet, given any 
order. Mr. Snapper was of opinion that the bishop in these 
days was not quite himself. He had spoken to the bishop 
about it, and the bishop had told him peevishly, — <' I must 
say quite peevishly," Mr. Snapper had said, — ^that nothing 
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was to be done at present. Mr. Snapper was not the less 
clearly of opinion that Mr. Crawley might resome his duties. 
To this, however, Mr. Crawley wonld not assent. 

But even during the fortnight Mr. Crawley had not re- 
mained altogether neglected. Two days after Mr. Harding^s 
death he had received a note £rom the dean in which he was 
advised not to resnme the duties at Hogglestoek for the pre- 
sent. " Of conrse yon can understand that we have a sad 
house here at present,** the dean had said. *' But as soon as 
ever we are able to move in the matter we will arrange things 
for you as comfortably as we can. I will see the bishop 
myself." Mr. Crawley had no ambitious idea of any comfort 
which might accrue to him beyond that of an honourable 
return to his humble preferment at Hogglestoek ; but, never- 
theless, he was in this ease minded to do as the dean coun- 
selled him. He had submitted himself to the bishop, and he 
would wait till the bishop absolved him from his submission. 

On the day after the funeral, the bishop had sent his com- 
pliments to the dean, with the expression of a wish that the 
dean would call upon him on any early day that might be 
convenient with reference to the position of Mr. Crawley of 
Hogglestoek. The note was in the bishop's own handwriting, 
and was as mild and civU as a bishop's note could be. Of 
course the dean named an early day for the • interview ; but it 
was necessary before he went to the bishop that he should 
discuss the matter with the archdeacon. If St. Ewold's might 
be given to Mr. Crawley, the Hogglestoek difficulties would all 
be brought to an end. The archdeacon, after the funeral, had 
returned to Plumstead, and thither the dean went to him 
before he saw the bishop. He did succeed, — he and Mrs. 
Grantly between them, — ^but with very great difficulty, in 
obtaining a conditional promise. They had both thought that 
when the archdeacon became fiilly aware that Grace was to be 
his daughter-in-law, he would at once have been delighted to 
have an opportunity of extricating from his poverty a cleigy- 
man with whom it was his fate to be so closely connected. 
But he fought the matter on twenty di£ferent points. He 
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declared at first that as it was his primary duty to give to the 
people of St. Ewold's the best clergyman he could select for 
them, he could not give the preferment to Mr. Crawley, because 
Mr. Crawley, in spite of all his zeal and piety, was a man so 
quaint in his manners and so eccentric in his mode of speech 
as not to be the best clergyman whom he could select. " What 
is my old friend Thome to do with a man in his parish who 
won't drink a glass of wine with him ? " For Ullathome, the 
seat of that Mr. Wilfred Thome who had been so guilty in the 
matter of the foxes, was situated in the parish of St. Ewold's. 
When Mrs. Grantly proposed that Mr. Thome's consent should 
be asked, the archdeacon became very angry. He had never 
heard so unecclesiastical a proposition in his life. It was his 
special duty to do the best he could for Mr. Thome, but it was 
specially his duty to do so without consulting Mr. Thome 
about it. As the archdeacon's objection had been argued 
simply on the point of the glass of wine, both the dean and 
Mrs. Grantly thought that he was unreasonable. But they 
had their point to gain, and therefore they only flattered him. 
They were sure that Mr. Thorne would like to have a clergy- 
man in the parish who would himself be closely connected with 
the archdeacon. Then Dr. Grantly alleged that he might 
find himself in a trap. What if he conferred the living of 
St. Ewold's on Mr. Crawley, and after all there should be no 
marriage between his son and Grace ? 

" Of course they'll be married," said Mrs. Grantly. 

" It's all very well for you to say that, my dear ; but the 
whole hmUj are so queer that there is no knowing what the 
girl may do. She may take up some other fad now and refuse 
him point blauk." 

** She has never taken up any fad," said Mrs. Grantly, 
who now mounted almost to wrath in defence of her future 
daughter-in-law, ''and you are wrong to say that she has. 
She has behaved beautifally ; — as nobody knows better than 
you do." Then the archdeacon gave way so far as to promise 
that St. Ewold's should be offered to Mr. Crawley as soon as 
Grace Crawley was in tmth engaged to Harry Grantly. 
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After that, ihe dean went to the palace. There had neyer 
been any quarrelling between the bishop and the dean, either 
direct or indirect ; — nor, indeed, had the dean ever quarrelled 
even with Mrs. Prondie. £nt he had belonged to the anii- 
Frondie faction. He had been bronght into ihe diocese by the 
Grantly interest ; and therefore, dming Mrs. Prondie's life- 
time, he had always been acconnted among the enemies. 
There had noTer been any real intimacy between the houses. 
Each house bad been always asked to dine with the other 
honse once a year; bat it had been understood that such 
dinings were ecclesiastico-official, and not friendly. There 
had been the same outside diocesan civility between eyen the 
palace and Plumstead. But now, when the great chieftain <^ 
the palace was no more, and the strength of the palace fJEtction 
was gone, peace, or perhaps something more than peace, — 
amity, perhaps, might be more easily arranged with the dean 
tiian with the archdeacon. In preparation for such arrange- 
inents the bishop had gone to Mr. Harding's funeral. 

And now the dean went to the palace at the bishop's 
behest. He found his lordship alone, and was receiyed with 
almost reyerential courtesy. He thought that the bishop was 
looking wonderfully aged since he last saw him, but did not 
perhaps take into account the absence of clerical sleekness 
which was incidental to the bishop's private life in his private 
room, and perhaps in a certain measure to his recent great 
affliction. The dean had been in the habit of regarding 
Dr. Proudie as a man almost young for his age, — ^having 
been in the habit of seeing him at his best, clothed in authority, 
redolent of the throne, conspicuous as regarded his apron 
and outward signs of episcopality. Much of all this was new 
absent. The bishop, 'as he rose to greet the dean, shuffled 
with his old slippers, and his hair was not brushed so 
becomingly as used to be the case when Mrs. Prondie was 
always near him. 

It was necessary that a word should be sud by each as to 
the loss which the other had suffered. '^ Mr. Dean," said his 
lordship, ** allow me to offer you my condol^nents in regard to 
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the death of that yeiy excellent clergyman and most worthy 
gentleman, your £Etther-in-law." 

<< Thank yon, my lord. He was excellent and worthy. I 
do not suppose that I shall live to see any man who was more 
so. Yon also have a great, — a terrihle loss/' 

<' Oh, Mr. Dean, yes ; yes, indeed, Mr. Dean. That was 
a loss." 

<* And hardly past the prime of life ! " 

** Ah, yes ; — just fifty-six, — and so strong! Was she not ? 
At least, everyhody thought so. And yet she was gone in 
a minute; — gone in a minute. I haven't held up my head 
since, Mr. Dean." 

'< It was a great loss, my lord ; but you must struggle to 
bear it." 

'' I do struggle. I am struggling. But it makes one feel 
60 lonely in this great house. Ah, me I I often wish, 
Mr. Dean, that it had pleased ProTidence to have left me 
in some humble parsonage, where duty would have been 
easier than it is here. But I will not trouble fyou with all 
that. What are we to do, Mr. Dean, about this poor Mr. 
Crawley ? " 

** Mr. Crawley^is a very old friend of mine, and a very 
dear friend." 

<' Is he ? Ah 1 A very worthy man, I am sure, and one 
who has been much tried by undeserved adversities." 

** Most severely tried, my lord." 

'^Sitting among the potsherds, like Job; has he not, 
Mr. Dean ? Well ; let us hope that all that is over. When 
this accusation about the robbery was brought against him, I 
found myself bound to interfere." 

'' He has no complaint to make on that score." 

*^ I hope not. I have not wished to be harsh, but what 
eould I do, Mr. Dean ? They told me that the civil authorities 
found the evidence so strong against him that it could not be 
withstood." 

" It was very strong." 

'< And we tkought that lie should at least be relieved, and 
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we sent for Dr. Tempest, who is his mnd dean." Then 
the bishop, remembering all the circumstances of that inter- 
Tiew with Dr. Tempest, — ^as to which he had ever felt assured 
that one of the results of it was the death of his wi&, 
whereby there was no longer any ** we " left in the palace of 
Barchester, — sighed piteonsly, looking np at the dean with 
hopeless face. 

*' Nobody doabts, my lord, that you acted for the best." 
** I hope we did. I think we did. And now what 
shall we do ? He has resigned his living, both to yon and to 
me, as I hear, — ^yon being the patron. It will simply be 
necessary, I think, that he should ask to have the letters 
cancelled. Then, as I take it, there need be no reinsiitntion. 
Yon cannot think, Mr. Dean, how mnch I have thought about 
it aU." 

Then the dean unfolded his budget, and explained to the 
bishop how he hoped that the living of St. Ewold's, which was, 
after some ecclesiastical £Etshion, attached to the rectory of 
Plumstead, and which was now vacant by the demise of 
Mr. Harding, might be con&rred by the archdeacon upon 
Mr. Crawley. It was necessary to explain also that this could 
not be done quite immediately, and in doing this the dean 
encountered some little difficulty. The archdeacon, he said, 
wished to be allowed another week to think about it; and 
therefore perhaps provision for the duties at Hogglestock 
might yet be made for a few Sundays. The bishop, the dean 
said, might easily understand that, after what had occurred, 
Mr. Crawley would hardly wish to go again into that pulpit, 
unless he did so as resuming duties which would necessarily be 
permanent with him. To all this the bishop assented, but he 
was apparently struck with much wonder at the choice made by 
the archdeacon. ^* 1 should have thought, Mr. Dean," he said, 
« that Mr. Crawley was the last man to have suited the 
archdeacon's choice." 

" The archdeacon and I married sisters, my lord." 
'' Oh, ah ! yes. And he puts the nomination of St. £wold*s 
at your disposition. I am sure I shall be delighted to institute 
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BO worthy a gentleman as Mr. Crawley.*' Then the dean took 
his leave of the bishop, — as will we also. Poor dear bishop I 
I am inclined to think that he was right in his regrets as to the 
little parsonage. Not that his failure at Barchester, and his 
present consciousness of lonely incompetence, were mainly due 
to any positive inefficiency on his own part. He might have 
been a sufficiently good bishop, had it not been that Mrs. Proudie 
was so much more than a sufficiently good bishop's wife. We 
will now say furewell to him, with a hope that the lopped tree 
may yet become green again, and to some extent fruitful, 
although all its beautiful head and richness of waving foliage 
have been taken from it. 

About a week after this Henry Grantly rode over from 
Cosby Lodge to Hogglestock. It has been just said that 
though the assizes had passed by, and though all question of 
Mr. Crawley's guilt was now set aside, no visitor had of late 
made his way over to Hogglestock. I fancy that Grace 
Crawley forgot, in the fulness of her memoiy as to other 
things, that Mr. Harding, of whose death she heard, had 
been her lover's grandfather, — and that therefore there might 
possibly be some delay. Had there been much said between 
the mother and the daughter about the lover, no doubt all 
this would have been explained ; but Grace was very reticent, 
and there were other matters in the Hogglestock household 
which in those days occupied Mrs. Crawley's mind. How 
were they again to begin life ? for, in very truth, life as it had 
existed with them before ^had been brought to an end. But 
Grace remembered well the sort of compact which existed 
between her and her lover; — ^the compact which had been 
made in very words between herself and her lover's father. 
Complete in her estimation as had been the heaven opened to 
her by Henry Grantly's offer, she had refused it all, — ^lest she 
should bring disgrace upon him. But the disgrace was not 
certain ; and if her father should be made free from it, then, — 
then, — then Henry Grantly ought to come to her and be at 
ber feet with all the expedition possible to him. That was her 
reading of the compact. She had once declared, when 
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speaking of the possible disgraee which might attach its^ 
to her family and to her name, that her poverty did mA 
** signify a bit.*' She was not ashamed of her father, — only 
of the accnsation against her fistther. Therefore die had 
hurried home when that accusation was withdrawn, desrons 
that her loTor shonld tell her of his love, — ^if he chose to 
repeat snch telling, — amidst all the poor things of Ho^le- 
stock, and not among the chairs and tables and good dinners 
of laxarioas Framley. Mrs. Bobarts had giyen a true inter- 
pretation to Lady Lofton of the haste which Grace had 
displayed. But ^e need not have been in so great a hnny. 
She had been at home already above a fortnight, and as yet 
Jie had made no sign. At last she said a word to her mother. 
"Might I not ask to go back to Miss Prettyman's now, 
mamma?" 

" I think, dear, yon had better wait till things are a litUe 
settled. Papa is to hear again from the dean very soon. Yon 
see they are all in a great sorrow at Barchester about poor 
Mr. Harding's death.'' 

<' Grace," said Jane, mshing into the honse abnost speedi- 
less, at that moment, ** here he is !— on horseback." 

I do not know why Jane shonld have talked about Major 
Grantly as simply "he." There had been no conversation 
among the sisters to justify her in such a mode of speedi 
Grace had not a moment to put two and two together, so that 
she might realize the meaning of what her mother had said 
but nevertheless, she felt at the moment that the man, coming 



as he had done now, had come with all commendable speed 
How foolish had she been with her wretdied impatience ! 

There he was certainly, tying his horse up to the raiHng 
" Mamma, what am I to say to him ? " 

" Nay, dear ; he is your own friend, — of your own making. 
You must say what you think fit." 

" You are not going ? " 

" I think we had better, dear." Then she went, and 
Jane with her, and Jane opened the door for Major Grantly. 
Mr. Crawley himself was away, at Hoggle End, and did not 
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return till after Major Grantly had left the parsonage. Jane, 
as she greeted the grand gentleman, whom she had seen and 
no more than seen, hardly knew what to say to him. "When, 
ftfter a minute's hesitation, she told him that Grace was in 
there, — pointing to the sitting-room door, she felt that she 
had been very awkward. Henry Grantly, however, did not, I 
think, feel her awkwardness, being conscious of some small 
iUfficulties of his own. When, howeyer, he found that Grace 
was alone, the task before him at once lost half its difficulties. 
** Grace," he said, " am I right to come to you now ? " 

<* I do not know," she said. ** I cannot tell." 

<< Dearest Grace, there is qo reason on earth now why you 
should not be my wife.*' 

** Is there not ? " 

" I know of none, — ^if you can love me. You saw my 
father ? " 

" Yes, I saw him." 

" And you heard what he said ? " 

" I hardly remember what he said ; — ^but he kissed me, 
and I thought he was very kind." 

What little attempt Henry Grantly then made, thinking 
that he could not do better than follow closely the example of 
so excellent a father, need not be explained with minuteness. 
But I think that his first effort was not successful. Grace was 
embarrassed and retreated, and it was not till she had been 
.compelled to give a direct answer to a direct question that she 
submitted to allow his arm round her waist. But when she 
bad answered that question she was almost more humble than 
becomes a maiden who has just been wooed and won. A 
maiden who has been wooed and won, generally thinks that it 
is she who has conquered, and chooses to be triumphant 
accordingly. But Grace was even mean enough to thank her 
lover. " I do not know why you should be so good to me," 
8he said. 

'' Because I love you," said he, *' better than all the 
world." 

** But why Bhoold you be so good to me as that ? Why 
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should yon love me ? I am such a poor thing for a man like 
yon to love." 

'< I have had the wit to see that yon are not a poor thing, 
Grace ; and it is thus that I have earned my treasnre. Some 
girls are poor things, and some are rich treasures." 

'' If love can make me a treasnre, I will he your treasnre. 
And if love can make me rich, I will he rich for yon." After that 
I think he had no difficulty in following in his father's footsteps. 

After a while Mrs. Crawley came in, and there was mnck 
pleasant talking among them, while Henry Grantly sat happily 
with his love, as though waiting for Mr. Crawley's return. 
But though he was there nearly all the morning, Mr. Crawley 
did not return. '^ I think he likes the hrickmakers hetter 
than anyhody in all the world, except ourselves," said Grace. 
*' I don't know how he [will manage to get on without his 
friends." Before Grace had said this. Major Grantly had 
told all his story, and had produced a letter from his father, 
addressed to Mr. Crawley, of which the reader shall have a 
copy, although at this time the letter had not heen opened. 
The letter was as follows : — 

" Plnmstead Rectory, — May, 186 — . 
** My dear Sir, — ^You will no douht have heard that Mr. 
Harding, the vicar of St. E wold's, who was the father of my 
wife and of Mrs. Arahin, has been taken from us. The loss 
to us of so excellent and so dear a man has been very great. 
I have conferred with my friend the Dean of Barchester as to 
a new nomination, and I venture to request your acceptance of 
the preferment, if it should suit you to move from Hogglestock 
to St. Ewold's. It may be as well that I should state plainly 
my reasons for making this offer to a gentleman with whom I 
am not personally acquainted. Mr. Harding, on his death- 
bed, himself suggested it, moved thereto by what he had 
heard of the cruel and undeserved persecution to which yon 
have lately been subjected ; as also, — on which point he was 
very urgent in what he said, — by the character which you 
bear in the diocese for zeal and piety. I may also add, that 
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the close connection which, as I understand, is likely to take 
place between' your family and mine, has been an additional 
reason for my taking this step, and the long friendship which 
has existed between you and my wife's brother-in-law, the 
Dean of Barchester, is a third. 

St. Ewold's is worth 350Z. per annum, besides the house, 
which is sufficiently commodious for a moderate family. The 
population is about twelve hundred, of which more than a half 
consists of persons dwelling in an outskirt of the city, — for the 
parish runs almost into Barchester. 

'' I shall be glad to have your reply with as little delay as 
may suit your convenience, and in the event of your accepting 
tlie offer, — ^which I sincerely trust you may be enabled to do, 
— I shall hope to have an early opportunity of seeing you, with 
reference to your institution to the parish. 

^' Allow me also to say to you and to Mrs. Crawley that, 
if we have been correctly informed as to that other event to 
which I have alluded, we both hope that we may have an early 
opportunity of making ourselves personally acquainted with 
the parents of a young lady who is to be so dear to us. As I 
have met your daughter, I may perhaps be allowed to send her 
my kindest love. If, as my daughter-in-law, she comes up to 
the impression which she gave me at our first meeting, I, at 
any rate, shall be satisfied. 

'* I have the honour to be, my dear sir, 
'^ Your most faithful servant, 

" THEOPHILtJS GrANTLY." 

This letter the archdeacon had shown to his wife, by whom 
it had not been very warmly approved. Nothing, Mrs. Grantly 
had said, could be prettier than what the archdeacon had said 
about Grace. Mrs. Crawley, no doubt, would be satisfied 
with that. But Mr. Crawley was such a strange man ! '' He 
will be stranger than I take him to be if he does not accept 
St. Ewold's," said the archdeacon. " But in offering it,'' said 
Mrs. Grantly '^ you have not said a word of your own high 
opinion of his merits." ''I have not a very high opinion of 
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them/' said the archdeacon. " Yonr father had, and I have said 
80. And as I have the most profound respect for yonr father's 
opinion in snoh a matter, I have permitted that to OTeroome 
my own hesitation." This was pretty from the hnshand to the 
wife as it regarded her father, who had now gone from them ; 
and, therefore, Mrs. Grantly accepted it withont farther 
argxmient. The reader may prohahly feel assured that the 
archdeacon had never, daring their joint liyes, acted in any 
church matter upon the advice given to him hy Mr. Harding ; 
and it was prohahly the case also that the living would have 
been o£fered to Mr. Crawley, if nothing had been said by 
Mr. Harding on the subject; but it did not become 
Mrs. Grantly even to think of all this. The archdeacon, 
having made his gracious speech about her father, was not 
again asked to alter his letter. ^'I suppose he vdll accept 
it," said Mrs. Grantly. 'M should think that he probably 
may," said the archdeacon. 

So Grace, knowing what was the purport of the letter, sat 
with it between her fingers, while her lover sat beside her, foil 
of various plans for the future. This was his first lover's 
present to her ; — and what a present it was I Comfort, [and 
happiness, and a pleasant home for all her family. ''St. 
Ewold's isn't the best house in the world," said the m^jor, 
' because it is old, and what I call piecemeal ; but it is veiy 
pretty, and certainly nice." '' That is just the sort of par- 
sonage that I dream about," said Jane. '' And the garden is 
pleasant with old trees," said the major. '' I always dream 
about old trees," said Jane, '' only I'm afi'aid I'm too old 
myself to be let to climb up them now." Mrs. Crawley said 
very little, but sat by with her eyes full of tears. Was ii 
possible that, at last, before the world had closed upon her, 
she was to enjoy something again of the comforts which she 
had known m her early years, and to be again surrounded by 
those decencies of life which of late had been almost banished 
fi:om her home by poverty I 

Their various plans for the future, — ^for the immediate 
future, — ^were very startling. Grace was to go over at once to 
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Plnmstead, whither Mdith had been already transferred from 
Cosby Lodge. That was all very well; there was nothing 
Tery startling or impracticable in that. The Framley ladies, 
haying none of those doabts as to what was coming which had 
for a while perplexed Grace herself, had taken little liberties 
with her wardrobe, which enabled snch a yisit to be made 
without overwhelming difficulties. But the major was equally 
eager, — or at any rate equally imperious, — ^in his requisition 
for a visit from Mr. and Mrs. Crawley themselves to Plumstead 
rectory. Mrs. Crawley did not dare to put forward the plain 
unadorned reasons against it, as Mr. Crawley had done when 
discussing the subject of a insit to the deanery. Nor could 
she quite venture to explain that she feared that the archdeacon 
and her husband would hardly mix wbII together in society. 
With whom, indeed, was it possible that her husband should 
mix well, after his .long and hardly-tried seclusion? She 
could only plead that both her husband and herself were so 
little used ^o going out that she feared, — she feared, — she 
feared she knew n£>t what. '* Well get over all that,'' said 
the major, almost contemptuously. ^'It is only the first 
plunge that is disagreeable." Perhaps the m^jor did not 
know how very disagreeable a £rst plunge may be ! 

At two o'clock Henry Qxantly got up to go. " I should 
very much like to have seen him, but. I fear I cannot wait 
longer. As it is, the patience, of my horse has been surprising." 
Then Grace walked out with him to the gate, and put her 
hand upon his bridle as he mounted, and thought how wonder- 
ful was the power of Fortune, that the goddess should have 
sent so gallant a gentleman to be her lord, and her lover. '' I 
declare I don't quite believe it even yet," she said, in the 
letter which she wrote to Lily Dale that night. 

It was four before Mr. Crawley returned to his house, and 
then he was very weary. There were many sick in these days 
at Hoggle Endf and he had gone from cottage to cottage 
through the jday. Giles Hoggett was. almost unable to work 
from rheumatism, but .still was of.opinicai that doggedness 
might carry him on. ''It's been. a deal d' service to yoU| 
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Muster Crawley," he said. '' We hears about it all. If yon 
hadn't a been dogged, where*d you a been now ? " With 
Giles Hoggett and others he had remained all the day, and 
now he came home weary and beaten. <* YouUl tell him first," 
Grace had said, " and then I'll give him the letter." The wife 
was the first to tell him of the good fortune that was coming. 

He flung himself into the old chair as soon as he entered, 
and asked for some bread and tea. *' Jane has already gone 
for it, dear," said his wife. *' We have had a yisitor here, 
Josiah." 

" A yisitor, — ^what visitor ? " 

" Grace's own friend, — ^Henry Grantly." 

'' Grace, come here, that I may kiss you and bless you," 
he said very solemnly. " It would seem that the world is 
going to be very good to you." 

^* Papa, you must read this letter first." 

'< Before I kiss my own darling ? " Then she knelt at his feet. 
'^ I see," he said, taking the letter ; '4t is from your lover's 
father. Peradventure he signifies his consent, which would 
be surely needful before such a marriage would be seemly." 

** It isn't about me, papa, at all." 

<< Not about you ? If so, that would be most unpromisisg. 
But, in any case, you are my best darling." Then he kissed 
her and blessed her, and slowly opened the letter. His 
wife had now come close to him, and was standing over him, 
touching him, so that she also could read the archdeacon's 
letter. Grace, who was still in front of him, could see the 
working of his face as he read it ; but even she could not tell 
whether he was gratified, or offended, or dismayed. When he 
had got as far as the first offer of the presentation, he ceased 
reading for a while, and looked round about the room as 
though lost in thought. '< Let me see what further he writes 
to me," he then said ; and after that he continued the letter 
slowly to the end. ''Nay, my child, you were in error in 
saying that he wrote not about you. 'Tis in writing of yon he 
has put some real heart into his words. He writes as though 
his home would be welcome to you." 
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''And does he not make St. Ewold*s welcome to yon, 
papa ? " 

'' He makes me welcome to accept it, — ^if I may use the 
word after the ordinary and somewhat faulty parlance of 
mankind/' 

" And you will accept it, — of course ? " 

** I know not that, my dear. The acceptance of a cure of 
souls is a thing not to be decided on in a moment, — as is the 
colour of a garment or the shape of a toy. Nor would I 
condescend to take this thing from the archdeacon's hands, if 
I thought that he bestowed it simply that the fietther of his 
daughter-in-law might no longer be accounted poor.'' 

" Does he say that, papa ? " 

'< He gives it as a collateral reason, basing his offer first 
on the kindly-expressed judgment of one who is now no more. 
Then he refers to the friendship of the dean. If he believed 
that the judgment of his late father-in-law in so weighty a 
matter were the best to be relied upon of all that were at 
his command, then he would have done well to trust to it. 
But in such case he should have bolstered up a good ground 
for action with no collateral supports, which are weak, — ^and 
worse than weak. However, it shall have my best consideration, 
whereunto I hope that wisdom will be given me where only 
such wisdom can be had." 

''Josiah," said his wife to him, when they were alojie, 
" you will not refuse it ? " 

'' Not willingly, — ^not if it maybe accepted. Alas! you 
need not urge me, when the temptation is so strong ! " 



CHAPTER XL. 

MR. CRAWLEY IS CONQUERED. 

It was more than a week before the archdeacon received a 
reply from Mr. Crawley, during which time the dean had been 
over at Hogglestock more than once, as had also Mrs. Arabin 
and Lady Lufton the younger, — and there had been letters 
II. 29 
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writi6ik withodt end, und the drohdteeon had b6en' nearly 
beside himself. '' A man who pretends to conscientious 
8<sniples of Hiat kind is not fit to have a parish," he bad said 
to his wife. * His wife' understood what he meant, and I trust 
that the reader may also understand it. In the oidinsiy 
catting of blocks a yery fine razor is^ not an- applropriate 
instnnnent. The ardideacon, moreoTer, loved ihe temporalities 
of the Church as temporalities. The Church was beaiitifol to 
him because one man by interest might have a tbaasaiid a 
year, while another man equally good, but Without ini^nsl, 
could only have a hundred. And he lik^d the- nkeu who had 
the interest agreat deal better than th6 mfen whb had it noi 
He had been willing to admit this poor pi^etoal onrate, who 
had so long been kept out in the cold, within the pleasant eirde 
which waswarm witii eeclesiastieal good thkags, and the mas 
hesitated,^— because of scrupled, as the dieaii told him! "I 
alwarfs button up my pooket wh^n I hear of -flfenipled;'-^ 
arehdeai^n said. 

But atrial Mr.- Cra^ey cohdie^eended toadeept St. Eivokl's* 
" Reverend and dfear - Sir," he said in his 'letter, — ^*' For the 
personal benevsolehce of the^offer inade'to meiii your letter of 
the — ' instant, Ibeg to tetfder you my most. grateful 'thaokB; 
as also for your generous kindness to me, iatelliiig meof -tiie 
high praise bestowed upon me by a' gentleihan who'i^ nowno 
more, — whose charaieter I haVe esteeibed aiid whose good 
opinion I value. There is, methinks, sometiiing inexpressibly 
d€^r to me 'in' the recorded praise of the dead. For the 
farther instance of the intodship of the Dean ef Bardiiiasier, I 
am also thankful. 

** Since the receipt of your letter I have doubted much as 
to my fitness for the work you have proposed to entrust to me, 
— no't from any feeling that the parish of St. E wold's maybe 
beyond my intellectual power, but because the latter circnm- 
stances df my life have been of a nature so -strange and 
perplexing, that they have left me somewhat in dbbbt as to mj 
own aptitude for going about among menwith(^t givhig'eSenee 
And beCKUDing a stamblikig'-block. 
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'< NeVevthdeBfiy tercTrendr^nd deai^ sir, ifldilierthiseonfeBsbii 
(on my part of a certain faiilty demteanotir with trhsch I know 
irdl ibat I am affiioted, jou are still willing to pat the parisk 
into mj kands, I will aeoept the. elmrge,~^in8tigated.to.do so 
IrjT thb adyiee of all whom ThaTO eonsnlted on the subject ;i^and 
in thus accepting it, I hereby pledge myself to vacate it at 
a'month.'s warnings should I be' called "upon by you to do so 
at any period within the next two years. Should I be so 
£u: successful during those twenty-four months as to have 
satisfied both yourself and myself, I may then perhaps 
future to regard the prefezinont. as my own in perpetuity 
for/li£B« 

M I hiEiire tfaa honoiHr k) be/T^erendand dear sir, 

r':Yoatjm)9sihtin^e:aiiid^.&ithful serrant, 

<< Psha ! '' said the archdeacon, who pro&BBed that he did 
flibtiat all liJce the letter. ** I wondelrwhai herwould say. if I 
sent' him a montl^lB no^tioefat hezt'Mieiiaelmas 7 *' 

« I'm «iire he* Would go, v -said 2i£rs. Giantly. 

** The more fool he,''s0aid the andbdeaeon. 

At this time 6b:ace"was at the parsoniEige.m a seventh 
heaven of happiness. The^azobdeatonwas never nnigh io her, 
nor did he make any^of hiakarBk remarks about her. lather, in 
her. presence. Befcureher St; Ewold^was spoken. of as the 
home that waatobdongto the Crawleys for the next twenty 
years. Mrs. Giiontly was very loving with her, lavishing upon 
her pretty presents^ and words that were prettier than the 
presents. Grace's li£d-had hitherto, been. so destitute of those 
prettinesses and softnesses, which can hardly be had without 
money though money alone will not purchase them, that it 
seemed to her now that the heavens rained gvaciousness upon 
her. It was not that the archdeacon's watch, or her lover's 
tdiain, or Mrs. Grantly's locket, or the little toy from Italy 
which Mrs. Arabin brought to her from the treasures ol the 
deanezy, filled her heart with undue exultation. It was not 
ibttt^/She. .revelled in her new. daUghtSi of. sibubt. and^goldi.i 
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ghining gems : but that the sflrer and gold and shining gems 
were constant indications to her that things had changed, not 
only for her, bnt for her fiither and mother, and brother and 
sister. She felt now more snre than ever that she conld noi 
haye enjoyed her lore had she accepted her lover while the 
disgrace of the accusation against her £ither remained. Bat 
now, — ^haying waited till that had passed away, eyerything was 
a new happiness to her. 

At last it was settled that Mr. and Mrs. Crawley were to 
come to Plnmstead, — ^and they came. It would be too long 
to tell now how gradually had come about that changed state 
of things which made such a yisit possible. Mr. Crawley 
had at first declared that such a thing was quite out of the 
question. If St. Ewold's was to depend upon it St. Ewold's must 
be given up. And I think that it would have been impossible for 
him to go direct from Hogglestock to Plumstead. But it M 
out after this wise. 

Mr. Harding's curate at St. Ewold*s was nominated to 
Hogglestock, and the dean urged upon his Mend Crawley the 
expediency of giving up the house as quickly as he could do 
so. Gradually at this time Mr. Crawley had been forced into 
a certain amount of intimacy with the haunts of men. He 
had been twice or thrice at Barchester, and had lunched with 
the dean. He had been at Framley for an hour or two, and 
had been forced into some communication with old Mr. Thome, 
the squire of his new parish. The end of this had been that 
he had at last consented to transfer himself and wife and 
daughter to the deanery for a fortnight. He had preached 
one 'farewell sermon at Hogglestock, — ^not, as he told his 
audience, as their pastor, which he had ceased to be now £ot 
some two or three months, — but as their old and loving Mend, 
to whom the use of his former pulpit had been lent, that he 
might express himself thus among them for the last time. His 
sermon was very short, and was preached without book or 
notes, — ^but he never once paused for a word or halted in the 
string or rhythm of his discourse. The dean was there, and 
declared to him afterwards that he had not given him credit 
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for Buch powers of ntterance. " Any man can utter ont of a- 
fall heart," Crawley had answered. ** In this trumpery affair 
ftboat myself, my heart is fall ! If we could only have our 
hearts full in other matters, our utterances thereanent would 
receive more attention.'' To all of which the dean made 
no reply. 

On the day after this the Crawleys took their final depar- 
ture from Hogglestock, all the brickmakers from Hoggle End 
having assembled on the occasion, with a purse containing 
seventeen pounds seven shillings and sixpence, which they 
insisted on presenting to Mr. Crawley, and as to which there 
was a little difficulty. And at the deanery they remained for 
a fortnight. How Mrs. Crawley, under the guidance of 
Mrs. Arabin, had there so far trenched upon the revenues of 
St. Ewold's as to provide for her husband and herself raiment 
fitting for the worldly splendour of Plumstead, need not here 
be told in detail. Suffice to say, the raiment was forthcoming, 
and Mr. Crawley found himself to be the perplexed possessor 
of a black dress coat, in addition to the long frock, coming 
nearly to his feet, which was provided for his daily wear. 
Touching this garment, there had been some discussion between 
the dean and the new vicar. The dean had desired that it 
should be curtailed in length. The vicar had remonstrated, — 
but still with something of the weakness of compliance in his 
eye. Then the dean had persisted. '< Surely the price of the 
eloth wanted to perfect the comeliness of the garment cannot 
be much," said the vicar, almost woefully. After that, the 
dean relented, and the comeliness of the coat was made 
perfect. The new black long frock, I think Mr. Crawley 
liked ; but the dress coat, with the suit complete, perplexed 
him sorely. 

With his new coats, and something, also, of new manners, 
he and his wife went oyer to Plumstead, leaving Jane at the 
deanery with Mrs. Arabin. The dean also went to Plumstead. 
They arrived there not much before dinner, and as Grace was 
there before them the first moments were not so bad. Before 
Mr. Crawley had had time to feel himself lost in the drawing- 
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room, he was snmmoned away to prepare himself for dumer, — 
for dinner, and for the coat, whioh at the deanery he had been 
allowed to leave nnwom. *^. I wonld with all my heart thai I 
might retire to rest," he said to his wife, when the eeremony 
had been perfected. 

'' Do not say so. Go down and take your place with them, 
and speak yonr mind with them, — as yon so well know how. 
Who among them can do it so well ? " * 

''I have been told," said Mr. Crawley, "that you shaQ 
take a cock which is lord of the farmyard, — ^the cock of all 
that walk, — and when you have danbed his feathers with mad, 
he shall be thrashed by every dnnghill coward. I say not 
that I was ever the cock of the walk, bnt I know that they 
have daubed my feathers." Then he went down among the 
other poultry into the farmyard. 

At dinner he was very silent, answering, however, with a 
sort of gracefdl stateliness, any word that Mrs. Grantly 
addressed to him. Mr. Thome, from Ullathome, was tiiere 
also to meet his new vicar, as was also Mr. Thome's very old 
sister. Miss Monica Thome. And Lady Anne Gbrantlywas 
there, — she having come with the expressed intention that the 
wives of the two brothers should know each other, — ^bnt with 
a warmer desire, I think, of seeing Mr. Crawley, of whom the 
d^cal world had been talking much since some notice of the 
accusation against him had become general. There were, 
therefore, ten or twelve at the dinner-table, and Mr. Crawley 
had not made one at such a board certainly since his marriage. 
All went &irly smooth with him till the ladies left the room ; 
for though Lady Anne, who sat at his left hand, had perplexed 
him somewhat with clerical questions, he had found that he 
was not called upon for much more than monosyllabic re- 
sponses. But in his heart he feared the archdeacon, and he 
felt that when the ladies were gone the archdeacon wonld not 
leave him alone in his silence. 

As soon as the door was closed, the first subject mooted 
was that of the Plumstead fox, which had been so basely 
murdered on Mr. Thome'fr ground. Mr. Thome had eon- 
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fdssed the imqiuty, had dismissed the mnrderons keeper, and 
all waS' serene^ But the greater on that account was the 
feasihility of discussing the question, and the archdeacon had 
a good deal to say ahout it* Then Mr* Thome turned to the 
new vicar, and asked him whether foxes abounded in Hoggle- 
stock. Had he been asked as> to the rats or the moles, he 
would have known more about it. 

'* Indeed, sir, I know not whether or no there be any foxes 

in the parish of Hogglestock. I do not remember me that I 

ever saw one. It is an animal whose habits I have not watched." 

.<^ There is an earth at Hoggle Bushes,'' said the major; 

'' and I never knew it without a litter." 

'* I think I know the domestic whereabouts of every fox in 
Flumstead," said the archdeacon, with an ill-natured intention 
of astonishing Mr. Crawley. 

• ''Of foxes with two legs our friend is speaking, without 
doubt>" said the vicar of St. Ewold's, with an attempt at grim 
pleasantry. 

- '' Of them we have none at Plumstead. No, — ^I was 
speaking of the dear old fellow with the brush. Pass the 
bottle, Mr. Crawley. Won't you fill your glass ? " Mr. 
Crawley passed the bottle, but would not fill his glass. Then 
the dean, looking up slily, saw the vexation written in the 
archdeacon's face. The parson whom the archdeacon feared 
most of all parsons was the parson who wouldn't fill his glass. 

Then the subject was changed. '' I'm told that the bishop 
has at last made his reappearance on his throne," said the 
archdeacon. 

*' He was in the cathedral last Sunday," said the dean. 

'^ Does he ever mean to preach again ? " 

'' He never did preach very often," said the dean. 

" A great deal too often, from all that people say," said 
the archdeacon. ** I never heard him myself, and never shall^ 
I dare say. You have heard him, Mr. Crawley ? " 

'' I have never had that good fortune, Mr. Archdeacon. 
But living as I shall now do, so near to the city, I may 
perhaps be enabled to attend the cathedral service on some 
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holyday of the Chnrcli, which may not require prayers in my 
own rural parish. I think that the clergy of the diocese 
should he acquainted with the opinions, and with the voice, 
and with the very manner and words of their hishop. As 
things are now done, this is not possible. I could wish that 
there were occasions on which a bishop might assemble his 
clergy, and preach to them sermons adapted to their use.'' 
** "What do you call a bishop's charge, then ? " 
'^ It is usually in the printed form that I have received it," 
said Mr. Crawley. 

^* I think we have quite enough of that kind of thing," said 
the archdeacon. 

'^ He is a man whose conversation is not pleasing to me," 
Mr. Crawley said to his wife that night. 

'' Do not judge of him too quickly, Josiah," his wife said. 
'' There is so much of good in him ! He is kind, and gene- 
rous, and I think affectionate." 

** But he is of the earth, earthy. When you and the 
other ladies had retired, the conversation at first fell on the 
habits and value of — ^foxes. I have been informed that in 
these parts the fox is greatly prized, as without a fox to run 
before the dogs, that scampering over the country which is 
called hunting, and which delights by the quickness and 
perhaps by the peril of the exercise, is not relished by the 
riders. Of the wisdom or taste herein displayed by the 
hunters of the day I say nothing. But it seemed to me that 
in talking of foxes Dr. Grantly was master of his subject. 
Thence the topic glided to the duties of a bishop and to 
questions of preaching, as to which Dr. Grantly was not slow 
in offering his opinion. But I thought that I would rather 
have heard him talk about the foxes for a week together." 
She said nothing more to him, knowing well how useless it 
was to attempt to turn him by fmy argument. To her thinking 
the kindness of the archdeacon to them personally demanded 
some indulgence in the expression, and even in the formation, 
of an opinion, respecting his clerical peculiarities. 
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On the next day, however, Mr. Crawley, having been 
summoned by the archdeacon into the library for a little 
private conversation, found that he got on better with him. 
How the archdeacon conquered him may perhaps be best 
described by a further narration of what Mr. Crawley said to 
bis wife. ** I told him that in regard to money matters, as 
he called them, I had nothing to say. I only trusted that his 
son was aware that my daughter had no money, and never 
would have any. * My dear Crawley,' the archdeacon said, — 
for of late there seems to have grown up in the world a habit 
of greater familiarity than that which I think did prevail when 
last I moved much among men ; — ^ my dear Crawley, I have 
enough for both.' * I would we stood on more equal grounds/ 
I said. Then as he answered me, he rose from his chair. 
* We stand,' said he, ' on the only perfect level on which such 
men can meet each other. We are both gentlemen.' ' Sir,' I 
said, rising also, ' from the bottom of my heart I agree with 
you. I could not have spoken such words ; but coming from 
you who are rich to me who am poor, they are honourable to 
the one and comfortable to the other.' " 

" And after that ? " 

'* He took down from the shelves a volume of sermons 
which his father published many years ago, and presented it 
to me. I have it now under my arm. It hath the old bishop's 
manuscript notes, which I will study carefully." And thus 
the archdeacon had hit his bird on both wings. 



CHAPTER XLI. 

CONCLUSION. 

It now only remains for me to gather together a few loose 
strings, and tie them together in a knot, so that my work may 
not become untwisted. Early in July, Henry Grantly and 
Grace Crawley were married in the parish church of Plumstead, 
— ^a great impropriety, as to which neither Archdeacon Grantly 
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nor Mr. Cnuvlef- eoold be got to assent for a Ismg time, but 
which was at last carried^ not. simply by a union of Mrs. 
Grantly • and Mrs. Crawley, nor aven by the assistance of 
Mrs. Arabin, but by the strong intervention c^ old Lady 
Lofton herself. '^ Of conrse Miss Crawley onght to be manied 
from St. Ewold's vicarage ; bat when the fomitore haa only 
half been ^got. in, how is it possible ? '* When Lady Lnfion 
thna spoko, the archdeacon gave way, and Mr. Crawley hadn't 
a leg to stand npon. Henry Grantly had not an opinion upon 
the matter. He told his father that he expected that they 
would manry,him. among, them, and that that: would be enough 
for him. As for Grace, nobody even thought of asking her; 
and I doubt whether she would have heard anything about the 
contest, had not some tidings of it reached her &om her lover. 
Married they were at Plumstead^-^and the breakfast was given 
with^ all that luxuriance of plenty which was so dear to the 
arohdeacon*A mind. . Mr. Crawley was the officiating priest. 
With his hands dropping before him, folded humbly, he told 
the archdeacon,-n-when that Plumstead question had been 
finally settled in opposition to his wishes, — ^that he would fain 
himself perform the ceremony by which his dearest daughter 
would be bound to her marriage duties. ^'And who else 
should ? " said thje archdeacon. Mr. Crawley muttered that 
he had not known how far his reverend brother might, have 
been willing to waive his rights. But the archdeacon, who 
was in high good humonr, — -liaving just bestowed a little pony 
carriage on his new daughter-in-law, — only laughed at him ; 
and, if the rumour which was handed about the families be 
true, the archdeacon, before the interview was over, had poked 
Mr. Crawley in the ribs. Mr. Crawley married them; but 
the archdeacon assisted, — and the dean gave away the bride. 
The Rev. Charles Grantly was there also ; and as there was, 
as a matter of course, a cloud of curates floating in the dis- 
tance, Henry Grantly was perhaps to be excused for declaring 
to his wife, when the pair had escaped, that surely no couple 
had ever been, so tightly buckled since marriage had first 
become a Church ceremony. 
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St.'EwDM^s, and, as I think, contented* Her happiness began 
Tery quietly. Though she had been greatly broken by her 
tnmbles, the first sight she had of her husband in his new 
long frock-coat went far to restore her, and while he was 
declaring himself to be a cock so daubed with mud as to be 
incapable of crowing, she was congratulating herself on seeing 
her husband once more clothed as became his position. And 
they were htcky, too,* as n^rded the squire's house ; for 
Mr. Thome was ' old, and quiet, and old-fashioned ; and Miss 
Thome was older, and thoHgh she was not exactly quiet, she 
was T6xy old-fashioned indeed* So that there grew to be a 
pleasant friendship between Miss Thome and Mrs. Crawley. 

Johnny Eames, when last I heard of him, was still a 
bachelor, and, as I think, Hkely to remain so. At last he had 
utterfy thrown over Sir Baffle Buffle, declaring to his friends 
that the special duties of private secretaryship, were not exactly 
to his. taste. ^''You get so sick at the thirteenth priyftte 
note," he said, ''that you find yourself unable to carry on the 
humbug any farther." But he did not leave his office. '' I'm 
the head of a room, you know," he told Lady Julia De Guest ; 
" and there's nothing to trouble me, — and a fellow, you know, 
ought to have something to do." Lady Julia told him, with a 
great deal of energy, that she wonW never forgive him if he 
gave up his office. After that eventful night when he escaped 
^ominiously from the house of Lady Demolines under the 
protection of the policeman's lantem, he did hear more than 
once from Porchester Terrace, and from allies employed by 
the enemy who was there resident. '' My cousin, the Ser- 
jeant," proved to be a myth. Johnny found out all about that 
Seijeant Bunter, who was distantly connected, indeed, with 
the late husband of Lady Demolines, but had always per- 
sistently declined to have any intercourse whatever with her 
ladyship. For the seijeant was a rising man, and Lady 
Demolines was not exactly progressing in the world. Johnny 
heard nothing from the seijeant ; but from Madalina he got 
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letter after letter. In the first she asked him not to think too 
much of the little joke that had occurred. In her second she 
described the vehemence of her love. In her third the bitter- 
ness of her wrath. In her fourth she simply invited him to come 
and dine in Porchester Terrace. Her fifth was the outpooriDg 
of injured innocence. And then came letters from an attorney. 
Johnny answered not a word to any of ihem, and gradually the 
letters were discontinued. Within six months of the receipt 
of the last, he was delighted by reading among the marriages 
in the newspapers a notice that Peter Bangles, Esq., of the 
firm of Burton and Bangles, wine-merchants, of Hook Oonrt, 
had been united to Madalina, daughter of the late Sir Con- 
fucius Demolines, at the church of Peter the Martp. '^ Most 
appropriate,'' said Johnny, as he read the notice to Conway 
Dalrymple, who was then back from his wedding tour ; *' for 
most assuredly there will be now another Peter the Martyr." 

" I'm not so sure of that," said Conway, who had heard 
something of Mr. Peter Bangles. '^ There are men who have 
strong wills of their own, and strong hands of their own." 

** Poor Madalina ! " said Johnny. '< If he does beat her, 
I hope he will do it tenderly. It may be that a little of it will 
suit her fevered temperament." 

Before the summer was over Conway Dalrymple had been 
married *to Clara Van Siever, and by a singular arrangement 
of circumstances had married her with the full approval of old 
Mrs. Yan. Mr. Musselboro, — whose name I hope has not 
been altogether forgotten, though the part played by him has 
been subordinate, — had opposed Dalrymple in the efforts made 
by the artist to get something out of Broughton's estate for 
the benefit of the widow. From circumstances of which 
Dalrymple learned the particulars with the aid of an attorney, 
it seemed to him that certain facts were wilfully kept in the 
dark by Musselboro, and he went with his complaint to Mrs. 
Yan Siever, declaring that he would bring the whole affiur 
into court, unless all the workings of the firm were made clear 
to him. Mrs. Yan was very insolent to him, — ^and even 
turned him out of the house. But, nevertheless, she did not 
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allow Mr. Musselboro to escape. Whoever was to be left in 
the dark she did not wish to be there herself ; — and it began 
to dawn upon her that her dear Musselboro was deceiving her. 
Then she sent for Dalrymple, and without a word of apology 
for her former conduct, put him upon the right track. As he 
was pushing his inquiries, and working heaven and earth for 
the unfortunate widow, — as to whom he swore daily that when 
this matter was settled he would never see her again, so 
terrible was she to him with her mock affection and pretended 
hysterics, and false moralities, — ^he was told one day that she 
had gone off with Mr. Musselboro ! Mr. Musselboro, finding 
that this was the surest plan of obtaining for himself the little 
business in Hook Court, married the widow of his late partner, 
and is at this moment probably carrying on a law-suit with 
Mrs. Van. For the law-suit Conway Dalrymple cared nothing. 
When the quarrel had become hot between Mrs. Yan and her 
late myrmidon, Clara fell into Conway's hands without oppo- 
sition ; and, let the law-suit go as it may, there will be enough 
left of Mrs. Van's money to make the house of Mr. and 
Mrs. Conway Dalrymple very comfortable. The picture of 
Jael and Sisera was stitched up without any difficulty, and I 
daresay most of my readers will remember it hanging on the 
walls of the exhibition. 

Before I take my leave of the diocese of Barchester for 
ever, which I purpose to do in the succeeding paragraph, I 
desire to be allowed to say one word of apology for myself, in 
answer to those who have accused me, — ^always without bitter- 
ness, and generally with tenderness, — of having forgotten, in 
writing of clergymen, the first and most prominent charac- 
teristic of the ordinary English clergyman's life. I have 
described many clergymen, they say, but have spoken of them 
all as though their professional duties, their high calling, their 
daily workings for the good of those around them, were matters 
of no moment, either to me, or, in my opinion, to themselves. 
I would plead, in answer to this, that my object has been to 
paiot the social and not the professional lives of clergymen ; 
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a&d that I have been led to do so, fin^tly, foy a feeling that as 
no men iEtffect more strongly, by their own ehaxaoter, the 
society of those aroand'than do 'country clergymen, bo, there* 
fore, their sooiid habits haTe- been worth the laboar seeeBsary 
for painting them ;- and secondly, by a fiBeling^i^at thoi^ I, 
«s a novelist, may Uel myself entitled to write of clergymen 
ont of their pnlpks, as I may also write of lawyers and doctors, 
I have no snoh liberty to w^rite of tfaiem in their pulpits. "When 
I have done so^ if I have done so, I hove so far tnmsgressed. 
There are those who haTe- told mia that. I hiiTe made aU^ my 
clergymen bad, and none good. I must Teatnre io hint- to 
sneh judges that they ha?e taught &eir .'eyes t^lbye a^ oblooring 
h^her than- nature justifies. We are, most of us, apt to* lore 
Eiphiaers madonnas^better than Biembinaidt's matrons. Bat> 
tikough we do so, we know that Bembmndt's matrons existed ; 
but we have a strong belief thatno^such woman as Bsphml 
painted eter did ^xist. In that he painted, as he may be 
ilnrmised to have done, for-pioiiff purposes,--^at least for Church 
{mrposds,-**BAphaiil was justified ;* but had he painted so for 
fuaily portraitttre he ^^ttldhaye • been' Mse. . Had I written 
an' epic ttbout elergymto, I would 'haTe talcen St. Paul fi>r my 
model; but- d^sisribing, us I have endeavoured to do, such 
clergymen as I see around me, I could not Tenture to be 
transcendental. For myself I can only say that I shall always 
be happy to sit, when allowed to do so, at the table of Arch- 
deacon Ghrantly, tovralk through ihe High Street of Barchester 
a;rm-in»arm with Mr.- Bobarts of Framley,(aQd tostimd aione 
and shed a tear beneath the modest black stone in the iu>rth 
tlransept of the cathedral on whichi is inscribed tiie. name of 
Septimus Harding. 

And now, if tiie -reader will allow me to seize him affisciion- 
ately by the arm, we will together take our last farewell <A 
Barset and of the towers of Barchester. I may not venture 
•to say to- him that, in this county, he and I together have 
wandered often through the country lanes, and have ridden 
together over the too-<well wooded fields, or have stood together 
»wr the cathedral nave Ustening to the peals ef the organ, or 
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j. liave togeiher sat at good men's tables, or have confronted 

together the angry pride of men who were not good. I may 

z.:£ not boast that any beside myself have so realized the place, 

fi^ and the people, and the facts, as to make such reminiscences 

--! possible as those which I should attempt to evoke by an 

Iri appeal to perfect fellowship. But to me Barset has been a 

[j/^ real county, and its city a real city, and the spires and towers 

: V: have been before my eyes, and the voices of the people are 

.^ known to my ears, and the pavement of the city ways are 

j^^; familiar to my footsteps. To them all I now say farewell. 

That I have been induced to wander among them too long by 

my love of old friendships, and by the sweetness of old faces, 

is a fault for which I may perhaps be more readily forgiven, 

^ when I repeat, with some solemnity of assurance, the promise 

[ made in my title, that this shall be the last chronicle of 

^ Barset. 
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THE END. 
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